




JAMES JOYCE’S' ULYSSES 




JAMES JOYCE’S 

UL YSSE S 

A STUDY 

BY 

STUART GILBERT 


LONDON 

FABER <2? FABER LIMITED 

34 RUSSELL SQUARE 



FIRST PUBLISHED IN MCMXX 
BY FABER & FABER LIMITED 
24 RUSSELL SQUARE LONDON W.C.I 
SECOND*' EDITION DECEMBER MCMXXXII 
PRINTED IN GREAT BRITAIN 
BY BUTLER fif TANNER LIMITED 
FROME AND LONDON 
ALL RIGHTS RESERVED 



CONTENTS 


PAGE 

PREFACE 9 

PART I.— INTRODUCTION 

1. THE NARRATIVE OF ULYSSES i 5 

11. THE RHYTHM OF ULYSSES 35 

III. «J j. ‘ MET-HPM-PIKE-HOSES ’ 43 

«j[ 2. THE SEAL OF SOLOMON 51 

€1 3. THE OMPHALOS 60 

<i;4. PATERNITY 66 

IV. Q 1. DUBLINERS-VIKINGS-ACHAEANS 73 

q 2. ULYSSES AND THE ODYSSEY 84 

PART II.— THE EPISODES 

h. TELEMACHUS 92 

2. NESfOR 104 

3. PROTEUS 1 12 

4. CALYPSO 130 

5. THE LOTUS-EATERS 142 

6. • JLADES 154 

7. AEOLUS 172 

8. THE LESTRXGONIANS 194 

9. SCYLLA AND CHARYBDIS 206 

10. THE 'WANDERING ROCKS £22 

n. THE SIRENS 236 

12. THE 6 YCL 0 PS 254 

13. NAUSICAA 272 

*14. THE OXEN OF THE SUN 288 

15. CIRCE 306 

16. EUMAEUS 340 

17. ITHACA 360 

18. PENELOPE 376 

396 


INDEX 


7 




PREFACE 


T Tltsses is a work which not only sdems obscure but 
(J is also somewhat inaccessibly. In writing this commen- 
tary I have borne in mind the unusual circumstance that, 
though Ulysses is probably the most-discussed literary work 
that has appeared in our time, the book itself is hardly more 
than a name to many. I have, therefore, quoted freely from 
the text, so that ihose who are unable to make ttieir voyage d 
lthaque, otherwise to the sign of Shakespeare & Co., at Paris, 
and acquire the original, may, despite the censorial ban, be- 
come acquainted with Mr Joyce’s epic work. The author of 
such a commentary needs to steer a prudent course between 
the Scylla of over-citation and the Charybdis of exposition in, 
vacuo, as Stephen Dedalus in the ‘dialectic’ episode of Ulysses 
between the Aristotelian rock and the whirlpool of Platonism. 
Bbt, even if he may .seem to have discovered the fairway of 
compromise, it cannot be too strongly urged that this study 
necessarily presents 3 bowdlerized and imperfect image of 
the original and that the serious reader should (if he has not 
already done so) buy, borrow or purloin a copy of the com- 
plete book. 

There are signs of a reaction ^against the plethora of criti- 
cism which of recent years ha» tended to smother original 
creative work. Like the good wine which needs no bush, it 
may be said that artistic excellence should not be over- 
shadowed i>y an ivy-growth of parasitic literature; the works 
of Blake are a case in point. But jhe position of Ulysses is such 
that its commentator can claim a special dispensation. 
Ulysses , it cannot be gainsaid^/atY icole\ hardly any of the 
younger«generation of writers but has been influenced by Mr 
Joyce’s work. And, if the structure and true import of 
Ulysses be misapprehended, its influence is apt to be mislead- 
ing, not*to say pernicious. For it stems at first sight a mere 
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PREFACE 

fantasia of the subconscious, the manifesto of those forces of 
disorder which riot in the background of the mind, a demon- 
stration that indiscipline and anarchy can subserve creative 
achievement. One of the objects of this study is to assert the 
falsity of such a view. (This is all the more necessary since the 
author himself never supplies prefaces or critical notes to his 
work, never gives lectures or interviews, never employs any of 
the devices by which cei tain modern writers are enabled to 
‘explain themselves’ to the^public.) In the seven years which 
Mr Joyce devoted ,to the construction of this monument of 
literature, well-planned and strongly built, he never once be- 
trayed the authority of intellect to the hydra-headed rabble 
of the meatal underworld. Ulysses is, in fact, a work essenti- 
ally classical in spirit, composed and executed according to 
rules of design and discipline of almost scientific precision. 
Moreover, in the case of a book which is destined to take a 
permanent* place in the world’s literature* (especially in the 
case of a work so rich in ‘local colour’, so allusive and so 
intricate as Ulysses) a commentary at somo time becomes 
necessary; it is in recognition of that necessity thfat, for 
better or for worse, the commentary which follows has been 
compiled. 

The ‘key’ to Ulysses, as'M. Valery Larbaud has remarked, 
is plain to sec on its title-page: the name ‘Ulysses’. It is 
in the story of the Odyssey that we may find a clue to the 
obscurities in this modern epic of a Dublin day. And the 
justification for this approximation of the ancient to the 
modem is founded on mysticism, ‘upon incertitude, upon 
unlikelihood’, like .the Cliuich, like all the theories t$at, 
hot for certainties, sapient man has concocted to solve 
the scheme of things. In # writing this study -I have not 
hesitated to emphasize the importance of the Homeric 
analogies and « to explore certain remote hinterlands of 
esoteric thought. 

The analogy-hunter, like the cryptogrammatis* dissecting,, 
a Shakespearian text, is liable to cut a somewhat ridiculous 
figure, ’if he let his hobby run away with him. But it is a far 
cry from Ithaca to Dublin, from the wisdom of the East to the 
practical reason of the West, and, if some of my analogies 
seem far-fetched, they are, I make bold to say, none the less 
apposite for that. Moreover, a reader of Ulysses needs to bear 
in mind that, though it is* in no sense a parody of the Odyssey, 
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its author is an Irishman and alive to the humorous possibili- 
ties gf an esoteric allusion or Homeric recall (often, indeed, 
even great Homer laughs — as Samuel Butler, amongst others, 
has detected). If, for instance, in the Cyclops episode, I find in 
Mr Bloom’s ‘knockmedown cigar’ a timid replica of the fire- 
tipped stake used by Ulysses to vanquish Polyphemus, this 
analogy, obviously deliberate, is also deliberately comic. It 
is the same with certain df the esoteric allusions; for all the 
vital importance of these to the scheme of his work, the author 
is conscious of their grotesque side (yet po more grotesque, 
perhaps, than many natural phenomena *or, theologically 
speaking, manifestations of Divipe Providence) and never 
commits himself to an affirmation of mystical dogma. De- 
spite his sometimes priestly gestures, he never pontifies. Cer- 
tain critics have compared James Joyce to Swift, Blake or 
Rabelais; I prefer to take a longer view and ascribe him to 
the lineage of that shrewd philosopher and wittiest Greek, 
Aristophanes. 

finally, as I shall have frequent occasion to point out in the 
course*of this commentary, Mr Joyce practises a deliberate 
deflation of sentiment and dogmatism; the clean-cut beauty to 
vjiich he aspires is hot to be uttered in the outworn currency . 
of the marketplace; it is a static perfection, antisentimental, 
untarnished, the beauty of* order. Wit and irony are the 
surest antidotes against the didactic, the pornographic and 
the bombastic — chronic affections of our ‘kinetic’ artists. 
‘Michael Robartes’, Joyce has written in his Portrait of the 
Artist as a Toung Man, ‘remembers forgotten beauty and, when 
his £.rms wrap her round, he presses in his arms the loveliness 
which has long faded from the world. Not this. Not at all. I 
desire to press in my arms the loveliness which has not yet 
come into the world.’ 

I must,* first of all, acknowledge my indebtedness to ‘Mr 
James Joyce himself, to whose assistance and encouragement 
..this work owes whatever of merit it may possess 1 ; also to M. 
Victor Bdrard, whose Les Phinieiens It VOdyssie proved in- 
valuable for the interpretation of the Homeric correspond- 
ences; to the editors of the Ffirtnightly Review, Transition, the 
Revue de Genive and Echanges, for permission to reprint my 
studies of ’certain of the episodes^ which appeared in their 
pages; and to Mr L. M. Irby, for his assistance in the cor- 
rection of the proofs and for the index. In quoting from the 
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Odyssey I have used Messrs Butcher, and Lang's translation 
[Messrs Macmillan & Go., Ltd.], which, despite Samuel 
Butler's gibe at its Wardour Street English, seems better 
to convey the spirit of the original (whiclj, even for Greeks 
of the classical period, was written in an exotic dialect) 
than any modern version in ‘plain prose’. 
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CHAPTER I 

THE NARRATIVE* OF j ULYSSES 

T Tlysses is the record of a jingle day, June 16, 1904. 

That day was very much like any other, ungiarked by 
any important event and, even for the Dubliners who figure 
in Ulysses , exempt from personal disaster or achievement. It 
was the climax of a long droughtsand the many public-houses 
of the Irish capital claimed most of the Dubliners^ spare time 
and cash; the former, as usual, abundant, the latter scarce, as 
usual. Jn the morning a citizen was buijed; a little before 
midnight a child was bom. At about the same hour the 
weather broke and there’ was a sudden downpour, accom- 
- panied by a yiolent tdap of thunder. In the intervals of imbib- 
“mg Guinness, Power or ‘J.J. & S.”the Dubliners discoursed 
with animation on their pet topic, Irish politics, mutually be- 
mused themselves by t the singing of amorous or patriotic bal- 
lads, lost money over the Ascot Gold Cup. At about 4 p.m. the 
act of adultery was consummated at the residence of one Leo- 
pold Bloom, an advertisement-canvasser. A perfectly ordin- 
ary day, in fact. . 

Tne structure of the book as a whole is, like all epic narra- 
tives, episodic. There are three main divisions, subdivided 
into chapters or, rather, episodes, each of which, differs from 
the rest pot only in subject-matter but also by the style and 
technique employed. 

The firsts part (three episodes) serves as prelude to the nar- 
rative of Mr Bloom’s day, tHe njain theme, and may be re- 
garded as a ‘bridge-work’ between the author’s earlier work, 
the Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man 1 and Ulysses. The three 

1 This, Mr Joyce’s first full-length novel, is almost entirely autobio- 


graphical. In it many of the aesthetic conception) on which Ulysses is 
based are expounded by the ’young man’, Stephen Dedalus; "a careful 
perusal of the Portrait is indispensable for.the proper understanding of 
Ufysses. 
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JAMES JOYCE’S ULTSSES 

episodes which compose this part are concerned with Stephen 
Dedalus, the hero of the Portrait, and his doings from 8, a.m. 
till noon. Stephen is still the arrogant young man who en- 
tered in his diary (the concluding lines of th$ Portrait ) : ‘I go to 
encounter for the millionth time the reality of experience and 
to forge in the smithy of my soul the uncreated conscience of 
my race. . . . Old father, old artificer, stand me now and 
ever in good stead.’ In the intervdl between this invocation 
of the first artist of the Hellenic world, maker of the labyrinth 
of Gnossos and the honeycomb of gold, and his participation 
in the Odyssey of Mr Bloom, Stephen has passed a year or so 
at Paris, but it is evident that his knowledge of the ‘reality of 
experience’ has been little enlarged, in so far as such know- 
ledge implies a capacity for self-adaptation, or acquiescence 
with one’s surroundings. He is still an intellectual exile, 
proudly al^of from the mediocrity of his cpntemporaries, he 
still displays an ironic disdain for their shoddy enthusiasms, 
combined with a predilection for the ‘abstruosities’ incul- 
cated by his Jesuit upbringing, the scholastic habit of dia- 
lectic and exact definition. ' 

In the first episode we discover him living in a disused 
Martello tower, overlooking Dublin Bay, in die company qf - 
Buck Mulligan, a cynical medical student with a taste for 
blasphemy, and a somewhat ridiculous Oxford man named 
Haines. Next we find him (at io a.m.) .giving a Roman His- 
tory lesson at Mr Deasy’s school, where, as Mr Deasy cor- 
rectly anticipates, he is not 1 destined <to remain very long; 
and, finally, we See him walking on the Dublin strand, hear 
his musings on things seen and unseen and follow the restless 
current of his associative thoughts, symbolized by the up- 
swelling tide. There is, as will be shown later, an intimate 
connexion between the personalities of Stephen and Mr 
Bldbm, the Ulysses of this modern Odyssey; the - spiritual 
relationship of these two, apparently poles apart, is one of the 
leitmotifs of the book; thus tins detailed presentation of. 
Stephen’s mental make-up is an integral part of the psycho- 
logical background of Ulysses. " * 

Mr Bloom’s day begins, like Stephen’s, at 8 a.m., when he 
is preparing his wife’s morning tea at their house, No. 7, 
Eccles Street. H© goes out for a few minutes to buy a kidney 
for breakfast, after having*set the. kettle on the fire. On his 
return he hands his wife ner letters in the bedroom and pre- 
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THE NARRATIVE OF ULTSSES 
sently brings up the tray with the tea-things. Mrs Bloom is 
better»known in Dublin as Madame Marion Tweedy, the 
singer. An over-ripe, indolent beauty of a southern type (she 
is of mixed Spanish, Jewish and Irish extraction), this lady 
is admirably fitted to the taste of Mr Bloom, who also is of 
Jewish descent. Unfortunately, however, for him, Marion 
Bloom is not satisfied by the exclusive attentions of her mature 
husband, ^who tolerantly imputes, her frequent infidelities 
(which, nevertheless, he deplores) to the call of her ‘Spanish 
blood’. Amongst the letters which Mr Bloopi hands her is 
one from a certain ‘Blazes’ Boylan, a young Dublin ‘man 
about town’, who is acting as her impresario in a coming con- 
cert tour and is the most recent of her lovers; in his better he 
tells her that he is coming at four that afternoon to show her 
the programme. Throughout Mr Bloom’s day the thought 
of this interview will weigh on his mind. Each tiqie he en- 
counters Boylan or hears his name mentioned, the com- 
fortable flow of his sijent monologue, is checked; he tries to 
concentmte his attention on the first object that meets his 
eye, but’ can never wholly rid himself of his obsession. 

At 10 o’clock Me, Bloom starts his day’s work. He is 
rfo tn rally sociable and anxious to please, and his mitier of 
advertisement-canvasser requires that he should keep in 
tough with many classes of Dubliners, business-men, editors, 
potential clients of all kinds. For in Dublin, as in most small 
capitals, bonhomie brings business, and the man who is 
known as a good fellow, a ‘mixeY’, and cultivates relations 
with as many of his fellow-citizens as possible, 'has a pull over 
an unsociable rival, even though the latter be more com- 
petent. His first visit, however, has a romantic object. He 
obtains from*a branch post-offica>a letter addressed to him 
under the anthonym of Henry Flower by a trusting typist, 
Martha GfiffordT For Mr Bloom — considering his vnfe's 
‘Spanish’ ways one can hardjy blame him— is himself no 
model of fiddity, though his sips are rather of intention than 
of commission. In a meditative mood, hoping to hear some 
music, he enters All Hallows (St. Andrew’s) Church to wit- 
ness the end of a communion service. Then he orders from a 
chemist a face-lotion for his wife and visits a bathing estab- 
lishment. The next episode describes a funeral* attended by 
Mr Bloom in the* company of Mr Dejlalus senior and others. 
The deceased, Dignam, was a friend and when, after the 

17 B 



JAMES JOYCE’S ULYSSES 

burial, a subscription is opened for the widow, Mr Bloom 
makes what is, his finances considered, a generous donation. 
At noon he visits' a newspaper office to arrange for an adver- 
tisement. Stephen visits the same office, a little after Mr 
Bloom; he has drawn his salary at the school and so can 
invite the editor and his cronies to a neighbouring bar for 
drinks; the invitation, needless to say, proves acceptable. He 
just misses encountering Mr Bloom. It is now luncfy time and 
Mr Bloom feels the pangs of hunger. He looks into a popular 
restaurant but js disgusted by the sight of the ‘animals feed- 
ing’. ‘His gorge rose.’ Finally he takes the edge off his appe- 
tite with a sandwich and* glass of burgundy at Davy Byrne’s 
public-house. 1 The scene now shifts to a public library where 
a quasi-Platonic dialogue is engaged between Stephen 
Dedalus and some literary lights of Dublin. Mr Bloom makes 
a brief appearance (he has to look up an, advertisement in a 
back number of the Kilkenny People) but, again, does not en- 
counter Stephen. The, next episode copsists of eighteen frag- 
mentary scenes of Dublin life, concluding with a coda describ- 
ing the viceregal progress through Dublin. Each fragment is 
thematically linked up with the others q,nd with the book as a 
whole. It is now four o’.clock and Mr Bloom’s hunger wilLjfto 
longer be denied. He has a belated lunch at> the Ormond 
Hotel (where Mr Dedalus pire and others are celebrating, the 
trinity of wine, women and song) in the company of Richie 
Goulding, Stephen’s uncle. At 5 p.m. we find Mr Bloom at 
Barney Kieman’s tavern Where a charitable errand, on be- 
half of the late*Dignam’s widow, has taken him. The xeno- 
phobia of an intoxicated nationalist, known as the Qirizen, 
leads to His precipitate retreat from the patriot’s den. 

Weary and way-worn after incessant peregrination, Mr 
Bloom now decides to ta!ke the air at Sandymount beach. 
Under the la£t rays of the setting sun, he yields tb the seduc- 
tions of a precocious Dublin cfcit, Gerty MacDowell, but does 
not follow up his conquest. Aj: 10 p.m. he visits"the Lying-in 
Hospital to enquire 4 fter a friend, Mrs Purefoy, who is being 
delivered of a child. Stephen is there carousing with" some 
medical students and, at lasts He and Mr Bloom come into 
contact. Stephen is gradually becoming intoxicated and Mr 
Bloom, attracted by th^ young man, decides to take him 

1 Davy Byrne, like one of the liquort he supplies, is still jgoing strong 
at Dublin. 
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THE NARRATIVE OF ULTSSES 
under his wing. When the band of revellers sally forth and 
Stephen makes for the Dublin ‘nighttown’ Mr Bloom follows 
to afford paternal protection. The next scene, situated in the 
brothel quarter ofJDublin, is one of the most remarkable in 
Ulysses. Stephen, under the influence of drink, and Mr 
Bloom, exhausted by his daylong Odyssey, are sensitive to the 
hallucinating ambiance and see their most secret desires, their 
fears, thqr memories, take form and live and move before 
their eyes. This scene (corresponding to the ‘Circe’ episode 
of the Odyssey) is usually described as the Walpurgis-night or 
Pandemonium of Ulysses. • 

The last three episodes describe «Mr Bloom’s return; he is 
accompanied by Stephen, who has decided that he Will not go 
back to the Martello tower which he shares with Mulligan. 
On their way to Eccles Street they halt to take a cup of coffee 
at a cabman’s shelter, where they encounter a majine Mun- 
chausen who regales the company with tall yarns of adven- 
ture in far lands, and other exotic nightfarers. Later, in Mr 
Bloom’s ‘kitchen,* over a cup of cocoa, the^ compare experi- 
ences and, in the catechistic form of question and reply, the 
personality, antecedents and past life of Mr Bloom are 
scientifically dissected. Last of all, when Mr Bloom is asleep 
beside his wife, we have the long, unpunctuated silent mono- 
logue of the latter, the refined quintessence of unrefined 
feminity. Of this episode Mr Arnold Bennett has written: ‘I 
have never read anything to surpass it, and I doubt if I have 
ever read anything to equal it.’ Ulysses ends, like the marriage 
service, with ‘amazement’. * 

At«e first reading of Ulysses the average feader is impressed 
most of all by the striking psychological realism of the nar- 
rative. He is* apt to attribute this impression to an (appar- 
ently) complete lack of reticence in the self-revelation of the 
personages 'and to the presence in the text of Words which, *if 
used at all in other novels, arg usually travestied, like Rud- 
yard Kipling’s term of endearment, in a decent disguise, or 
asterisked out of recognition as in*Mr Aldington’s Death of a 
Hero ? But the ‘realism’ of Ulysses goes far deeper than the 
mere exercise of verbal frankness; apart from the author’s 
extreme, almost scientific, precision in his handling of words, 
there are tWo factors which place tyfr Joyce’s work in a class 
apart from all its predecessors, even, the most meticulously 
realistic: firstly, the creator’s standpoint to his theme, the un- 
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usual angle from which he views his creatures, and, secondly, 
his use of the ‘silent monologue’ as the exponent not only of 
their inner and hardly conscious psychological reactions but 
also of the narrative itself. * 

In most novels the reader’s interest is aroused and his atten- 
tion held by the presentation of dramatic situations, of prob- 
lems deriving from conduct or character and the reactions 
of the fictitious personages among themselves. Tfip person- 
ages of Ulysses are not fictitious and its true significance does 
not lie in problems of conduct or character. After reading 
Ulysses we do not ask ourselves: ‘Should Stephen Dedalus 
have done this? Ought Mr Bloom to have said that? Should 
Mrs Bloflm have refrained?’ All these people are as they 
must be; they act, we see, according to some lex etema, an 
ineluctable condition of their very existence. Not that they 
are mere puppets of Necessity or victims, like Tess, of an 
ironic Olympian. The law of their being is within them, it 
is a personal heritage^ inalienable aqd autonomous. The 
‘meaning’ of Ulyfses, for it has a meaning ahd is not a mere 
photographic ‘slice of life’ — far from it — is not to be sought in 
any analysis of the acts of the protagonist or the mental make- 
up of the characters; it is, rather, implicit in the technique»oIL 
the various episodes, in nuances of language, in»the thousand 
and one correspondences and allusions with which the boojc is 
studded. Thus Ulysses is neither pessimist nor optiitiist in out- 
look, neither moral nor immoral in the ordinary sense of 
these words; its affinity is, rather, with an Einstein formula, a 
Greek temple, hn art that lives the more intensely for its 
repose. Ulysses achieves a coherent and integral interpreta- 
tion of life, a static beauty according to the definition of 
Aquinas: ad pulchritudinem tiria requiruntur integritas, consonantia, 
claritas. 1 * 

®It is curiouS how few authors in any tongue have written 
with real detachment and a sjpgle eye to the ideal proposed 
by Aquinas. The novelist can .rarely conceal hi# emotive re- 
actions (often, of coufse, he does not wish to do so), or his in- 
difference is merely feigned. If, for instance, he has choSento 

write on that ever popular theme, the life of a prostitute, he 

• 

1 Vide A Portrait qf the Artist as a Toung Man , page 248; Stephen, wfywe 
aesthetic views were formed ituthe school of Thomag Aquinas, translates 
these words: * three things are needed for beauty, wholeness, harmony 
and radiance 1 . 
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THE NARRATIVE OF ULTSSES 
cannot see her with the clarity and integrity of, for instance, 
an intelligent business woman, that is to say as the incor- 
rigible sloven she is, a moron, charming maybe but parasitic 
as the most feckless of mid- Victorian spinsters, or tout simple- 
ment (as I heard a sensible Frenchwoman describe her) une 
borne manquie , a tweeny who has missed her vocation. No, 
he makes of her a Maya, a high-priestess of illusion , 1 a Dame 
aux Cameras, a Thais. The unsentimental writer is, in fact, 
extremely rare. In the fiction and plays of John Galsworthy, 
under his studied impartiality, a profound pjty and sensitive 
reaction to the sufferings of others is scarcely concealed. 
Under a more classical form and vestments of more erudite 
tissue Anatole France shyly enveloped a spiritual affinity 
with Tolstoi. The realist and Freudian schools, too, have 
their axe to grind; they expound the ugly or abnormal in 
a spate of fluent catharsis; many, of course, are ijiere mer- 
chants of pornography or young people whose joy it is to 
‘make the bourgeois jump’. Even tjie satirists rarely seem 
sincere; Juvenal’S factitive indignation ring? a little false; odi, 
such ‘realists’ may loudly proclaim, but with a still, small 
snigger: et amo : delight excruciating. 

r ' The attitude of the author of Ulysses to his personages and 
their activities is one of serene detachment; all is grist to his 
mil], which, like God’s, grinds slowly and exceeding small. 
When (abfuptly to change the metaphor) some divine affla- 
tus begins to swell the creative cjst, till it is distended like the 
wallet of winds which*Aeolus gdve to Odysseus, he neatly 
punctures it with a word, the ‘lancet of his art ’. 2 Many in- 
stancies of this deliberate deflation of sentinfent will be noticed 

1 1 must make an exception for Mr ^rnold Bennett’s Pretty Lady. M. 
Andrt Maurois in an interesting note on Air Bennett ( Nouvelles LitUraires , 
Octobre 19, 1929) mentions as onk of his traits essentiels t Thorreur deia 
sexualite serifimentale et, plus gtntralcment, du sentimentalisme. “Je 
prends toujours,” ecrit-il, “un plaisi^malicieux etfroid k exposer tous les 
faits qui &’ opponent aux mensonges sentimentaux gentralemerit accepts.” 

• . . Je me souviens de l’avoir, un soil 1 , eiqmentsroir Maya-, il grogna pcn- 
danWgois heuies; cette prostitute romantique blessait son gotit des 
rtalitts: “Too damned sentimental ,” grondait-il.’ But is not even Mr 
Bennett’s anti-sentimentalism a parti pris ? One pictures him rather as 
one of those gruff uncles of fiction who conceal beneath a rough ex- 
teripr a heart.of gold. There is surely no more deeply-moving novel in 
the whole of English, literature than his Old Wives' Tale. 

1 Ufysses, page 7. (I follow here and elsewhere the pagination of 
the latest editions of Ulysses.) 
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in the course of this study, notably in. the chapter dealing with 
the doctrine of metempsychosis and a citation of the climax of 
the Circe episode. Mr Joyce maintains this method in his 
latest work, provisionally entitled Work .in Progress , which, 
despite the difficulties, linguistic and others, of the text, none 
of the admirers of Mr Joyce’s previous work should neglect on 
the ground of its supposed incomprehensibility. 1 An illus- 
tration is the conclusion, of the table of the Moofose and the 
Gripes, where Nuvoletta, a little raincloud above the Vatican, 
after watching, the metamorphosis of the antagonists and 
hearing their ‘viterberation’, ‘leaning over the bannistars and 
listening all she childishly could’, clad in a ‘lightdress, spunn 
of sisteeA shimmers’, splashes down through moonlight into 
the Tiber, or the Anna Liffey, any little nightcloud into any 
river. 

‘Then Nuvoletta reflected for the last time in her little long 
life and she made up all her myriads of drifting minds in one. 
She cancelled ah her dngauzements. She olimbed eve* the 
bannistars: she gave a childy cloudy cry: Nude! Nude! ' A light- 
dress fluttered. She was gone. And into the river that had 
been a stream (for a thousand of tears Had gone eon her and 
come on her and she was stout and struck on dancing and Her 
muddied name was Missisliffi) there fell a tear, a singult tear, 
the loveliest of all tears (I mean for thpse who are»“keen” on 
the pretty-pretty commonface sort of thing you meet by hope- 
harrods) for it was a leaptear. But the river tripped on her by 
and by, lapping as though her heart was brook: Why, why, 
why! Weh, 0 weh! »Pse so silly to be flowing but I no canna ftayP 

All facts of any kind, mental or material, sublime or ludi- 
crous, have an equivalent^ of value for the artist. But this 
does not imply that they are meaningless to him qr that he is 
a mere reporter, a literal transcriber of experience. ‘The per- 
sonality of the artist,’ as Stephfen Dedalus observes, speaking 
of the epic form of literature, ‘passes into the narration itself, 

1 Mr Joyce’s latest work is, as its provisional title implies, not yet com- 
pleted. More than half, however^ has appeared in the review Transition 
(Paris, 40 Rue Fabert). Two fragments, Anna Lima Plurabell and 
Haaeth Childers "Everywhere, have been published by Messrs Faber, & 
Faber in the Criterion Miscellany. Three fragments, Tales Told of 
Shorn and Sham (from which the above extract is taken), have also been 
published by the Black Stm Press (Paris, Rue Cardinale). 
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flowing round and roui}d the persons and the action like a 
vital sea.’ He is a composer, who takes the facts which experi- 
ence offers and harmonizes them in such a way that, without 
losing their vitality and integrity, they yet fit together and 
form an accordant whole. In this detachment, as absolute 
as the indifference of Nature herself towards her children, 
we may see one of the causes of the apparent ‘realism* of 
Ulysses. _ • 

Another of Mr Joyce’s innovations is the extended use of 
the unspoken soliloquy or silent monologue, an exact tran- 
scription of the stream of consciousness of the individual, 
which certainly has the air of arw* untouched photographic 
record and has, indeed, been compared to the film of a 
moving-picture. But, as I show in the next chapter of this 
introduction, the superficial disorder of Mr Bloom’s and Ste- 
phen’s meditation^, the frequent Veiling up of subconscious 
memories and the linking together of ideas by astonance or 
verbal analogy, all these in reality form part of an elaborate 
scheme,# and the movement, chaoti<* though it seem as life 
itself, is* no more disorderly than the composed confusion of 
the fair in the ballet Petrushka, or the orchestral score of 
Stravinsky’s Sacre duPrintemps. The §oliloquy is, of course, no 
new thing; it is part of the Shakespearian technique and, as 
will become apparent in the course of this commentary, the 
influence ©f Shakespeare and especially of the tragical history 
of Hamlet, noblest soliloquist of them all, is manifest through- 
out r^ysses. Like Hamlet, of whom Mallarme wrote, II se 
promine, lisant au litre de lui-meme, Mr Bloom'and Stephen go 
theit ways, each ‘reading the book of himself The technique 
of the monologue interieur (as M. Valery Larbaud has aptly 
named this -unuttered, undram^tized soliloquy) was, as a 
matter of fact, first exploited in cAir time by a French writer, 
M. Edouard Dujardin, whose admirable tale Les Lauriers Ant 
Coupis was originally published in 1887 and re-issued thirty- 
§pven year* later and two years after the publication of 
Ulysses, with a preface by M. Valery Larbaud. In this pre- 
facer the distinguished French critic and novelist has some 
interesting remarks to make about the silent monologue as 
employed by M. Dujardin and Mr Joyce. 

• • • * 

‘From March, 1918, to August, 1920, the Little Review 
(New York), a pioneer literary periodical, published the 
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greater part of Ulysses, the fifth work,of the Irish writer James 
Joyce, and the influence of this work rapidly made itself felt 
among the younger authors writing in the English tongue. 
Even before James Joyce’s work was complete and published 
in book form (by Shakespeare & Co., Paris), they began to 
imitate or, rather, to utilize certain of the technical devices of 
Ulysses. One of these especially attracted attention by its 
novelty and daring, and the scope it afforded for the rapid 
and vigorous presentation of the flow of those secret and 
autonomous thoughts which seem to shape themselves be- 
yond the« pale of consciousness and to precede in order of 
time coherent speech. TJiis device came to be known in 
France as the monologue interieur. It is easy to see that this 
literary device, which enabled a writer to explore the secret 
places of the Ego and to capture thoughts at the very moment 
of their conception, was destined to fascinate those writers 
who held^that the business of art is to Follow nature; and 
such, in fact, was the effect produced by Ulysses on the 
younger generation of Writers, whether English-speaking by 
birth or foreigners acquainted with the English toifgue. 

In 1920 1 read that portion of Ulysses which had appeared 
in the Little Review and soon a f ter I had the privilege^ qf_ 
several long conversations about Ulysses with . James Joyce 
himself at the time when he was completing the last episodes. 
One day he mentioned to me that the monologue inUrieur had 
already been employed, as a continuous form of narration, in 
a tale by Edouard Dujardirr, Les Lauriers sont Coupis, published 
over thirty yeafs before Ulysses , at the time when the sym- 
bolist movement was at its height. I knew only the titfogf the 
book and it was equally unknown to most literary men of my 
generation; another book, of M. Dujardin, L Initiation au 
Pechi et a V Amour, was mote widely read, and esteemed his 
principal conteribution to French imaginative literature. “In 
Les Lauriers sont Coupes,” Joyce told me, * ‘the reader finds him- 
self, from the very first line, posted within the «nind of tlje 
protagonist, and it is die continuous unfolding of his thoughts 
which, replacing normal objective narration, depicts toms' his 
acts and experiences. I advise you to read Les Lauriers sont 
Coupis ’ 

. • • « 

I, too, advise the readers of this commentary to follow the 
suggestion made by Mr Joyce to M. Larbaud, and this they 
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can the more easily do since, as a result of that conversation, 
the publishers brought out the tale in an easily accessible 
form. Meanwhile, by way of illustration,. I append an ex- 
tract from the silent monologue of Les Lauriers sont Coupes. 
The hero is dining at a restaurant; his attention is divided 
between the menu and an attractive woman at another table 
who is with a man, her husband probably, an avoui or 
notaire. This passage may* be compared with Mr Bloom’s 
silent mdhologue in Davy Byrne’s’ (the episode of the Lestry- 
gonians ) or at his musical lunch 1 in the Ormond (the Sirens). 

*Au poulet; c’est une aile; pas {rop dure aujourd’hui; du 
pain; ce poulet est mangeable; on peut diner ici; la yrochaine 
ibis qu’avec L 6 a je dinerai chez elle, je commanderai le diner 
rue Favart; c’est moins cher que dans les bons restaurants, et 
c’est meilleur. Ici, seulement, le*vin n’est pas remarquablc; 
il faut aller dans les grands restaurants pour avoir du vin. 
Le vin, le jeu, — le vin, le jeu, les belles, — voila, voila . . . 
Qu<;l rapport y a-t-iF entre le vin etle jcu^entre le jeu et les 
belles? je veux bien que des gens aient besoin de se monter 
pourfaire l’amour; mais le jeu? Ge poulet etait remarquable, 
le cresson admirablt. Ah! la tranquillite du diner presque 
acheve. Majp le jeu . . . le vin, le jeu, — le vin, le jeu, les 
belles . . . Les belles cheres & Scribe. Ce n’est pas du Chalet, 
mdis de Robert-le-Di^ble. Allons, c’est de Scribe encore. Et 
toujours la meme triple passion . . . Vive le vin, l’amour et 
le tabac ... II y a eqjcore le tafeac; 5a j’admets . . . Voila, 
voila le refrain du bivouac . . . Faut-il prononcer taba-c et 
bivojua-c, ou taba et bivoua? Mendes, boulevard des Capu- 
cines* disait dom-p-ter; il faut dire dom-ter. L’amour et le 
taba-c . . . Le refrain du bivoua-c. . . L’avou6 et sa femme 
s’en vont. C’est insense, ridicule, ‘grotesque! les laisser partir! 
. . . — Garmon!’ 

Various eriticisms have befcn directed against Mr Joyce’s 
use of the silent monologue In Iflysse*. It was, I think, Mr 
Wyndham Lewis who suggested that, as thoughts are not al- 
ways verbal and we can think without words, the technique 
of the silent monologue is misleading. Against this, however, 
there is the equally tenable hypothesis that ‘jvithout language 

1 An extract from this monologue is given in the following chapter. 
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there can be no thought’, 1 and the ineluctable fact that, even 
if we do not think, we certainly must write in words. • 

Again, there i& Professor Curtius’ objection (which, how- 
ever, principally concerns the Sirens episode, q.v.) that the 
‘word fragments’ of which the silent monologue is largely 
composed are in themselves meaningless and only become 
intelligible when related to their objective context. This 
point will be further discussed iif a subsequent chapter (on 
Rhythm)', meanwhile it may suffice to point out that all the 
disjecta membra are, ultimately fitted together in the reader’s 
mind an<J that ft is exactly ih this fragmentary manner that 
Nature herself reveals hey secrets to the synthetic eye of a 
Darwin ©r a Newton. 

Finally, a distinguished French critic (M. Auguste Bailly, 
writing in the periodical Candide) observes: 

‘Joyce has perceived — a fact that is psychologically correct 
but no mfvelty — that our mental life is composed of a con- 
tinuous monologue within, which, thqugh it generally ad- 
justs itself to the Object of our activity or imfhediate preoccu- 
pation, is apt to desert this and wander far afield, to'yield to 
other influences, to distractions, internal or external, and 
sometimes to be influenced by almost mechatoical associa- 
tions. In fact, we may listen to this inner voice yet be quite 
unable to control it. . . . It works by association in muchjthe 
same way as the children’s game of word-chains! Mouche d 
miel ; miel de Nar bonne; bonne a tout faire ; fer a cheval; valet de 
pique. ... It follows that, if the writer wishes to give a com- 
plete and accurate study of the mind of one of bis characters, 
he must no longer *cmploy the classical method of analysing 
and segregating thoughts, or seek to emphasize the nuances 
by deliberately ignoring tlje chaotic turmoil in which they 
are involved; his object is,' rather, to give expression to this 
ttihnoil, its fomentation, its stormy nebula of gestation, with 
all its extensions, contractions, and vortices, and even, so to 
say, its shdrtcomings. . . . Bu,t a form of art, if it is to be 
more than a mere technical experiment, should be judged on 
its merits, its veracity. As to its merits, let us waive discus- 

1 Sayce, Introduction to the Science of Language. Many philosophers, in- 
cluding Locke, JHegel and Schopenhauer, endorse this yiew. Cf. the 
Platonic view (stated in the Sophist). ‘Is not thought the same as speech 
with this exception: thought is the unuttered conversation of the soul 
with herself?’ 
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sion; de gustibus . . . But veracity is another matter, and my 
opinion is that, though the analytic method may give a 
partly false or artificial presentation of the stream of con- 
sciousness, the silept monologue is just as artificial and just as 
false. The necessity of recording the flow of consciousness by 
means of words and phrases compels the writer to depict it as 
a continuous horizontal line, like a line of melody. But even 
a casual examination of out inner consciousness shows us that 
this presentation is essentially false, We do not think on one 
plane, but on many planes at once. It i& wrong to suppose 
that we follow only one train of thought at a time;. there are 
several trains of thought, one aboVe another. We are gener- 
ally more aware, more completely conscious, of .thoughts 
which take form on the higher plane; but we are also aware, 
more or less obscurely, of a stream of thoughts on the lower 
levels. We attend gr own to one series of reflexions or images; 
but we are all the time aware of other series Much are 
unrolling themselves on obscurer planes of consciousness. 
Sometimes there are interferences,* irruptions, unforeseen 
contacts between these series. A stream of thought from a 
lower level suddenly usurps the bed of the stream which 
flawed on the highest plane of consciousness. By an effort of 
will-power we may be able to divert it; it subsides but does not 
cease to exist. At every instarft of conscious life we are aware 
of such simultaneity and multiplicity of thought-streams. 

The life of the mind is a symphony. It is a mistake or, at 
best, an arbitrary method, to dissect the chords and set out 
their components on a single line, on one pldhe only. Such a 
method gives an entirely false idea of the complexity of our 
mental make-up, for it is the way the light falls upon each 
element, with a greater or a lesg clarity, that indicates the 
relative importance for ourselves* our lives and acts, of each 
of the several thought-streams. But in the silent monologue, 
as transposed into words by Joyce, each element seems of 
equal importance, the subsidiary and the essential themes are 
treated as equivalent and an equal illumination falls upon 
those? parts which were, in reality, brightly lit up, and those 
which remained in the dark background of thought. I prefer 
the analytic method, which doubtless eliminates something of 
reality, but eliminates only the superfluous and neglects only 
the negligible.’ 

Regarding this searching criticism*of the Joycean method, 
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two brief comments suggest themselves. First, that the silent 
monologues of Stephen and Mr Bloom, though the^ may 
seem to involve a confusion of values, are (as I hope to show 
in the course of this study) in fact laid put according to a 
logical plan; they are no more incoherent or ill-balanced 
than the fragments of a picture-puzzle which, fitted together, 
compose a life-like portrait, and no more irrelevant as to 
detail than the universe itself. Secondly, that probably, from 
the point of view of the author of Ulysses , it hardly matters 
whether the technique in question is ‘veracious 5 or not; it has 
served him as a bridge over which to march his eighteen 
episodes, and, once he ha& got his troops across, the opposing 
forces can, for all he cares, blow the bridge sky-high. 

All the action of Ulysses takes place in or about the city of 
Dublin — the unity of place is as thoroughgoing as that of 
time — and there are many^topical allusiops to characteristic 
sights of Dhblin streets, to facts and personalities of the Dublin 
milieu of a quarter of a century ago, that are incomprehen- 
sible for most English and American readers and mayt be- 
come so, in course of time, even .to Dubliners. But Without 
such ‘personal touches 5 , these nuafcces # of evanescent local 
colour , 1 the realism of jthe silent monologues" would ha^e 
been impaired; their presence in Ulysses was indispensable. 
It was, rather, a happy acciderit — if such concatenations <;an 
be called ‘accidents 5 — that the creator of Ulysses passed his 
youth in such a town as Dublin, a modern city-state, of al- 
most the Hellenic pattern , 2 "neither so small as to be merely 
parochial in outlook, nor so large as to lack coherency, and 
foster that feeling of inhuman isolation which cools the; civic 

1 Such as the allusions to ‘Elvery’s elephant house;’, the ‘waxies’ 
Dargle’, the ‘Old Woman of Erince’s Street* and, generally, to the 
‘Dublin Castle* regime. 

*The key to W%rk in Progress , as Mr Cyril Connolly has observed in an 
interesting essay (Life and Letters , April, 1929), ‘is in the author’s pietas lor 
his native city. . . . His life resembles that of the old Greek poets, the 
youth spent in city politicg and local*revels, then banishment to foreign 
places, the publication of a masferpiece after ten years, as Dedalus pro- 
mised, with his weapons “silence, exile and cunning”. Now his whole 
art is applied to celebrating his native town, though his feeling for Dub- 
lin, its squares and stews and beery streets, is as different from the pro- 
vincial quality ofi Irish patriotism as it is like to the pagan .sentiment ,of 
birthplace, to the tag “dulces n*oriens reminiscitur Argos”, of Virgil and 
Theocritus, the feelings of .Sophocles for Colonus and Odysseus for 
Ithaca.’ 
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zeal of Londoner or New-Yorker. The only resource of such 
metropolitans is the making of coteries, wherein birds of a 
feather are securely cooped, and thus to create a number of 
little states within the state. This is consoling for the indi- 
vidual, rotary within his narrow orbit, but he loses something 
by not being obliged to rub shoulders with all sorts of fellow- 
citizens. Unless he make a hobby of politics he may com- 
pletely neglect the civic life ?>f his polity and, like a good many 
Londoners, ignore even the name of his Lord Mayor. In the 
Dublin of 1904 such ignorance was virtually impossible. 1 
Man is naturally a political animal (the tact cannot be 
blinked however much one maf sympathize with Mrs 
Bloom’s cri de cceur, ‘I hate the mention of politias!’) and 
thus the Dubliner had a better right to the device Homo 
sum . . . than the apolitical Londoner. Civic and national 
politics played a prominent part in Dublin life and hovered 
in the background of nearly every conversation.* Thus, in 
A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man, Stephen’s first Christmas 
dinner ends in disaster between the clashing rocks of politics 
and religion. His mother appeals: ‘For pity’s sake let us have 
no political discussion on this day of all days of the year.* 
But, after a mention of Parnell and the treachery of the 
priests, thero is no holding the excited Dubliners. The 
hostess’ appeals are unheeded. 

‘Uncle Charles and \lr Dedalus pulled Mr Casey back into 
his chair again, calking to him ffom both sides reasonably. 
He stared before him out of his dark flaming*eyes, repeating: 

“Away with God, I say!” , 

Dante shoved her chair violently aside and left the table, 
upsetting her napkinring which rolled slowly along the carpet 
and came to rest against the Toot of an easychair. Mr 
Dedalus rose quickly and followed her towards the door, ^.t 
the door Dante turned round violently and shouted down the 
room, her cjieeks flushed and? quivering with rage: 

** “Devil out of hell! We won! We crushed him to death! 
FiendJ” 

The door slammed behind her. 

Mr Casey, freeing his arms from his holders, suddenly 
bowed his head on his hand with a sob of pain. 

• 

1 ‘Dublin is such a small city, everyone knows everyone else’s business/ 
(. Dubliners , The Boarding House.) 
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“Poor Parnell!” he cried loudly.. “My dead king!” 

He sobbed loudly and bitterly. ' 

Stephen, raising his terrorstricken face, saw that his 
father’s eyes were full of tears.’ 

There is, in Ulysses , a background of political preoccupa- 
tions, which is frequently visible behind the texture of the 
narrative or soliloquies. The betVayal of Parnell jjp, in fact, 
one of the themes of the .work and there are many allusions 
to such national loaders as O’Connell, Emmet, Wolfe Tone. 
But the author of Ulysses, in this as in other matters, shows no 
bias; he introduces political themes because they are inherent 
in the Ehiblin scene, and also because they illustrate one of 
the motifs of Ulysses, the betrayal or defeat of the man of 
mettle by the treachery of the hydra-headed rabble. As far as 
his own outlook on these matters can be appraised, it is that 
of weariness and disgust. ‘Ireland is the old sow that eats her 
farrow.’ ‘No honourable and sincere pian has given up to 
you his life and his youlh and his affections* from the days of 
Tone to those of Parnell but you^sold him to the ehemy or 
failed him in need or reviled him and \eft him for another.* 

It would, however, be; unsafe to draw from the' embittered 
aphorisms of young Stephen Dedalus any absolute inference 
regarding his creator’s subsequent attitude to politics. The 
title of the work whence these quotations are madte is A Por- 
trait of the Artist as a Young Maw, in Ulysses, young Dedalus is 
but a year older and has ribt yet outgrown his rancour and 
disillusionment* In 1904 he is only twenty-two years of age; 
Ulysses was written*in Trieste-Zurich-Paris between the; years 
1914 and 1921, when its author was remote both in time and 
place from the experiences pf his adolescence and could exer- 
cise the detachment which remoteness gives. This ironical 
indifference i£ well illustrated by the Cyclops episode {q.v.) 
where, by a technique of exaggeration, chauvinism of all 
kinds is dis'tended to bursting-point and beyond, *till, explod- 
ing, it betrays the void within. Moreover, by way of counter- 
poise to the fanaticism of most of the Dubliners and the 
bitterness of young Stephen, Vho cannot forgive his church or 
country for his loss of faith in them, we have the plhcid com- 
mentary of sensible Mr Bloom, whose considered opinion 
seems to be that one government is, in general, as good or bad 
as another. 
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So much has been written and said about the ‘obscenity’ of 
UlyssA since that day seven years ago when a favourite 
racing journal made England blush with rits denunciatory 
placard 1 , 

THE SCANDAL OF ULYSSES 
that it is, perhaps, desirable briefly to comment on the 
author’s attitude to such* matters, in which the Anglo- 
Americarf’public, both readers and critics, seem to take an 
interest disproportionate, as it appears t<j me, to their real 
importance. This obsession has, in the case <5f Ulysyes, led to 
singularly unfortunate results, for tlje significance of the work 
as an exact portrayal of life, realistic in form but witb.the facts 
situated and disposed according to a subtle rhythm which 
gives them an esoteric and symbolic universality, has been 
obscured for many readers by the!*occasional passages where 
the narrative or the language is conventionally ineffable. 

Ulysses is the story of a day in the life of a Dubliner undis- 
tinguished by any particular virtue <3r vico, a kind-hearted, 
moderately educated, mildly sensual, not even really vulgar, 
small business-man, who in the course of this day comes 
across a certain nufnber of foul-mouthed persons, whose 
tongues have, been loosened by drink, generally in public- 
houses whither his business or a need for refreshment has 
taken him» Towards rpidnight he finds himself in a brothel, 
where he has gone to protect the young man for whom he 
feels a paternal solicittvde. Thera both he and Stephen, the 
former rendered suggestible by fatigue, the latter by intoxica- 
tion, tdeld themselves to the ambiance and, like the Homeric 
wanderers, temporarily partake of the bestial atmosphere of 
Circe’s den. In this episode there are passages, appropriate to 
the cadre and to the partial collapse of inhibitions, in which 
the animal nature of man is laid bare in a manner never 
before attempted in literature. Still there is nothing ‘inde- 
cgnt’ in it, ifcthe framers of theTrish Censorship Bill correctly 
construed indecency as ‘anything calculated to excite sexual 
passion’. These passages are, in fact, cathartic and calcu- 

1 This tact has been curiously enshrined in a sentence of Mr Joyce’s 
Work in Progress (vide Transition , No. 7). ‘Let manner and matter of this 
for.these our sporting times be cloaked up in the lapgflage of blushfed 
porpurates that an Anglican ordinal, not aeading his own dunsky'tunga, 
may ever behold the brand of scarlet on the brow of her of Babylon and 
feel not the ‘pink one in his own damned cheek.’ 
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lated to allay rather than to excite the sexual instincts. In the 
last episode of all we hear, through the mouth of Mrs Bloom, 
the voice of Gea-Tellus, the Great Mother speaking — the 
goddess whom the Romans invoked by sinking their arms 
downward to the Earth. Her function is what Hermes Tris- 
megistus styled ‘the duty of procreation, which God of Uni- 
versal Nature has imposed for ever on all beings, and to 
which He has attributed the supremest charity, joy, delight, 
longing and divinest love?, 1 and to her nothing is common or 
unclean. As for Hamlet ‘there is nothing either good or bad 
but thinking makes it so’, so Mrs Bloom makes short work of 
such cerebral distinctions. She is a creator of life, not of 
codes; she fashions the players of the game but does not im- 
pose on them the rules of their evolution, nor respect cate- 
gorical imperatives, etiological speculations. ‘I fear those big 
words,’ Stephen says, ‘which make us,so unhappy.’ Mrs 
Bloom, tdo, loathes such big words, ‘jawbreakers’; she prefers 
monosyllables, curt, crude, obscene. It is, of course, no de- 
fence of obscenity to say that nature is 6bscene. 'The life 
according to nature would be as intolerable to civilised man 
as the spectacle of nudity must be nauseating in those con- 
tinental ‘schools of nature’ frequented by shiftless cranks, 
whence decency is banned by their censor. But-obscenity has 
its place in the scheme of things and a picture of life in which 
this element was ignored or suppressed would be incomplete, 
like the home without Plumtree’s Potted Meat 2 . 

„ What is home without 
j Plumtree's Potted Meat? 

* Incomplete . •* 

In practice we find that nearly all great WQrks, from the 
Bible onwards, which treat of the universe as a whole and 
discover a adherence in all God’s works, include some 
obscenity in their presentation of the phenomena of life. 

It cannot be too strongly Emphasized that the object of 
the author of Ulysses t was to present an /esthetic image of the 
world, a sublimation of that cri de cceur in which the act of 
creation begins. . # 

1 Cf. Ulysses , page 367. *. . . that evangel simultaneously command 
and promise wlticlj on all mortals with prophecy of abundance or \^ith 
diminution’s menace that exalted of reiteratedly procreating function 
ever irrevocably enjoined.’- 
* Ulysses, page 7a. 
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‘The personality of the.artist, at first a cry or a cadence or a 
mood and then a fluent and lambent narrative, finally refines 
itself out of existence, impersonalizes itself so to speak. . . . 
The mystery of the aesthetic like that of material creation is 
accomplished. The* artist, like the God of creation, remains 
within or behind or beyond or above his handiwork, invisible, 
refined out of existence, indifferent, paring his fingernails.’ 1 

.Esthetic emotion is static * ‘The mind is arrested and raised 
above desire and loathing.’ ‘The feelings excited by impro- 
per art are kinetic, desire and loathing. Desire urges us to 
possess, to go to something; loathing urges us to abandon, 
to go from something. The arts wBich excite them, porno- 
graphical or didactic, are therefore improper arts.’»Such a 
conception of the function of the artist presided over the 
creation of Ulysses. The instant when the supreme quality 
of beauty, the clear radiance of the aesthetic image, 

‘is apprehended luminously by the mind which lias been 
arrested by its wholeness and fascinated by its harmony is the 
luminous silent stasis of aesthetic pleasure, “a spiritual state 
very like'to that cardiac condition which the Italian physio- 
logist Luigi Galvani, # using a phrase almost as beautiful as 
Shelley’s, called the enchantment of.the heart.’ 

The artist’s* aim, then, is to. ban kinetic feelings from his 
readers’ minds, and in Ulysses we find the ideal silent stasis of 
the artist nearly realized, his personality almost imperson- 
^alized. Nearly — but not entirely. The feeling of desire, 
which urges us to possess, is absent; there js not the least 
pornographical appeal; but the loathing, which urges us to 
abandon — that aversion from the sordid which made of 
Stephen Dedalus an exile in his own country — is, one cannot 
but feel, lateht in certain passages. One of the influences 
which may be discerned in Ulysses is that of Swift, ‘the great 
hater of his kind’, to whom there are many*allusions. Hi 
those passages where certain physical processes or sensual 
appetites ar? minutely described a rapprochement with the 
Swiftian attitude may probably bfc mafle, that point of dis- 
gust which has been admirably ^depicted by a French bio- 
grapher of the Dean of St Patrick’s. 

‘The sensualist’s leer is foreign to his work save as an object 
of Sarcasm when he sees it on another’s face. “Erotic” subjects 

1 A • Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man, page 25a. 
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take on a purely coprologic form and he purposely presents 
them in a disgusting light, devoid of any sensual appeal^ like a 
rich essential manure. This can be seen most clearly in the 
last page of his Discourse concerning the Mechanical Operation, 
where a lover’s affections and emotions a're described with a 
realism and a serene indecency that only utter contempt 
could inspire. Thus, too, the licentious passages of the Digres- 
sion are simply studies in exact realism and admirably sub- 
serve the satirical effectiveness of the work as a ’Whole, for 
they add the nausea of disgust to the force of its invective.’ 1 

The aonflict* of deliberate indifference ( stasis ) with the 
loathing of disgust (kineks) is apparent throughout Ulysses. 

Of this conflict in the mind of Stephen Dedalus the 
author of Ulysses is fully aware, and though, as has already 
been pointed out, the assimilation of their personalities must 
not be pressed too far, it 'is noteworthy t that Stephen is re- 
ferred t& as a ‘morbid-minded esthete and embryo philo- 
sopher’ and, after a characteristic homily by Stephen (at the 
Lying-in Hospital; the' style here is in the manner of Walter 
Pater) on the unseemly ways of Divine Providence, Mr 
Bloom ‘regarded on the face before him a slow recession of 
that false calm there, irpposed, as it seemed, by habit or some 
studied trick, upon words so embittered as to accuse in tfieir 
speaker an unhealthiness, a flair for the cruder things of life.’ 
Here doubtless the mind of Stephen Dedalus is being viewed 
from the outside, a Bloomish view, and the passages, being 
parodic, are not to be taken too seriously, but a study of’ 
Stephen’s cha/acter as depicted both in the Portrait and 
Ulysses makes it dear that, though his ambition was Jo re- 
gard the world with the detachment of the artist, M. Benda’s 
clerc, the shock of religious ^ind material disillusion had some- 
what impaired the wholeness, harmony and radiance of his 
vision. Despite the ubiquity of humour ‘wet . and dry’, 
despite the perpetual deflation of sentiment and the negation 
of values which we find in iflysses, there is an undertone .of 
despair, the failure of an Icarus soaring sunwards to hold his 
flight. And, perhaps, the author of Ulysses has never quite 
outgrown the rancours of the young protagonist of the Por- 
trait. Yet it may be that to this very disharmony is due the 
seething vitality of the Dublin epic; the stream of its life is fed 
by the waters of bitterness. 

1 Emile Pons. Swift, Les Annies de Jeunesse. * 
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CHAPTER* II 

THE RHYTHM OF ULYSSES # 

• 

| n his earlier, autobiographic novel, A Portrait of the Art- 
as a Young Man, James Joyce, through the mouth of 
Stephen Dedalus, defines the qualities which, in his view, 
give aesthetic beauty to a work of art. 

‘ “It awakens, or'ought to awaken, or induces, o» ought to 
induce, an aesthetic stasis, an ideal pity or an ideal terror, a 
stasis^ called forth, prolonged and at Inst dissolved by what I 
call the arhythm of beauty.” 

“What is that exactly?” asked Lynch. 

•“Rhythm”, ^aid Stephen, “is the first formal aesthetic re- 
latibn of part Jo part in any aesthetic ‘whole or of an aesthetic 
whole to its part or parts or ofiany part to the aesthetic whole 
of Which it is a part.”/ 

Ulysses is a complex of such relations; at a first and casual 
t reading these are perceived vaguely, as a misty nebula of 
light; in the course of a more attentive perusSl their number 
and permeance will gradually become apparent, ‘as,’ to 
quote the admirable metaphor of M. Valery Larbaud, ‘at 
night, after one has been conterr^rlating the sky for a little 
while, the Rumber of stars seems to have increased’. 

One of the simpler aspects of this technique — a device 
which, for all its apparent artificiality, exactly resembles 
Nature’s method — is the presentation of fragments of a theme 
or allusion in different parts of the work;*these fragments have 
to be ‘assimilated in the reader’s mind for him to arrive at 
complete understanding. ‘It i? a truth perpetually,’ as Her- 
bert Spender remarked, ‘that accumulated fact§, lying in dis- 
order, begin to assume some order when an hypothesis is 
thrown among them.’ Several suck hypotheses are not so 
much ‘thrown’ as disposed with artfully concealed art amid 
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the welter of accumulated facts in Ulysses. Moreover, again 
following Nature’s method, Joyce depicts only the {/resent 
time and place of the times and places that are passing, a 
rapid flux of images. ‘Hold to the now, the here, through 
which all future plunges into the past .’ 1 It is for the reader to 
assemble the fragments and join the images into a band. 

Sometimes the thought of the moment, rising to the surface 
of the mind under the impact of some external stimulus, is 
merely the echo of a name or fragment of a phrase. That, 
then, is all Joyce sets down. But, sooner or later, the reader 
will come upon a circumstance or thought which will explain 
the allusion implicit in the name or broken sentence. 

Thus, ‘before setting out on his day’s wanderings, Mr Bloom 
examines his hat . 2 

‘The sweated legend iij the crown of his hat told him 
mutely: Plasto’s high grade ha. He peeped quickly inside the 
leather headband. White slip of paper. Quite safe. 

On the doorstep he (elt in his hip pocket for the latchkey. 
Not there. In th'e trousers I left off. Must get it. ‘Potato I 
have.’ 

The explanation of the ‘white slip of paper’ cpmes only iaa 
subsequent episode. ‘His right hand came down into*the 
bowl of his hat. His fingers found quickly a card behind the 
headband and transferred it to his waistcoat popket.’ Pre- 
sently Mr Bloom visits a post office.* 

‘He handed the card through the t brass grill. 

“Are there any letters for me?” he asked.’ 

The card, we l§arn, is inscribed Henry Flower, the name 
adopted by Mr Bloom for his correspondence with Martha 
Clifford. In a later episode 3 Mr Bloom is taking leave of 
Richie Goulding: ‘Well, s b long. High grade. Card inside, 
y#s.’ These fragments would seem meaningless to a reader 
who had forgotten the earlier passages: the broken phrases 
assume an order only when ‘an hypothesis is thrown among 
them*. In the same way the allusion in ‘Potato I have’ Be- 
comes clear only when the* reader arrives at the Circe episode 
and learns that it is ‘a relic .of poor mamma’, a ‘Potato Pre- 
servative against Plague and Pestilence’, a talisman, in fact. 

Similarly, after lunch , 4 Mr Bloom thinks: ‘That wonder- 
work^ if I had . 1 This cryptic regret is explained many pages 


1 Ulysses, page 178. * Page 55. 
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later 1 jvhere we find that the Wonderworker is a ‘thaumaturgic 
remedy’ designed to ‘insure instant relief’ from postprandial 
disorders. 

But, besides such.small isolated correspondences, there are 
a number of themes, generally stated in the early episodes 
(those dealing with the morning hours of Stephen and Mr 
Bloom), which recur moiy or less frequently throughout 
Ulysses. Some of these relate to esoteric theories, which will 
be dealt with later; a few are shared.by both Stephen and Mr 
Bloom (several instances of this persistent, jthough uncon- 
scious, exchange of thoughts and impressions between them 
will be commented on in the cdurse of this study); the 
majority are concerned with their personal experiefices, re- 
marks or events which have left an impress on the mind of 
each. Thereafter, a chance word, Jhe glimpse of some appar- 
ently irrelevant object, a sudden eddy of the stream of con- 
sciousness, will suffice to evoke the associated menfory. The 
occasional obscurities.in passages recording the silent mono- 
logue of Stephen dnd Mr Bloom are partly due to the brusque- 
ness and brevity of such allusions. Thus, in the episode 
(constructed on a musical pattern and dominated from 
beginning to ‘end by musical forms and rhythms) which 
describes Mr Bloom’s belated lunch at the Ormond Restaur- 
ant, we find a fragment of silent monologue which, to a 
reader whb has forgotten or ‘skipped’ the relevant passages 
in earlier episodes, may well seem almost meaningless. 
While Mr Bloom is having his meal in the restaurant, Mr 
Dedalus (Stephen’s father) is singing at the Iiotel piano the 
operatic ballad, When first I saw that form' endearing. 

‘Tenors get women by the score. Increase their flow. 
Throw flower at his feet when will we meet? My head it 
simply. Jingle all delighted. He can’t sing for tall hats. Your 
head it simply swurls. Perfumed for him. What perfume does 
your wife? I want to know. Jing. Stop. Knock. Last look at 
mirror always before she answers the door. The hall. There? 
How . do you? I do well. Th£re? What? Or? Phila of 
cachous, kissing comfits, in her satchel. Yes? Hands felt for 
the opulent.’ * 

Jn the brqken phrases of this monologue of Mr Bloom thcre 
are several indirect allusions to Blazes Boylan, Mrs Bloom’s 

1 Page 678. 
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lover, who has an appointment with* her for four o’cloc^k. Mr 
Bloom, as usual, refrains from mentioning the name of Boy- 
lan, his bite noire.' It is a little past four o’clock and the latter, 
after some badinage with the bar-sirens (‘Has he forgotten?’ 
Mr Bloom asks himself) has just driven off in a jingling jaunt- 
ing-car to his rendezvous. The jingle of the car continues to 
echo in Mr Bloom’s brain, mingled with the voice of the 
singer warbling amoioso .‘Full of hope and all delighted’. Mr 
Bloom thinks of the bonnes fortunes of tenors (the Dubliners’ 
remarkable cujt of the operatic singer is discussed in the 
opening passage of my commentary on the Sirens) ; Boylan is 
by way of being a singer as well as an impresario, though ‘he 
can’t siflg for tall hats’. They get women by the score (the 
musical wordplay is characteristically Joycean). A singer, 
Bartell d’Arcy, was, it happens, one of Mrs Bloom’s earliest 
admirers; ‘he commenced kissing me 01? the choir stairs ’. 1 
My head \t simply. Mr Bloom has received by the morning 
post a letter from his young daughter Milly. ‘There is a 
young student cdmes here ... he sings Bbylan’s (1 was on 
the pop of writing Blazes Boylan’s) song about those seaside 
girls.’ After reading the letter Mr Blooqn hums the refrain of 
‘Boylan’s song’. r * . 

‘ All dimpled cheeks and curls, 

Tour head it simply swirls. 

Seaside girls. Torn envelope. Hands stuck in his trousers’ 
pockets, jarvey off for the day, singing. Friend of the family. 
Swurls, he says*. . . 

Those girls, those girls, 

Those lovely seaside girls .* 2 

His thought of women’s infatuation for tenors has evoked 
Mr Bloom’s bugbear — via Milly’s allusion and a memory of 
tMe torn envelope on the bed (Boylan’s letter)*.' Jingle all 
delighted. The words Mr Dedalus is singing blend with the 
vision of an elate don Juan oij his jingling car.* Tour head'it 
simply swurls (‘swurls, he* says’). Perfumed for him. In the 
course of the morning Mr Bloom has procured for his* wife, 
who likes that kind of literature, an erotic work entitled: 
Sweets of Sin. Glancing at its contents he has read: ‘All the 
dollai*bills her husband gave her were spent in the stores on 
wondrous gowns and costliest frillies. For him! For Raoul! 

1 Page 701. * Page 64. 
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. . . per mouth glued rm his in a luscious voluptuous kiss 
while his hands felt for the opulent curves . . .’ The ‘for him’ 
of Mr Bloom’s soliloquy is a recall of this rftastcrpiece of the 
luscious-voluptuous. Perfumed (a reference to Mrs Bloom’s 
philaromatic disposition: her husband, too, has a keen nose 
for odours) evokes another train of thought — his own mild 
counterpart of Marion’s infidelity, a letter he has received 
from the .typist, Martha Clifford.. (Moreover, the song Mr 
Dedalus is singing is from the opera Martha. ‘Martha it is. 
Coincidence. Just going to write.’) She wrgte: ‘Do tell me 
what kind of perfume does your wtfe use. I want %o know.’ 
Mr Bloom recalls her letter almost verbatim. What kind of 
perfume does your wife? I want to know. The car stops with a jing- 
ling jerk before Mr Bloom’s house. Jing. Stop. Knock. Here, 
as elsewhere, a martellato rhythm ejnphasizes Boylan’s master- 
ful hammering on the lady’s door. In imagination, irre- 
pressible now. Bloom visualizes his wife’s reception ^ifBoylan, 
and his evocation of their eager greeting in the hall ends, 
appropriately enbugh, on an afterclang of the Sweets of Sin. 

Hundreds of other instances of the manner in which the 
eighteen episodes of Ulysses are interlocked, how a knowledge 
of each part is necessary for the understanding of the whole, 
will be found in the course of this study, and other reasons 
which led the author to adopf this unusual method of exposi- 
tion will, it is hoped, become manifest. For the purposes of 
the present chapter a brief description of the formal sym- 
metry of the work ma^ suffice, sfating but npt discussing the 
Homeric correspondences. 

Eaeh episode of Ulysses has its Scene and Hour of the Day, 
is (with the exception of the first three episodes) associated 
with a given 'Organ of the human body , 1 relates to a certain 
Art, has its appropriate Symbol and a specific Technic. Each 
episode has also a title, corresponding to a? personage *or 
episode of the Odyssey. Certain episodes have also their 
appropriate colour (a reference, as M. Larbaud has pointed 
out, to Catholic liturgy). The inferences are given in the 
following table of the episodes,, 

1 Together these compose the wfiole body, which is thus a symbol of 
the structure of Ulysses, a living organism, and of the natural interdepen- 
dance of the*parts between themselves. Blake uses e. like symbolism in 
Jerusalem, where (as Mr Foster Damon points out) ‘Judah, Issachar and 
Zebulun represent the head, heart and Ioins'of Luvah’ and Great Britain 
is similarly divided. 
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It \yill be observed that there is no corresponding ‘Organ 
of the Body’ for the first three episodes. The explanation of 
this is probably that these episodes deal exclusively with th 
acts and thoughts qf Stephen Dedalus, who, of the trinity of 
major personages appearing in Ulysses (Mr Bloom, his wife 
and Stephen), represents the spiritual element; in the same 
way, for the last episode, ’ which is wholly devoted to the 
meditatiop of Marion Bloom (whose symbol is the Earth), 
there is no corresponding Art for she is a manifestation of 
Nature herself, the antithesis of art. Ther manner in which 
the appropriate symbols, arts, etc v are associated'with the 
subject and technic of the episode? will be apparent when I 
come to discuss each episode individually. For the jJresent it 
is sufficient to point out the symmetry of the technical struc- 
ture: a prelude (corresponding # to the Telemachia of the 
Odyssey) of three episodes — (i) Narrative (young), (2) Cate- 
chism (personal), (3) Monologue (male) ; a cent&l section 
(the Odyssey proper).of thematic development ending in the 
brothel scene, written in the dramatic form, the climax of 
the wort, and a finale (the Nostos or Return) in three episodes 
balancing the prelude — (1) Narrative (old), (q) Catechism 
(impersonal),’ (3) Monologue (female). The central episode 
(the Wandering Rocks) is itself divided into eighteen short parts 
differing in theme and treatment, all interlocked by a curious 
technical device; thus reproducing in miniature the structure 
of the whole. 

Each episode, takdh independently, h^s its internal 
rhythm; in one of the most remarkable in this respect, the 
episode of the Sirens, there is a specific musical analogy, the 
fugue", in the episode of the Oxen of the Sun, where the style is a 
linguistic counterpart of the development of the embryo, 
there is a continuously increasing flow of vitality which ends 
in a word-dance of clipped phrases, argot, oatKs and ejacula- 
tions; a veritable locus classics of Impolite Conversation, 
which would have delighted .the Dean of St Patrick’s. 

There could be no greater error thaft to confuse the work 
of James Joyce with that of the ‘{larum-scarum’ school or the 
surrialiste group (to which some of the most brilliant of the 
younger French writers belong, or once betynged) whose 
particular ttouvaille is a sort of automatic writing, no revision 
being allowed. To suppose that the subconscious can best be 
portrayed ’by direct action of the subconscious — that well 
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and truly to depict the state of drunkenness one should one- 
self be drunk — is mere naiveti. It is your thin young man who 
best can drive fat oxen along the rocky road to Dublin, and 
the ‘subconscious’, elusive as an Indian snipe (but often far 
less appetizing), will fall only to the clean-sighted aim of 
an expert shikari. As for ‘free verse’ — surely the words are 
incompatibles, like the juvenile slogan of ‘free love’ — at its 
best it is no less artificial and intricate in its rhythms than 
an ode of Pindar, at its worst a mere spate of undigested 
verbiage. With- the work of the ‘harum-scarum’ school may 
be contrasted one of Jpyce’s poems of the Ulysses period. 1 

ALONE 

The moon’s greygoldcn meshes make 
All night a veil, 

The shorelamps in the sleepiag lake 
Laburnum tendrils trail. 

The dy reeds whisper to tfie night 
A name — her name — 

And all my soul is a delight, 

A swoon ofishame. 

Zurich , igi6 

The touch of irony in the second stanza, the allusion to an 
ancient myth (the sly reeds which betrayed Midas’ shame 
to the world), is characteristic. 

James Joyce* is, in fact, in the line of classical tradition 
which begins with Homer; like his precursors he subjects his 
work, for all its wild vitality and seeming disorder, to’ h rule 
of discipline as severe as that of the Greek dramatists; indeed, 
the ‘unities’ of Ulysses go *far beyond the classic triad, they 
«ye as manifold and withal symmetrical as the daedal net- 
work of nerves and blood-streams which pervade the living 
organism* * 4 

1 Pomes Peitj/each (Shakespeare & Co., Paris). 
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CHAPTER '.III 

q i. ‘MET-HIM-PIKE-HOSES’ 

| n the first episode of Mr Bloom’s day ( Calypso\ several 
1 themes are stated which will recur frequently throughout 
Ulysses, and it is characteristic of the Joycean method that 
one of the most important of these leitmotifs should be pre- 
sented in a casual ntanner and ludicrous context. Mrs Bloom 
has been reading in bed Ruby: the Pride of the Ring, a decidedly 
‘kinetic’ work of ^rt. ‘She asks her husband what that word 
in the book means — ‘met him pike hoses’. 

‘He leaned downward and read near her polished thumb- 
nail,. • , 

“Metempsychosis?” 

“Yes. Who’s he when he’s ‘at home?” 

“Metempsychosis,” he said, frowning. “It’s Greek: from 
the Greek. That means the transmigration of souls.” 

“O, rocks!” she said* “Tell us*in plain words.” ’ 

Mr Bloom explains. ‘Some people believe that we go on 
living fin another body after death, that we lived before. 
They call it reincarnation. That we all lived before on the 
earth thousands of years ago or o* some other planet. They 
say we have forgotten it. Some say they remember their past 
lives.’ ' • * 

Later in the morning, when he is observing the timeball 
on the Balla%t Office, the wor/i ‘parallax’ (‘I never exactly 
understood’) comes into his mind-*-it is ©ne of the dozen or so 
words "which haunt him throughout the day — and his own 
ignorance reminds him of her hnet him pike hoses she called 
it till I told her about the transmigration. O. rocks! She’s 
right after aH. Only big words for ordinary things on aceount 
of the sound.’ There are several other allusions to this big 
word: for’ example, in the Sirens episode: ‘Met him pike 
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hoses. Philosophy. O rocks!’ and m a later episode ,{Nau- 
sicaa ): ‘Metempsychosis. They believed you could be 
changed into a 'tree from grief. Weeping willow.’ In the 
scene at the Lying-in Hospital Mr Bloom ponders ‘the 
wonderfully unequal faculty of metempsychosis’ possessed by 
medical students, ‘that the mere acquisition of academic 
titles should suffice to transfornj in a pinch of time these 
votaries of levity into exemplary practitioners.’ I<i the Circe 
episode the spectre of Paddy Dignam appears to Mr Bloom, 
who exclaims, ,‘The voice is' the voice of Esau’, and, to the 
question ‘How is that possible?’, the defunct Dignam answers 
‘By metempsychosis. Spdoks.’ 

These? passages indicate the persistence of the idea, or, 
rather, word ‘metempsychosis’, in Mr Bloom’s memory . 1 
But it is not only as one <jf Mr Bloom’s obsessions that the 
doctrine of reincarnation is mentioned in Ulysses. Allusions, 
direct or'indirect, to it are frequent, and as this is, in fact, 
one of the directive themes of the work, it seems desirable 
briefly to set out 'certain relevant aspects of this ancient and 
widely-accepted intimation of immortality. 

‘We start with a soul in physical life,' we folJo\v it through 
the experiences of life which develop all those innumerable 
memories and affections and associations of thought which 
make up the person or personality in question (a, something 
quite distinct, of course, from the body which is its vehicle). 
We perceive that personality proceeding next to enjoy a 
spiritual existence (for periods enormously outrunning the 
span of physical life) and then we find it returning to a new 
earth life to gather in fresh experience .’ 2 ** 

‘For many people it wilf perhaps remain irrational to say 
that any person now living, with his recollections bounded by 
the years of his childhood, is the same individual as some one 
of quite a different nationality and epoch who lived thou- 
sands of years ago, or the same that will reappear after^ a 

* 

1 Another of the persistent motifs is the phrase (invented by Tom Ker- 
nan, one of the minor characters)# ‘harking* or ‘looking back in a kind of 
retrospective arrangement*, which hhs a certain affinity with the ‘metem- 
psychosis* motif ; it appears at pages 88, 231, 266, 393, 4^2, 609, 680 
(sometimes in a* tzjmcated form). • e 

* A. P. Sinnett. The Growth of the Soul , page 56. Gf. Stephen’s epilogue 
in The Portrait : ‘I go to erfcounter for the millionth time the reality of 
experience, . . .* 
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similar lapse of time ufcder some entirely new conditions in 
the future. But the feeling “I am I” is the same through the 
three lives and through all the hundreds; for that feeling is 
more deeply seated than the feeling “I am John Smith, so 
high, so heavy, witK such and such property and relations”. 
Is it inconceivable — as a notion in the mind — that John 
Smith, inheriting the gift of Tithonus, changing his name 
from time to time, marrying afresh every other generation or 
so, losing property here, coming into possession of property 
there, and getting interested as time wont on in a great 
variety of pursuits — is it inconceivable that such a person in 
a few thousand years should forgot all circumstances con- 
nected with the present life of John Smith, just as if the 
incidents of that life for him had never taken place? And yet 
the Ego would be the same. If this is conceivable in the 
imagination, what # can be inconceivable in the individual 
continuity of an intermittent life, interrupted and renewed at 
regular intervals, and varied with passages through a purer 
existence?’ 1 • • • 

Thus forgetfulness of past existences, a partial or complete 
loss of concrete knowledge acquired in them, is explained by 
the periods or c repose’ which the soiri enjoys between mun- 
dane existences, periods which may extend over thousands 
of years. 

MoreoveV, just as the soul passes through a rhythmic series 
of what theosophists, employing those ‘big words’ which Mrs 
Bloom so detested, styl gmanvantarh and pralaya , the days and 
nights of Brahma, alternate periods of activity and repose, 2 
so nations and civilizations are born, die, "reappear and dis- 
appear. ‘There is a geometry that applies to nations an 
equation of their curve of advancei’ The life of an individual 
is reflected in a nation’s life and, as the individual soul, so 
the spirit of a people may accomplish reincarnation in neto 
conditions, a new habitat. (There is also, of course, the 
axiom that, If time and the universe are limitless, every finite 
set of conditions — ours to-day, for "instance, on our own little 
planet— must somewhere, somevjhen, be exactly reproduced. 

Mr Bloom may be alluding to this when he says, ‘We all lived 

• 

1 A. P. Sinnett. Esoteric Buddhism , page 209. • 

**Both manvantara and pralaya are mentioned in thd course of Ulysses . 
Further reference to them will be founcf iq my commentary on the 
Proteus episode. 
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before on the earth thousands of years ago or on some other 
planet.’) 

That these conceptions and their corollaries have an im- 
portant place in the highly complex structure of Ulysses will 
become apparent when I come to deaf with the Homeric 
correspondences and historical analogies . 1 References to the 
eternal recurrence of personalities and things abound in 
Ulysses and many of th$ obscufer passages can.be readily 
understood if this fact b,e borne in mind. Indeed, the book 
itself, the record of a day in a man’s life, is a synthetic illustra- 
tion of ‘life’s little day’, the interval between two periods of 
darkness and repose. It is a commonplace of esoteric thought 
that in sleep we are in communication with that higher plane 
where, after death, the Ego reposes and renews itself before 
a new descent into the flesh. In fact, the correspondence 
between the waking state and life, between sleep and death, 
may be ltiore than a poetic analogy {pace tua, Dr Freud), for, 
if the time and space categories be excluded, we find that all 
phases of consciousness are co-existent. ‘Time and change 
are merely conducive to the advance of knowledge qua any 
given centre of consciousness loc,alized (i at one point of space 
at the moment under i consideration.’ 

Stephen, in his silent monologue, frequently alludes to such 
beliefs, often with characteristic irony, as when he parodies 
the theosophic practice of using initials for names. ‘Dunlop, 
Judge, the noblest Roman of them all, A.E., Arval, the 
Name Ineffable, in heaven hight, K:H., their master, whose 
identity is no s&ret to adepts. . . . The life esoteric is not for 
ordinary person. O.P. must work off - bad karma first.;. Else- 
where there is a burlesque description of a spiritualistic 
seance and the droning Pali polysyllables of- the adepts. 

‘He stated that he was now on the path of pralaya or return. 

. Their abodes were equipped with every modem home 
comfort such as talafana, alavatar, hatakalda, wataklasat. 
... He exhorted all who were still at the wrong*side of Maya 
to acknowledge the true path, for it was reported in devanic 
circles that Mars and Jupiter were out for mischief bn the 
eastern angle where the ram* has power.’ 

‘Yogibogeybox in Dawson chambers. Isis Unveiled. Their 
Pali book we tried to pjiwn. Crosslegged under an umtfrel 

1 See Chapter IV of this Inttoduction. 
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umbershoot he throne^p Aztec logos, functioning on astral 
levels, *their oversoul, mahamahatma.’ 

Tradition, the Deity, esoterism — all these ‘abstruosi ties’ are 
roughly, mockingly > handled by Stephen; yet, behind the 
mockery, there is a latent fear,. Thus, in discussing the 
Eucharist with Cranly , 1 he says, wholly sincere for once: T 
imagine that there is a malevolent reality behind those things 
I say I feaj.’ He admits to* Cranly, that he can be shocked 
by blasphemy; and it is because hjs faith persists (once a 
Catholic always a Catholic) that the Black* Mass of Circe has 
such tragic virulence and Stephen’s blasphemies such in- 
tensity. ‘History’, Stephen says, ‘is n nightmare from which 
I am trying to awake.’ God is for him ‘a noise in the*street’, 
the hammer-hurler, the ineffable ‘Citizen’ of the Cyclops 
episode 2 hypostasized. Of ‘the imp hypostasis’, too, Stephen 
is wary. From all thpse perils of the soul, theocratic, esoteric, 
historical, he would insulate himself by a mail of silktn scorn. 
The transcendental casts a comic image in his ‘mocking 
mirrors’, ^troubled pools of bathos; thfe greater the truth, the 
greater the parody. 

Stephen watches the tidal flow on the Dublin foreshore: 
‘Under the upswelling tide he saw the writhing weeds lift 
languidly and sway reluctant arms, hising up their petticoats, 
in whispering water swaying arid upturning coy silver fronds. 

. . . Lord, ‘they are weary and, whispered to, they sigh. 
Saint Ambrose heard it, sigh of leaves and waves . . .’ In 
, this passage there is a deliberate ‘false note’, a fragment from 
the ribald refrain rasped out by Buck Mulligan as he hewed 
the breakfast bread: 

For old Mary Ann 
She doesn't care a dafnn, 

But, hising up her petticoats . . . 

Similar discrepancies of sentiment inform another passage, 

thij time in the de Quincey manner , 4 where a fragment from 

• 

1 A Portrait of the Artist , page 287. • • 

1 The •‘Citizen* was champion of all Ireland at putting the shot. 

* See Ulysses , pages 28 and 539. ^Averroes and Moses Maimonides 
flashing in their mocking mirrors the obscure soul of the world.* Thus, 
too, another Irishman, Mr Bernard Shaw, is probably at his most serious 
whefi he seems *to play the mountebank; Oscar Wilde* perhaps, too, in 
his paradoxes. * 

4 Page 895-* 
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Boylan’s song’ (about the pretty litjtje seaside girls) and the 
red triangle on Bass’s beer are worked into a celestial vision 
of the ‘wonder of metempsychosis, the everlasting bride’, the 
constellation Virgo, shining from the deserted heavens. 

Stephen is aware of the continuity of his self under the 
modality of temporal forms. ‘I, entelechy, form of forms, am 
I by memory because under everchanging forms.’ He leaves 
the sentence unfinished but it i£ clear that he is alluding to 
the theory expounded by Mr Sinnett: ‘the feeling “I am I” 
is the same . . . through all the hundreds (of lives)’. 

It must not be forgotten that Mr Joyce regards aesthetic 
beauty as a stasis ; kinetk art, pornographical or didactic, is, 
for him, improper art. The artist does not, like the rhetori- 
cian, seek to convince, to instruct or to disgust. He treats his 
subject-matter, grotesque or transcendental (or both at once), 
as he finds it. The value, for him, of facts or theories has 
little or «7io relation to their moral implications or even their 
ultimate validity (if any). Ulysses is not a theosophic tract. 

In the ‘Shakespeate’ episode A.L. ‘oracles qut pf his 
shadow: “Art has to reveal to us ideas, formless spiritual 
essences. The supreme question about a work of art is out of 
how deep a life doeg it spring.” ’ Mr Russell’s oracular 
dictum is at the opposite pole from James Joyce’s conception 
of aesthetic beauty. Wilde’s <‘A11 art is perfectly useless’ is 
probably nearer Mr Joyce’s standpoint. If, therefore', we 
find that the esoteric framework on which Ulysses is based 
should at times be exposed to derision or alluded to in a 
comic context, the explanation of this seeming incongruity 
may be found in aesthetic necessity. The author Jjas no 
philosophical axe to grind, and he has a strong sense of 
humour; Truth is not necessarily Beauty (often as not she is, 
as the Bishop said of the lady in the street, an eyesore), nor 
chould an artist, by seeking to persuade, usurp . the propa- 
gandist’s role. 

Shakespeare, like the author of Ulysses , rendered ample 
justice to the comic^spirit; thfe toe of the peasant, as Hamlet 
knew, comes near the heel of the courtier and the ‘‘under- 
standing gentlemen o’ the 'ground’ insisted on their rights — 
quite as valid, indeed, as a Gregers Werle’s ‘daim of the 
idenl’. Beside^ the aesthetic reasons which account for, the 
deliberate bathos of certain passages in Ulysses, there is the 
absolute justification'for the ludicrous and the obscene (the 
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two are, and always nhyejpeen, closely allied) that symboli- 
cally these are no whit less significant than the noble emotions 
of, for instance, that Celtic twilight in which so many Irish 
bards and reviewers delight to ‘dream their dreamy dreams’. 
The idea of reincarnation may be symbolized as well by the 
digestive processes as by the universal cycles of pralaya and 
manvantara of our vegetative universe, which ‘opens like a 
flower from the earth’s centre, In \vhich is Eternity’. 

But the* theory of recurrence in .the affairs of men and 
nations is not peculiar to mystical thinkers; it appears as an 
empirical deduction from the facts of history* rather than as 
an a priori dogma, in the works of the Italian philosopher Vico 
(that ‘practical roundheaded Neapolitan’, as Mr Samuel 
Beckett describes him), whose Scienza Nuova appeared some 
two hundred years ago. The Viconian theory is of special 
interest to those whj> have followed Mr Joyce beyond Ulysses 
to his latest work, provisionally entitled Work in+Progress, 
which is partly based on the historical speculations of Vico. 
Briefly, that theory is an extended and almost literal applica- 
tion of the saying: ‘history repeats itself’, and the Ecclesiast’s 
words: 

''If there anything whereof it may be said, \ See, this is new? It hath 
been already of* old time , which was before us. . . . 

The windgoeth toward the south , and turneth about unto the north; 
it whirleth about continually, and the wind returneth again according 
to his circuits. 

All the rivers run into the sea; yet the sea is not full: unto the place 
whence the rivers come, thither they return agaip.’ 

•J 

Vico held that there is a recurrent cycle in human ‘pro- 
gress’, as in the movement of the sfars. Societies begin, con- 
tinue and have an end according to ineluctable and universal 
laws. Every, nation passes through three ages*-- the diving 
the heroic and the human. TJie prelude and aftermath of 
eafh cycle is«complete disintegration, brought abotit by the 
indiscipline and egoism of the concluding stages of a ‘human’ 
rlgime.‘ The discoveries of the preceding civilized epoch are 
almost obliterated and man reverts to a brutish state, till once 
again he hears the voice of God, the hammer-hurler, speak- 
ing, in the thunder and relearns the beginning of wisdom. 
The goal of human effort is a resolution of the conflict 
between good and evil; after each epoch of dissolution and 
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reconstruction, a fragment of the ^advance gained by the 
spent wave is conserved, for there is a slowly rising iide in 
human history and the struggle is not naught availing. 1 Vico 
contemplated the writing of an ‘ideal and timeless history, in 
which all the actual histories of all nations should be em- 
bodied*. ( Work in Progress is, in one of its many aspects, a 
realization of Vico’s project.) National heroes were, for him, 
not so much pre-eminent individuals, accidentally born out 
of their due time, as the embodiment of actual tendencies of 
their nations as a*whole. They were led rather than leaders. 
Thus, as*thc past renews itself and civilizations rise and wane, 
the figures of antiquity will, mutatis mutandis , be reproduced. 
It doest-not, of course, follow that each avatar of a hero of 
legendary times will attain equal eminence. A Nestor may 
reappear as an elderly pedagogue, a Circe as the ‘Madam 5 of 
a one-horse brothel. As the cycle of history turns the light of 
fame may touch now one, now another^ facet of the sphere. 
But there will always be a substantially exact reproduction, 
a recall, of a set of circumstances which have already existed 
and of those personalities who, in a remote past, expressed 
better than their fellows the spirit of their age. It will be seen 
in the following chapter, which deals 'with the early history 
of Ireland and the Homeric era, that in Ulysses , may be found, 
associated with the metempsychosis motif, the germ of that 
ultimate application of the Viconian hypothesis which lies 
at the root of Mr Joyce’s Work in Progress . 

* i 

1 I doubt if the % author of Ulysse\ would endorse Vico’s optimistic belief 
in ‘piogress*, though Mr Bloom, pioinutci of ‘iinpiovcmrnt all iound’, 
would certainly apprbve. • * 
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CHAPTER III 


[continued] 

q 2. THE SEAL OF # SOLOMON 

I t has been pointed out that the presentation of the 
mind of each personage in Ulysses and its past history by 
the Joycean method of fragmentary revelation corresponds 
to the manner in which Nature htrself disposes the clues to 
her discovery. The consequences of universal law»lie scat- 
tered before our eyes in apparent confusion. Most of us, 
limitvig our interests to the immediately practical, make little 
attempt*to arrange these facts or discover the secret of their 
disposition: primum vivere. . . . Only the curious philosopher 
observes and records 'them on the tablets of memory or, for 
greater surety, in ample notebooks. It is possible to read 
Ulysses as most of us read the* book of life, uncritically, for- 
getfully, following the line of least resistance; and, though a 
greater \igilance would afford a subtler pleasure in perusal, 
the casual reader will reap a reward proportionate to his 
effort. The gourmand who cannot distinguish a venerable 
Yquepa from a rough, unchronicled Graves, may yet enjoy 
his Tepast and rise from it pleasantly elite. But the bliss of 
ignorance is a short and sorry jffair beside the studious 
delectation of the connoisseur. The arduous ascent of the 
tree of knowledge is not labour lost; it is from the topmost 
branches, cloud-enveloped, unseen by followers of the beaten 
ttyck, that ite fairest fruits depend. 

Ulysses is a book of life, the life of a rpicrocosm which is a 
small-scale replica of the universe, and the methods which 
lead to an understanding of the latter will provide a solution 
of the obscurities in Ulysses. It may be assumed that our 
knowledge of the macrocosm is based on thp Association of 
ideas; in fact, the syllogism is no more than that. In their 
crudest form such associations, used *as the basis of a cos- 
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mogony, lead on to the domain of njp^ic. Indeed, ali know- 
ledge is ultimately magical, for iTcierives from inexplicable 
facts, the laws of uniformity and causation. Early observers 
saw a connexion between the tides and the movement of 
the moon, ‘the moist star upon whose influence Neptune’s 
empire stands’, and inferred a magic sympathy between moon- 
goddess and sea-lord. Later, accoiding to the materialistic 
method of explaining obscurum pir obscurius, that ^sympathy’ 
is described as an ‘attraction ’. 1 But, whatever 1 explana- 
tion may find favour with the mages of the moment, it will 
always be based on the miracle of recurrence and an empiri- 
cal induction from the apparent uniformity of experience. 

Our belief that the miracle will eternally renew itself de- 
pends largely on the greatest of inductions, the law of causa- 
tion. That law and its corollaries are the averred basis of 
mystical philosophy, from ‘the teachings of esoteric Buddhism 
and the «nediasval mystics to their modern development in 
the theosophical school. It is impossible to grasp the mean- 
ing of Ulysses, its symbolism and the Significance pf itg leit- 
motifs without an understanding of the esoteric theories which 
underlie the work. We must look beneath the surface realism, 
the minutiae of local colour, the vulgarity and occasional 
obscenity of its characters, if we are to find, a clue to* the 
mystery, a thread of Ariadne to guide a modem Theseus 
through the dedal byways of its labyrinth . 2 « 

> u:r ’t of the direction in which we must look to find the 
hidden trend of the long soliloquies, of the Jew, Mr Bloom, 
and his spiritual son, Stephen Dedalus, may be found in their 
frequent references to the East, its occult sciences and the 
oriental sources of all religion. At a dramatic moment, when 
Mr Bloom is being tauntqd by a nationalist with his Jewish 
descent, the usually prudent hero is goaded to retaliation. 

• 

1 ‘We are ready enough to detect the verbalism of mediaeval theolo- 
gians, yet personification and deification are in reality ap rife to-day as 
ever. “Forces” now play the part.of the qualitates occulta.’ Mauthner. 
Kritik der Sprache. • * 

1 ‘It must not be thought that/nterpretations of this kind ard forced, 
and nothing more than the conjectures of ingenious men; when we con- 
sider the great wisdom of antiquity and how much Homer excelled in 
intellectual prudence, and in an accurate knowledge of every virtue, it 
must hot be denied that he has obscurely indicated the images of things 
of a more divine nature in,th'e fiction of a fable.’ Porphyry. On the Cave 
of the Nymphs (Trans. Thomas Taylor). 
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‘ “Mendelssohn wasit^w and Karl Marx and Mercadante 
and Spinoza. And the Saviour was a jew and his father was 
a jew. Your God.” 

“He had no father,” says Martin. “That’ll do now . . .” 

“Whose God?” says the citizen. 

“Well, his uncle was a jew,” says he. “Your God was a 
jew. Christ was a jew like.me. ” ’ 

In the fifst episode where Mr Bltiom appears, his thoughts 
are directed by a perpetual Drang' naph Osten. Walking the 
Dublin streets he pictures himself ‘somewhere in jhe east: 
early morning: set off at dawn, trfjvel round in front of the 
sun’. Later in the morning he muses: ‘the far cast. # Lovely 
spot it must be: the garden of the world, big lazy leaves 
to float on. . . . Flowers of idleness . . . Water-lilies.’ The 
whole of this, the second episode ©f Mr Bloom’s Odyssey, is 
entitled the Lotus-ettters and its texture is infused witji a sense 
of the symbolical, narcotic, religious significance of the lotus 

flower. • • , 

• • • • 

‘The totus, the sacred flower of the Egyptians, as well as 
the Hindus, is the symbol of Homs as it is that of Brahma. 
No temples in Thibet or Nepaulare. found without it; and 
the meaning .of this symbol is extremely suggestive. The 
spri^ of lilies placed in the hand of the archangel who offers 
them to the Virgin Mary, in the pictures of the Annunci- 
ation, have in their esoteric symbolism precisely the same 
meaning .’ 1 • • 

The peculiarity of the lotus is that its seeefs contain, even 
beforfc germination, perfectly formed leaVes, the miniature 
of the perfected plant; the seeds of phaenogamous plants 
bearing proper flowers conceal an embryo plantlet already 
formed. Thus the lotus 2 is a natural emblem of the saying 
of Paracelsus: ‘all colours and all elements Jre present in 
everything ’, and Shelley’s ‘Ail is contained in each ’. 

Many other illustrations <jf the Oriental trend of Mr 
Bloom’s thoughts will be found in the»course of this study. 
Stephen Dedalus, whose intellect is always awake, watchful 
for associations (unlike Mr Bloom, who rarely pauses to 

1 Blavatsky.- Isis Unveiled. Vol. I, page 91. . . 

* I refer here To the lotus-lily. In my commentary on the Lotus- 
eaters episode (q.v.) I discuss the ambiguity t>f the word ‘lotus’ as used 
by Homer ana the Greeks. 
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analyse the content of his thoughts) , is aware that the 
‘call of the east* is the voice of Godhead; the east is the birth- 
place of ‘a lore of drugs’, of Averroes and Moses Maimonides, 
the site of that garden city ‘Edenville’, hpme of Heva, naked 
Eve, ‘belly without blemish, bulging big, a buckler of taut 
vellum, no, whiteheaped corn, orient and immortal, stand- 
ing from everlasting to everlasting ’. 1 

The fabric of Ulysses ■ is woven on strands qf mystical 
religion, and, for readers who would explore the maze of 
this ‘chaffering aKincluding "most far rag inous chronicle’ (as 
the authbr, speaking for £he nonce with the voice of Carlyle, 
describes his work) and 'appreciate the subtleties of its pat- 
tern, scfltne acquaintance with the cosmology on which it is 
based seems indispensable. 

The Smaragdine Table t of Hermes Trismegistus is one of 
the most ancient and authoritative records of occultism. 
The inscription begins: 

It is truest and piost certain of all things. 

That which is above is as that which is below, and that, which is 
below is as that which is above, to accomplish the one thing of all 
most wonderful. ... * 

In diagrammatic form this axiom is shown a? two triangles 
interlocked, the one pointing upwards, the other downwards: 
the figure known as Solomon’s Seal. ‘This means that all 
that exists, from the smallest imaginable atom, contains 
within itself all the elements, the entire processus of the 
whole universe?* 2 ‘There is no line to be drawn in Nature 
between important things that it is worth while for her 
laws to pay attention to, and others which are insignificant 
and fit to be left to chancg. The earth’s attraction operates 
equally on a microbe and a mastodon, and the chemical 
affinity that kolds together the elements of the pcean is not 
permitted to neglect those of the smallest drop of dew .’ 3 
‘Human affairs are so intensely entangled that«it looks as, if 
we must say — all or qothing; either every act, to the smallest, 
must be automatic and inevitable, or there is no prearranged 
course of events and no regular working out of Karma at 

1 Stephen echoes a passage in the Third Century of that* noblest and 
most sincere of ^ngUsh mystics, Thomas Traherne. The passage is 
quoted in extenso in § 3 of this chapter. 

* Amould. Les Croyances 1 Fondameniales du Bouddhisme, page 4a. 

* Sinnett. The Growth of the Soul, page 125. 
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all.* 1 The law of destroy* an application of the law of 
causation, is an axiom of esoteric doctrine. Similarly, the 
associated law of the conservation of energy on the physical 
plane has its counterpart in a law of the conservation of 
spiritual forces or personalities. For soul, like matter, is 
indestructible. All that exists has already existed and will 
always exist; creation and destruction are both impossible; 
a flux of transformation pervades .the universe but nothing 
can ever fie added to it or taken a.way from it. Admitting, 
then, that human personality, the soul, existg, since ex nihilo 
nihil Jit , it must have always existed, it can never* cease to 
exist. As Stephen Dedalus remarks" (page 38), ‘From before 
the ages He willed me and now may not will me apway for 
ever. A lex eterna stays about Him.’ This lex eterna is, for 

esoteric thinkers, the law of Karma. 

• 

‘It is the keystone of the edifice, the explanation and 
justification of the mystery of life. What, then, is* this law 
of Karma? The Law, without exception, which rules the 
whole uhiverse, from the invisible, imponderable atom to 
the suns; from the infuspria to the highest gods of the 
celestial hierarchy or evolution, macrocosm of our human 
hierarchy and evolution; and this 'law is that every cause 
produces its effect , without any possibility of delaying or 
annulling that effect, once the cause begins to operate. The 
law of causation is everywhere supreme. This is the law of 
Karma; Karma is the inevitable link between cause and 
effect; applied to human destiny, this means that every 
man reaps what he has sown, neither more nor less, and, 
in his* passage through earthly life, will reap every grain of 
that harvest — tares or corn, nettles or roses. . . . We may 
acclaim the riotion of a God, kind-hearted, indulgent, who 
is touched by our tears and prayers, who wil^forgive us our 
sins or fulfil our desires, if we will but humour Him. Bfit 
there is no such God. ... F#r better or for worse no man 
may escape*his Karma.’ 2 

This doctrine does not necessarily involve the acceptance 
of a personal fatality, or detendinism, for in our present life 
we may, by an effort towards amelioration, by our personal 
attitude towards the Karma which we cannot escape, build up 

1 Sinnett. The Growth of the Soul , page 137. 

1 Amould. Les Croyances Fondamentales du Bouddhisme . 
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merit for subsequent existences. Tim s, if the just man, suffer 
in his present life, the causes oFhis misery lie in a past 
existence, and his merit in this life will assuredly produce its 
effect in his next incarnation. The theory of reincarnation 
and Karma, it may be noted, makes a strong appeal to the 
human ideal of justice, for an ‘eternity of woe* seems an 
altogether excessive penalty for even the worst malefactors, 
and permanent bliss a rpward out of proportion to a brief 
life of virtue. If we are. to assume any sort of fair-play in 
the scheme of things, it is difficult to see any other solution 
which will bring eternity to terms with the allotted three- 
score years and ten wherein man shapes his destiny. 

Stress has been laid on the omnipotence and ubiquity of 
the law of causation. Not a sparrow falls to the ground. . . . 
‘Nothing’, Eliphas Levi has observed, in allusion to the 
claims of astrology, ‘is indifferent in Nature; a pebble more 
or less i*pon a road may crush or profoundly alter the 
fortunes of the greatest men and even of the greatest empires; 
much more, then, the position of a particular star oannot be 
indifferent to the destinies of the child who is beifig born, 
and who enters by the fact of his birth into the universal 
harmony of the sidereal world.’ This dictum* is quoted not 
to justify the pretensions of astrologists but to illustrate the 
extreme view of certain occull thinkers respecting so-called 
‘accidents’. More plausible is the hypothesis of a*fixed rela- 
tion between the micro- and macrocosm, Blake’s ‘grain of 
sand’ 1 and the universe or Eckhart’s ‘The meanest thing 
that one knows m God — for instance, if one could understand 
a flower as it has its being in God — this would be a Jiigher 
thing than the whole world!’ 

Dans une mort d’insecte on voit toils les desastres , 

Un rond d'azur suffit pour voir passer les astres . 2 

1 Thcic is a remarkable anticipation of Blake's famous couplet in the 
Second Century of Thomas Traherne. # 

‘Suppose a river, or a drop of wator, an apple or a sand, an ear of corn, 
or an herb: God knowefh infinite excellencies in it more than we: He 
seeth how it related to angels andfmen; how it represented all His attri- 
butes; how it conduced in its placet, by the best of means to the best of 
ends: and for this cause it cannot be beloved too much. God the Audor 
and God the End is to be beloved in it: Angels and men are to be beloved 
in it; and it is highly to be esteemed for all their sakes, O what a treasure 
in every sand when truly unSerstood!’ 

1 Rostand. Chantecler . 
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Th^t which is below n as that which is above/ Nothing 
is common or unclean but thinking makes it so. 1 Ulysses is 
like a great net let down from heaven including in the 
infinite variety of ijs take the magnificent and the petty, 
the holy and the obscene, inter-related, mutually symbolic. 
In this story of a Dublin day we read the epic of mankind. 
For such exact and scientiijc use of symbolism the nearest 
parallel to JUlysses is in the prophetic books of Blake. All 
truth, indeed, as Count Keyserling, has remarked, is ulti- 
mately symbolic. This must not be taken* to. mean merely 
that the artist is justified in fixing an # arbitrary set of Symbols 
to give life to his cosmology; it implies that, like the seed of 
the lotus or the grain of sand, the smallest particle of cf eation 
bears within it the secret of the whole. The same laws of 
causation, evolution, metempsychosis, are valid throughout. 
The part is a paradjgm of the whole and the growth of an 
embryo illustrates the evolution of the race. c We nflist find 
out and examine the vertues of things by way of similitude/ 
Resemblances are* not accidental, an3 what we term acci- 
dents arfi part of the activity of cosmic growth, and as 
essential as its normal processes. Thus, speaking of the 
‘errors’ of Shakespeare, ‘the greatest creator after God 5 , 
Stephen Dedalus remarks: ‘A man of genius makes no 
mistakes. His errors are volitional and are the portals of 
discovery/* Thus it is that in variations from the normal 
we may often perceive the trend of creative evolution. The 
interpretation of what Seems arbitrary, erropeous or hap- 
hazard, the scientific use of so-called unscientific methods 
are, inf -fact, the portals of discovery. 

Again, speaking of Shakespeare, Stephen remarks: 

‘He returns ‘after a life of absetice to that spot of earth 
where he was born, where he has always b^en, man and 
boy, a silent witness. . . . Maeterlinck says: ij Socrates leavt 
his house today he will find the sago seated on his doorsteps If Judas 

• 

1 Gf. Blake’s view that ‘Everything that live! is holy’. ‘Man has no 
body distinct from his soul; for that cabled Body is a portion of the Soul 
discern’d by the five Senses, the chief ftilets of Soul in this age/ Contempt 
of the carnal* exaggerated ‘soul-consciousness’, is the mark of the moral 
snob; Blake kn^w better than to regard the Body as an urtruly servant to 
be *kept in its place*. . 

2 ‘The Errors of a Wise Man make your Rule 
* Rather than the Perfections of a Fool/ 
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go forth tonight it is to Judas his* steps will tend . Every life is 
many days, day after day. We walk through ourselves, 
meeting robbers, ghosts, giants, old men, young men, wives, 
widows, brothers-in-love. But always jneeting ourselves.’ 1 

Thus Mr Bloom: ‘So it returns. Think you’re escaping 
and run into yourself. Longest way round is the shortest 
way home.’ Later (in the Circ 4 episode) Stephen, partially 
intoxicated, playing ‘a series of empty fifths’ on.the brothel 
piano, expounds the ritual perfection of the fifth. ‘The 
reason is because the fundamental and the dominant are 
separated by the greatest possible interval which ... is the 
greatest possible ellipse. Consistent with. The ultimate re- 
turn. The Octave. Which . . . What went forth to the ends 
of the world to traverse not itself. God, the sun, Shakespeare, 
a commercial traveller, * having itself traversed in reality 
itself becomes that self. Wait a moment. Wait a second. 
Damn faiat fellow’s noise in the street. 2 Self which it itself 
was ineluctably preconditioned t© become. Ecco /’ The 
longest way round is the shortest way home. To\firiti our- 
selves we must first lose our way. The road of excess . . . 

Thus the growth of the soul, the process of self-realizatipn, 
may be ultimately due to the ‘errors’ of the* individual, his 
growing-pains. Friction between the self anfl its surround- 
ings generates thought; indeed consciousness itself is a- con- 
sequence of non-adaptation — a vie\tf which has Been admir- 
ably resumed by M. Paul Valery in # a sequence of aphorisms. 

'Uhomme a the tout ce qui le fait, homme, des defects/ osites de son 
systime. 

Linsuffisance adaptation , les troubles de son accommodation , 

Vobligation de subir ce qiiil a appele irrationneL 

II les a sacresy il y a vu*la “melancolie ” , V indice d'un dge d’or 
fiisparu ou le pres sentiment de la diviniti et la promesse . 

Toute emotion , tout sentiment est me marque de ''defaut de con- 
struction ou d’ adaptation. Choc* non compensi . Marque de ressorts 
ou leur alteration . m • 

Ajouter d cela V adaptation ^artificielle — developpement de la con- 
science et de V intelligence. m 

1 ‘The soul is called a circle because it seeks itself, and & itself sought, 
findq itself and is itself found. But the irrational soul irritates a straight 
line, since it does not reverj to itself like a circle. 9 Olympiodorus. 

* ‘Noise in the street’*~a formula applied by Stephen Dedalus to 
describe the voice of God: Jupiter tonans . 
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Quelle etrange consiquende . La recherche de V emotion, la fabri- 
cation de Vimotion ; chercher d faire perdre la tite , d trouble r, d 
renverser. ... 

Et encore : pourquoi.y a-t-il des emotions physiologiques (sans 
quoi la nature se perdrait)? Nicessite de perdre V esprit , ou de voir 
partiellement , ou de former un monde fantastique — sans quoi le 
monde finirait! — Amour . # 

Les fonctityis fonies conscientes contre la vie . 

La non-adaptation finale. . . 

Nothing in creation is irrelevant; our ^crmrs’ a$p more 
than the automatic gestures of some* instinctive desire; they 
are part of the scheme of things, incidents on the loijg way 
round which we must travel to meet ourselves; they are — to 
use one of Stephen’s favourite words — ineluctable. Some 
critics of Ulysses , while accepting the work as a whole, accuse 
defects in this passage or that, in the technique^of one 
episode or another, and blame the author for leading us 
round unnecessary detours ; it is often (as will be demonstrated 
in the^coyrse of this commentary) precisely in the offending 
passages that the text is at its most significant. For no pas- 
sage, no phrase, in Ulysses is irrelevant^ in this grain of sand, 
tliis b&nal day in the life of an inglorious Dubliner, we may 
discover an entire synthesis o£ the macrocosm and a com- 
pelling symbol of the history of the race. 
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CHAPTER III 
[Continued] 
q 3. T.HE OMPHALOS 

T *He ancients placed the astral soul of man, the 
ywxv or his self-consciousness, in the pit of the stomach. 
The Brahmans shared this belief with Plato and other phil- 
osophers. . . . The navel was regarded* as “the circle of the 
sun”, tJie seat of internal divine light.’ 1 Similarly, Hermes 
Trismegistus held that the midst qf the world’s body is 
exactly beneath* the centre of heaven, and Robert *Fludd has 
written: Mundi circularis centrum est terra: humana vero rotunditas 
punctum centrale est secundum quosdam in % Mmbilico. This portion 
of the body, the navel*, has, partly for symbolic reasons* been 
associated by esoteric writers with the source of prophetic 
inspiration, as when the Pyt'hia was styled ventriloqua % vates . 
In Ulysses the fact of birth, a link in the chain 6f lives, and 
its attendant circumstances play an important part, for these 
are held to symbolize the return* to consciousness of the 
individual soul at reincarnation. The question of heredity 
will be discussed under the heading Fatherhood ; for the*present 
it is sufficient to point out that the fact of physical parentage 
does not create any authentic spiritual link between father 
and son — a point which is insisted on in several passages of 
• Ulysses . The soul reborn is spiritually distinct from both 
father and mother of the child; it is linked up by a bond, 
closer than that of birth or atavism, with its prGmcamations, 
an uninterrupted chain # ol existences on the immaterial 
plane. * 

In what is for an understanding of the esoteric side of 
Ulysses perhaps the most important episode of all] Proteus 9 we 
find the following passage in Stephen’s silent monologue. 
‘The cords of alUlihk back, strandentwining cable of 
1 Isis Unveiled , xlv. 
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all flesh. That is why mystij monks. Will you be as gods? 
Gaze in your omphalos. Hello. Kinch here. Put me on to 
Edenville. Aleph, alpha: nought, nought, one. 

Spouse and helpmate of Adam Kadmon: Heva, naked 
Eve. She had no navel. Gaze. Belly without blemish, bulg- 
ing big, a buckler of taut vellum, no, whiteheaped corn, orient 
and immortal, standing from everlasting to everlasting.’ 

The tone f .of this passage, half mocking, half intense, is 
characteristic of the conversation and soliloquies of Stephen 
Dedalus, ‘Kinch, the knifeblade’, sceptical, even of his 
scepticism. It is illustrative also of^the way in which his 
train of thought proceeds, by associations rather than by 
inferences (though Stephen, when he chooses, can bandy 
dialectic with the best). The reflexions which I have cited 
were inspired by the sight of two^ midwives ambling sea- 
wards; Stephen’s sequence of thought is: navel-umbilical- 
cord-cable-telephone. The umbilical telephone 1 Extends 
back to Eden, to Eve the navelless and her spouse, Adam 
Kadmon •(the kabalistic first man)? The* image of the 
‘buckler <?f taut vellum’ is derived from an Homeric associ- 
ation, for the Achaeaji shields were adorned with ‘white- 
hea’ped 5 omphaldi (bosses). 

iv 8e 1)1 dfjicpaXol aav b ieixoat xaaairiqovo 
• fevxol, iv 8i uiooioiv Srjv /uibavot; xvavoio. 2 

The reference to the first Paradise evokes in Stephen’s 
mind a memorable description from the Third Century of 
that silver-tongued mystic, Thomas TrahernC: 

‘The^corn was orient and immortal wheat, which never 
should # *be reaped, nor was ever sown. I thought it had 
stood from everlasting to everlasting. The dust and stones 
of the street were as precious as gold: the gates were at first 
the end of the world. The green trees when I saw them firsts 
through one 'of the gates transported and ravished me, their 
sweetness an<J unusual beauty friade my heart to leap, and 
almost mad with ecstasy, they-^re such strange and won- 
derful things. . . . Boys and girl^ tumbling in the street, and 
playing, were moving jewels. J knew not that they were 
born or should die; but all things abided eternally as they 
were in their proper places. Eternity was manifest in # the 

1 This Anastomosis of navelcords’ is agaifi mentioned at page 374. 

a Iliad, XI, *34. 
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Light, of the Day, and something infinite behind everything 
appeared: which talked with my expectation and moved 
my desire. The city seemed to stand in Eden, or to be built 
in Heaven.’ 

9 

In the Proteus episode Stephen has like moments of ecstasy, 
when, not in entire forgetfulness, he is ‘almosting’ the ‘some- 
thing infinite behind everythin’. 

Stephen’s grotesque conception of an umbilicaj telephone- 
line from Dublin Bay. to ooi Edenville is a very modem 
adaptation of.thd oriental belief that the navel is die seat of 
prophetic power. Thus, we find in an Indian hymn: ‘Hear, 
O sons of the gods, one who speaks through his navel for 
he hafls you in his dwellings!’ Modern Parsis are said to 
maintain that adepts have a mystic flame in their navel 
which lights up for them the spiritual world; this flame is 
called the Light of the initiate. , 

TheMea of a ‘cable’, a cord linking up the generations of 
mankind is familiar to esoteric thinkers. ‘Though personali- 
ties ever shift, ' the one line of life along which they are 
strung like beads, runs unbroken .’ 1 ‘The end or goal of 
this earthly life is not within this life, which is but one link 
in a chain that, like all creation, extends in both directions 
into the eternal, absolute and infinite, whence all has 
emanated, wherein all things move and evolve in a sequence 
of transformations .’ 2 • 

In his interesting analysis of the structure of Ulysses , 3 
Professor E. Curtius bbserves that the persistence of the 
‘Omphalos-Complex’ in Ulysses indicates that nativity is one 
of the main therfles of the work. The first use of ths> word 4 
is in Stephen’s broken soliloquy (suggested by a remark of 
Mulligan that he and Stephen between them might ‘hellen- 
ize’ Ireland, and a reference to Matthew Arnold): ‘To our- 
selves 5 . . .'new paganism . . . Omphalos.’ Stephen imag- 
ines an association between the Martello tower where he 
and Mulligan are living and the seat of the Delphic oracle, 
the world’s omphalos. Mifllfgan, a few pages later, explicitly 
describes the tower as the authentic omphalos of all the towers 
set up by ‘Billy Pitt’, and 1 , in another context, ribaldly 

1 A. P.' Sinnett. Esoteric Buddhism. 

* A. Arnould. Les Qroyances Fondamentales du Bouddkisme. 

* Neue Schweizer Rundschau. Heit I. 1929. 

4 Page 7. * The Sinn Fein motto. 
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proposes to found and manage on his own account a ‘ferti- 
lising farm, called Omphalos with an obelisk hewn and 
erected after the fashion of Egypt’, thus tombining the 
‘tower’ and ‘navel’ motifs. 

Mr Bloom, too, starts out from an omphalos, for, in the 
first scene of his Odyssey, entitled Calypso, his home at No. 7 
Eccles Street is (as indicated in my commentary on that 
episode) a replica, mutatis mutandis,, of the isle of Ogygia, 
where Calypso dwelt; a ‘navel of the sea’, as Homer 
describes it. • > 

Victor Berard’s theory on the Homeric use of thfc word 
explains, perhaps, the at first rather surprising association 
of the Martello tower with the ‘omphalos motif’ in Ulysses. 

‘I translate’, M. Bcrard says, e 6 p<pakog by highest point, and 
v 1)011) d/uipiQvrrj, SOi r’dfupakog eon Odkaaarjg by isle set in the 
waters, whence there ris$s a navel of the sea. The usual transla- 
tion of 6 fi<pakog is central point and it is thought tlfbt the 
poet’s conception of the island of Calypso is that it was a 
navel, a central point of the sea, as, lhter, Delphi became, 
for the Greeks, the navel of the earth. This is not the place 
to discuss the reasons which led the Hellenes thus to describe 
Delphi or their interpretation of the word “navel”. That 
nomenclature and interpretation belong to a period later 
than Homer’s. In the Iliad and'Odyssey “omphalos’’ merely 
signifies a round protuberance, a swelling.’ (Compare the 
Joycean phrase: bulging big, a buckler of taut vellum.) ‘The 
Homeric shields have not one omphalos but ten or twenty, 
scattered over their surface. Crete had on its upper plateau 
the City of the Navel. The Bible speaks* of peoples who 
come down from the mountains, navels of the earth.’ 1 

The ‘tower’ allusions in Ulysses should therefore be directly 
associated with the navel motif and need not necessarily be 
held to refer Jo that favourite quarry of the syrftbol-hunter, • 
the phallic emblem. The motif of the ‘tower’ is usually 
allied with the idea of birth or reincarnation. Thus Mr 
Bloom muses on the endless monotonous chain of 
human ‘generations. ‘One born' every second somewhere. 
Other dying every second. .* . . Cityful passing away, 
another cityful coming, passing away too: other coming on, 
passing on. Houses, lines of houses, streets, mifes of pave- 
ments, piledup bricks, stones. Changing hands. This owner, 

1 lies Phiniciens et I'Odyssie. Tome I, page 190. 
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thlat. Landlord never dies tljey »say. . . . Slaves Chinese 
wall. Babyldn. Big stones left. Round towers 1 . . . mush- 
room houses, built of breeze. Shelter for the night.’ The 
landlord who never dies may be compared with the soul 
which, ever changing its mortal tenement, endures immortal 
from everlasting to everlasting, and it is significant that Mr 
Bloom visualizes ‘round towers’ in this context. 

In the Circe episode, where the most secret, thoughts of 
Stephen and Mr Bloojn are endowed with a spectral life, 
the culminating moment of the pandemonium is followed 
by a fantastic Black Mass. The ‘stage-directions’ are: On an 
eminence, the centre of the earth, rises the field altar of Saint 
Barbara* Black candles rise from its gospel and epistle horns. 
From the high barbicans of the tower two shafts of light fall on 
the smokepalled altarstone. On the altarstone Mrs Mina Purefoy, 
goddess of unreason, lies naked, fettered, a chalice resting on her 
swollen • belljy. In this passage all the ramifications of the 
omphalos theme are anastomized; naked Eve, ‘belly without 
blemish, bulging big’, is personified by* Mrs Purefoy, that 
proliferent mother, who has just (as described in the pre- 
ceding episode, the Oxen of the Sun) given birth to yet another 
child. The vision of the ‘high barbicans of the tower’ whence 
‘two shafts of light fall on the smokepalled altarstone’ is an 
exact recall of the scene at the Martello tower where Stephen 
took his breakfast (described in the first episode:' Telemachus). 
‘Two shafts of soft daylight fall across the flagged floor from 
the high barbicans: at the meeting of their rays a cloud of 

1 The round towers of Ireland, which were built as a refuge for the 
monks at the time of the Viking inroads, were, however, slender, obelisk- 
like erections and 'different in shape from the squat Martello towers 
which (as Mulligan says) w8re built by Pitt ‘when the French were 
on the sea*. (^lulligan is quoting from the song ‘Oh the French are on 
the sea, Says fhe Sean Bhean Bhocht’. The last three \trords mean ‘the 
poor old woman’, Ireland; she has just appeared to the young men in the 
Martello tower in the likeness of a poor old milkwomag.) Both kinds of 
tower, however, were circular^ ^nd Mr Bloom’s reference to ‘rbund 
towers* is probably an allusioiffa/the omphalos . This allusion is, of course, 
unconscious; Mr Bloom has ncrc read the esoteric tracts fronl which I 
quote in this introduction. But he has an uncanny flair for the esoteric, 
and there are many curious correspondences between his thoughts and 
Stephen’s. 

* Saint Barbara is the patron of gunsmiths; the jfowder-roofh on 
Italian ships is called th^Slnta Barbara (cf. the French Ste-Barbe). The 
altar of the omphalos is a powder-magazine, womb of dyriamic outburst. 
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coalsn\oke and fumes of«frigd grease floated, turning.’ The 
‘chalice’ which rests on the body of the naked woman is a 
transmutation of the shaving-bowl which 'Buck Mulligan 
mockingly elevated, standing on the platform of the Tower , 1 
blessing gravely thrice the surrounding country and awaking 
mountains and chanting Introibo ad altare Dei. 

The omphalos is thus at once a symbol of birth (the ex- 
plosion of \yhite, fecund gram, orieijt and immortal), of the 
strand thaf links back generation 1,0 generation and of a 
legendary eastern isle embossed on a smo©th # shield of sea, 
lost paradise, the uncorrupted Edcn^ of Traherne’s etstasv. 

1 See my commentary on the Telemachus episode, where the rhythmic 
recurrence of allusions to a ‘bowl*, of lather, of bile, of sea, is diScussed. 
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CHAPTER III 
[continued] 
q 4. PATERNITY 

O ne of the most interesting and, at the same time, most 
difficult of problems in the interpretation of Ulysses is 
the relation between young Stephen Defialus and mature Mr 
Bloom. It is obvious that throughout the flux of events which 
is observed and recorded by the author from hour to hour of' 
that memorable day, June 16, 1904, there is a continuous 
movement towards a pre-ordained event, the meeting of 
Stephen and Bloom, ^nd that, after they have met, the move- 
ment slows down and its force is gradually dissipated*in the 
sleepy, retrospective atmosphere of the caTbman’s shelter 
(. Eumaeus ), the disintegrative analysis of Ithaca ajid the* level 
monotone of Mrs Bloom’s slumber-song. In a flash the circuit 
has been closed and the dynamism has spent itself. Stephen’s 
gesture in the«brothel symbolizes the finality of that moment. 
‘He lifts his ashplant high with both hands and smashes the 
chandelier. Time’s livid final flame leaps and, in th£Yollow- 
ing darkness, ruin of all space, shattered glass and toppling 
masonry.’ There have been many premonitions of this catas - 
c trophe (the Circe scene, where it takes place, is in dramatic 
form, and, as often in Hellenic drama, it follows a ‘recogni- 
tion’) in earlier episodes. 1 As I have already looted, there is 
an intermittent telepathij^^mmunication, a seepage of the 
current, so to speak, betw^fen Stephen and Mr Bloojn, even 
before they meet each other; after that event they seem to be 

• 

Vide page& 24 (‘I hear the ruin of all space’), 43 (‘Shattered glass and 
toppling masonry’), 373 (‘time’s ruins build eternity’s' mansions*)* 407 
(‘even now that day is at hand when he shall come to judge the world by 
fire*), 476 (‘they say the last day is coming this summer*). 
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using different languages — the accumulated energy has run 
down in a ‘livid final flame 5 . 

What exactly is the relation 1 between these two comple- 
mentary types, the intellectual and the instinctive, and what 
was the author’s intention in his treatment of Mr Bloom (a 
fact often pointed out by commentators of Ulysses ) as the 
spiritual father of Stephen Pedalus? 

First of ay it is necessary to establish an absolute distinction 
between parenthood, in the ordinary sense of the word, and 
the spiritual ‘heredity 5 of the new-born softl. .‘Physical par- 
ents cannot be the progenitors of the spiritual germ of the 
child, that germ is the product of a previous spiritual 
evolution .’ 2 That evolution is governed, down to the siftallest 
detail, by the law of Merit. 

‘The diversities of human lot are. not the sport of brainless 
chance — the outcome of what by an absurd phrase we some- 
times call the accident of birth. There is no “accident 55 . . . . 
With the same inevitable certainty thaj; force on the spiritual 
plane ‘governs the* combination of molecules of matter — 
though the bewildering complexity of even that aspect of 
force dazzles the mind as we attempt to follow out its work- 
ings — so does the far more exalted force which gives effect to 
the primary latvs of nature in £he moral world operate with 
an exactitude that no chemical reactions can eclipse .’ 3 

‘Physical forms are transmitted on the plane of physical 
evolution from father to .son with sometimes remarkable re- 
semblances; in such cases heredity is not the*cause but the 
concomitant of the attributes manifested, by the son. His 
independent soul Karma has required such a vehicle as the 
man who becomes his father wap physically qualified to 
engender. Many illustrations might be taken from Nature to 
show her various forces and powers playing inrthis way into* 
one another’s hands .’ 4 

If such a thing as a ‘mistake’ were possible in the' ordered 
progress of the soul, an instant^ would be the case of infant 
mortality. As Mr Bloom is following Dignam’s remains to 
the cemetery, he sees ‘a tiny coffin flash by’. ‘A dwarf’s face 

1 Der Komplexdes Vater-Sohn Problems, as Professor CurtX& has described 
it (JVeue Schweizer Rundschau, January, 1929^. 

* Hartmann. Magic, page 70. 

3 Sinnett. the Growth qf the Soul, page 66. 
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mauve and wrihkled like little *Rufly’s was. Dwarf’s, body, 
weak as - putty, in a whitelined deal box. Burial friendly 
society pays. Penny a week for a sod of turf. Our. Little. 
Beggar. Baby. Meant nothing. Mistakg of nature.’ 

Even as a schoolboy Stephen recognized his spiritual in- 
dependence of his ‘consubstantial father 1 and of his father’s 
friends. c An abyss of fortune or temperament sundered him 
from them. His mind seemed older than theiiy: it shone 
coldly on their strifes and happiness and regrets like a moon 
upon a younger fearth .’ 1 All through Ulysses we find pass- 
ages indicating that Stephen has definitely renounced the 
‘fiction’ of fatherhood. ‘Wombed in sin darkness I was too, 
made ‘not begotten.’ ‘I moved among them on the frozen 
Liffey, that I, a changeling, among the spluttering resin 
fires.’ ‘He saw clearly, top, his own futile isolation. . . . He 
felt that he was hardly of the one blood with them, but stood 
to thenf rather in the mystical kinship of fosterage, fosterchild 
and fosterbrother .’ 2 ‘Paternity may be a legal fiction. Who 
is the father of afiy son that any son should love hinror he any 
son?’ ‘A father is a necessary evil.’ ‘Fatherhood, in # the sense 
of conscious begetting, is unknown to, man. It is a mystical 
estate, an apostolic succession, from only begetter to only 
begotten .’ 3 • 

A passage in the Sirens episode shows that even Mr Dedalus 

was dimly conscious of the ‘abyss’ that sundered them, that 

Stephen was a ‘changeling’. 

c * 

‘He 4 greeted Mr Dedalus and got a nod. 

“Greetings froiji the famous son of a famous father.” 

“Who may he be?” Mr Dedalus asked. 

Lenehan opened most genial arms. Who? 

“Who may he be?” he asked. “Can you ask? Stephen, 
the youthful bard.” 

‘ Dry. 

Mr Dedalus, famous father, laid by his dry filled pipe. 

“I see,” he said. “I didnhrgcognize him for the momertt.” ’ 

It is clear that paternity^ in the physical meaning of the 
word, would be incompatible with the central theme of 
Ulysses , the ‘atonement’ of Stephen, eternal naysayer, and 
positivist Mr 'Bloom, the discharge (symbolized by the flash 

1 A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man. Page 107. . 

‘Ibid. Page m. 1 Ulysses. Page 198. * Lenehan. 
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of lightning which plays* upon their encounter at the House 
of Birth) of a high-tensional current between negative and 
positive poles. But ‘all truth is ultimately symbolic*. ‘What 
is nature?* Novalis a^ks, and replies: ‘An exact, encyclopaedic 
index, or plan, of our spirit.’ Above and beyond the physical 
fact of fatherhood, there is a mystic relationship which, like 
the birth motif \ enters into yearly every religion, popular or 
esoteric, catholic or pagan. In Ulysses we find recalls of the 
great controversies concerning the relations of Father, Son 
and Holy Ghost, which sundered the uftity of the Early 
Church, the moot ‘procession’ jilioqfie. 1 

‘The proud potent titles clanged over Stephen’s memory 
the triumph of their brazen bells: et unam sanctam catholicam 
et apostolicam ecclesiam : the slow growth and change of rite 
and dogma like his own rare thoughts, a chemistry of stars. 
Symbol of the apos>lcs in the mass for pope Marccllus, the 
voices blended, singing alone loud in affirmation: ancf behind 
their chant the vigilant angel of the chyrch militant disarmed 
and menaced her* heresiarchs. A horde of* heresies fleeing 
with mitres awry: Photius and the brood of mockers of whom 
Mulligan was one, and Arius, waning^ his life long upon the 
consubstantialitv of the Son with the Father, and Valentine, 
spurning Christ’s terrene body^and the subtle African heresi- 
arch'Sabellius who held that the Father was Himself His own 
Son.’ 2 

‘They 3 clasped and sundered, dijl the coupler’s will. From 
before the ages He willed me and now msyy not will me 
away or ever. A lex eterna stays about Him. Is that then the 
divine? Substance wherein Father and Son are consubstan- 
tial? Where is poor dear Arius to try conclusions? Warring 
his life long on the contransmagflificandjewbangtantiality. 
Illstarred heresiarch. In a Greek watercloset t he breathed 
his last: euthanasia.’ 4 

Stephen, ‘tjie son striving to 6e atoned with the father’, is 

1 This* theme is dealt with, in characteristic fashion, in the fable of the 
Mookse and the Gripes (vide Three Fragments from Work in Progress , pub- 
lished by the Black Sun Press, Paris)! . . the loggerthuds of his sakel- 
leries were fond at variance with the synodals of his some p oolium and his 
babjkissed nepogreasymost got the hoof from his philidquus.’ The pope 
of Rome (whose slipper or ‘baboosh’ is kissed by the faithful) gets ‘the 
hoof* from the filioque , here presented as somtf queer kind of horse! 

* Page 20. ■ i.e. Stephen’s parents. 4 Page 38. 
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the second person of the trinity of Ulysses . 1 If the analogy 
suggested by these words sound blasphemous to orthodox 
ears, such an idea contains nothing offensive to the mystic. 

‘The whole story of the crucifixion is enacted afresh in the 
case of every human soul that attains spiritual exaltation. It 
is the allegory of the soul’s progress. It is the only process by 
which redemption can be acccftnplished — and it is vividly 
appreciated as soon as 'we understand the occi>lt teaching 
concerning the lqwer ahd higher self .’ 2 

The growth of the soul is a process towards atonement, a 
return, the octave. In die Circe episode the Reverend Elijah 
Dowioharangues the company at the brothel . 3 * ‘Are you a god 
ora doggone clod? If the second advent came to Coney Island 
are we ready? Florry Christ, Stephen Christ, Zoe Christ, 
Bloom Christ, Kitty Christ, Lynch Chrjst, it’s up to you to 
sense that cosmic force.’ The Christ-Stephen correspondence 
is clearly hinted at in certain passages of the episodes Scylla and 
Charybdis and the Oxfn of the Sun (q.v.). .The personality of 
Stephen, it may be noted, fits better the Blakean ‘than the 
orthodox conception of the Second Person of the Trinity. 

« * * 
Was Jesus gentle, or did he 

Give any marks of .Gentility? 

When twelve years old he ran away , 

And left his Parents in dismay. 

When after three days 5 SQrrow found, 

Loud as Sinai’s trumpet sound: 

‘No Earthly Parents I confess. . . . 5 

I am sure this Jesus will not do 
Either for Englishman or Jew. 

• Human life* is a process of adjustment, a striving after 
‘atonement 5 with a sublime father; achieved adjustment 

1 In Ulysses, as in certain ancient cults, the third person is the female 
element. ‘The trinity of the Egyptians and that of the mythological 

Greeks’, H. P. Blavatsky observes in Isis Unveiled , ‘were alike representa- 
tions of the first triple emanation 'containing two male principles and 
one female. Itjjs the union of the male Logos, or wisdom*, the revealed 

Deity, with the ftmale Aura or Anima Mundi — the “holy Tneuma”, which 
is the Sephira of the KabalisQ and the Sophia of the refined Gnostics — that 
produced all things visible and invisible.’ 

* A. P. Sinnett. The Growth of the Soul, page 48. 
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would involve personal extinction, yet it is the end to which 
all creation moves. There is a perpetual levelling in the 
universe, a crumbling of individualities, which, like moun- 
tains, are slowly eroded, silted down, towards the plain of 
uniformity, towards Amalgamation in a ‘perfect round’. ‘But 
where are we going?’ Novalis asks, and answers: ‘Always 
home.’ That return is symbolized in the tale of Odysseus, in 
a thousand and one legends of all rages, and its biblical para- 
digm is the homecoming of the Prodigal Son. Thus Stephen, 
in the brothel, chides himself: ‘Filling my b«lly with the husks 
of swine. Too much of this. I will arise and go to my.’ (He 
does not pronounce the word ‘father’, perhaps because the 
meeting with his ‘spiritual father’ has already taken #place; 
‘the motion is ended’ — as Stephen says of Shakespeare’s re- 
turn ‘after a life of absence to that spot of earth where he was 
born’, to die.) Stephen sees himself condemned to eat the 
husks left over by the prosperous Mulligan and Haines. ‘You 
have eaten all we left,’ Mulligan says to him after breakfast. 
Steph«n4ater 1 recalls this remark. ‘Ctome, Kinch, you have 
eaten all* we left. Ay. I will serve you your orts and offals.’ 
Towards the close of Ulysses > Bloom asks Stephen, ‘Why did 
you le^ave your father’s house?’ and, watching him carouse 
in the company of the medical students, pities him Tor that he 
livec^ riotously with those wastrels and murdered his goods 
with whores’. Bloom, the Jew, recalls (in an early episode) 
a similar theme in a play adapted from the Old Testament, 
the scene where the old blind Abraham recognizes Nathan’s 
voice and puts his fingers on his face. ‘Nathan’s voice! His 
son’s Ypice! 1 hear the voice of Nathan who left his father to 
die of grief and misery in my arms, who left the house of his 
father and left the God of his father.’ 

In a recent criticism of Ulysses it has been suggested that 
Stephen’s attitude to his consubstantial father* is contempt 
tuous (whereas he respects his/nother). It is true that what 
he .sees of maternity is its tragic aspect, what he sees of 
paternity is its comic side. But,! s for the Jtalians who in anger 
adjure *the putanna madonna 2 and yet are the race who have 
imposed her cult oii Europe, so familiarity, for Stephen, does 
not imply Contempt. In the Circe episode even Shakespeare, 
whp to Stephen seems ‘the greatest creator afteftjod’, takes on 
a grotesque aspect — his brothel self— and stammers inane 
Page 205. * Vide page 581. 
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gibberish. Even in the tragic apparition of Stephen’s dead 
mother (in the same episode) there are touches of the ridi- 
culous — that deflation of sentiment to which I have already 
referred. Mr Dedalus pere is really one of the ‘sympathetic’ 
characters of Ulysses and Stephen deeply feels his own ‘futile 
isolation’. And, after all, he is equally (indeed, more) aloof 
from, and ironic towards, his ‘spiritual father’, the Jew who 
boldly defied the Citizen and ”told him his God, I mean 
Christ, was a jew too, qnd all his family like me’. 

‘ “Ex quibus” Stephen mumbled in a noncommittal accent, 
their two or four eyes conversing, “ Christus or Bloom his name 
is, or, after all, any other, secundum carnem .” ’ 

Thedast pages of the Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man are 
clearly an invocation to fatherhood — but to what father, 
whether to the artificer Daedalus, or to a heavenly or an 
earthly father, it is difficult to say, perhaps Stephen himself 
hardly knows. Even the meeting with Bloom is, for him, no 
release from his hopeless quest, no remedy for his futile isola- 
tion. Stephen’s attitude is really one of despair; ho has not 
lost a father, like Tclemachus, but he can never find one. 
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CHAPTER IV 

q i. DUBLINERS-VIKINGS-ACHAEANS 

T he book of Ballymote is one of the earliest docu- 
ments dealing with Irish history which we possess; it was 
compiled by several scribes from earlier records, at Ballymote 
in Sligo, about the year 1391. Amongst its contents are 
genealogies of all the principal Irish families, tales of tlje Irish 
kings, the translation of an Argonautica and a history of the 
War of Troy. 1 In the list of the peoples described as having 
fought aOroy appears the name Trapcharla, an authentic- 
ated Irish place-name (Co. Limerick), whose derivation is 
said to be either .torf-karl, ‘a turf-cutter’,, or thorp-karl, ‘a small 
farmer*. *' 

But the legendary association of the early Irish with the 
Achafcans oj- their neighbours is far from being limited to a 
casual reference in the *Book of Ballymote. The following 
extracts from P. W. Joyce’s Concise. History of Ireland indicate 
that Irish chroniclers had a strongly rooted* belief in the 
Grecian origins of the Irish race. The manuscripts describe a 
series 6F five colonizations. (1) ‘ The Parthalonians: the first 
colony, a.m. 2520. The first man that led a colony to Ireland 
after the flood was a chief named Parthalon, who came from 
Greece with his wife, three sons and 1,000 followers.’ (2) 
The NemedianHs: the second colony, a.m. 2850. These were the 
followers of one Nemed who caFne from Scythia. Both they 
and* the Parftialonians succuiibed in large numbers to a 
plague., (3) ‘The Firblogs, the third colofly, a.m. 3266, came 
from Greece under the leadership of the five sons of Dela, 
who led them to Ireland. Those brothers partitioned the 
country into five provinces, Ulster, Leinstei^MHonnaught, 
and* the two Munsters.’ (4) ‘The Dedannans, the fourth col- 

1 P. W. Joyce. A Concise History of Ireland. 
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ony, a.m. 3303, also came from Greece, and were celebrated 
for their skill in magic. . . . The Dedannans were in subse- 
quent ages deified and became Side (Shee) or fairies, whom 
the ancient Irish worshipped.’ (5) The Milesians: the fifth 
colony, a.m. 3500. ‘From Scythia, their original home, they 
began their long pilgrimage. Tlieir first migration was to 
Egypt, where they were sojourning at the time that Pharaoh 
and his host were drowned in the Red Sea; and after wander- 
ing through Europe for many generations they arrived in 
Spain. Here thfcy abode for a long time, and at last they 
came to Ireland with a fleet of thirty ships under the com- 
mand of the eight sons of the hero Miled or Milesius.’ Five of 
the eight brothers perished; of the remaining three, one, 
Eremon, established himself as sole king in Ireland. 

Milesius is referred to in Ulysses 1 where the ‘Citizen’ speaks 
of the ancient Irish flag, ‘the oldest flag afloat, three crowns 
on a Blue field, the three sons of Milesius’. Again 2 we read: 
‘Return Clan Milly: forget me not, O Milesian.’ 

It is noteworthy that the Milesians made a loi.g-stay in 
Spain before proceeding northwards; of the trinity'of person- 
ages who dominate Ulysses, one, Mrs Bloom, is, on her 
mother’s side, of Spanish descent, and was bom a*- Gibraltar. 
‘Pride of Calpe’s rocky mount (Gibraltar), the ravenhaired 
daughter of Tweedy. There she grew to peerless Ijeauty 
where loquat and almond scent the air. The gardens of 
Alameda knew her step: the garths of olives knew and 
bowed.’ In a characteristic outburst the Sinn Feiner ‘Citizen’ 
asks: ‘Where are the Greek merchants that came through the 
Pillars of Hercules, the Gibraltar now grabbed by the foe of 
mankind, with gold and Tyrian purple to sell in Wexford at 
the fair of Carmen?’ Later, he refers to ‘our trade with 
Spain. . . . Spanish ale in Galway, the winebark on the 
winedark Waterway.* 1 

A curious incident, connecting the early inhabitants of 
Ireland' with Spain and the opposite African coast, is re- 
corded in one of the ‘ Three Fragments of Annals’, preserved in 
the Burgundian library at Brussels. It appears that in the 
early ninth century a party 1 of the Lochlanns 3 

*.Page 314.** * Page 375. 

* Stephen sees himself (page 45), in retrospect, one of the ‘nobid race 
of Lochlanns’ (as an old* Irish chronicle describes them), yet, in that life 
as in this, a changeling, a son for ever banished from his father. ‘Galleys 
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‘rowed forward across the'Captabrian Sea until they reached 
Spain, and they inflicted many evils in Spain, both by killing 
and plundering. They afterwards crossed the Gaditanian 
Straits [the Straits of # Cadiz] and fought a battle with the 
Mauritani [Moors] .... They carried off a great host of the 
Moors as captives to Erin and these are the blue men of Erin. 
Long indeed were these bluQ men in Erin.’ 

Speaking ©f this expedition, Depping ( Histoire des Expedi- 
tions Maritimes des Normans) records that the Scandinavians 
‘sailed up the Guadalquiver’ and, having defeated the Moors 
who opposed their attack on Seville,* pillaged the city and 
retired to their ships ‘bringing with them much booty and a 
crowd of prisoners, who perhaps never again behel<3 the 
beautiful sky of Andalusia’. 

The name of the ‘blue men’ given to these Moors is bor- 
rowed from the Scandinavian Vikings for whom Africa was 
the ‘Blauland hit Mikla’ or Great Blueland. 1 In my notes on 
the Ca lypso episode the theory that attributes an African 
original' tq the Honferic Ogygia, Calypso’s isfe, and its bear- 
ing on the structure of that episode, will be discussed. There 
are. many references t® the Moors in Ulysses, to the Moor 
OthellcJ, to” the ‘morrice’ (Moorish) d*ances ‘imps of fancy 
of the Moors’* ‘the nine men’s morrice with caps of 
• 

of the Lochlarms ran here to beach, in quest of prey, their bloodbeaked 
prows riding low on a molten pewter surf. Dane vikings, tores of toma- 
hawks aglitter on their breasts*when Malaschi wore the collar of gold. A 
school of turlhide whales stranded in hot noon, spouting? hobbling in the 
shallows. .Then from the starving cage work city p horde of jerkined 
dwarfs, Ifty people, with flayers’ knives, running, scaling, hacking in 
green blubbery whalemeat. Famine, plague and slaughters. Their blood, 
is in me, their lusts my waves. I moved ampng them on the frozen Liffey, 
that I, a changeling, among the spluttering resin fires. I spoke to no-one: 
none to me 9 With this may be compared a similar passage in The Por- 
trait (page 194).* ‘He heard a confused music within him as of memories 5 
and names which he was almost conscious of but could not capture even 
for an instant; then the music seemed 40 recede, to recede, to recede: and 
from each receding trail of nebulous* music there fell always one long- 
drawn calling note, piercing like a star the dusk ofsilence. Again! Again! 
Again! A voice from beyond the world was calling. . . . Now, as never 
before, his strange name seemed to him a prophecy. So timeless seemed 
the grey warm air, so fluid and impersonal his own mood, that all ages 
were f as one to him. A moment before the ghost of the anaent kingdom 
of the Danes had looked forth through the yesture of the hazewrapped 
city. . . .* • 

1 G. Haliday. The Scandinavian Kingdom of Dublin, page 1 16. 
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indices 9 , 1 and to Mrs Bloom’c ‘Moorish 9 eyes whieh, after 
her marriage with Leopold Bloom, never again beheld the 
beautiful sky olf Andalusia. 

Such is a brief outline of the legendary connexion between 
ancient Ireland and the Mediterranean; less precise, though 
perhaps more authentic, is the analogy which can be drawn 
between the history of Dublin and the conditions of the 
Homeric age, as described in the Odyssey. 

‘That Dublin owes its importance, if not its origin, to the 
Norsemen may £>e inferred from the almost total silence of the 
historians and annalists regarding it in the years preceding 
the Scandinavian inroads. It is probable that there was a fort 
to guard the hurdle-ford (the old name for Dublin was Baile - 
atha-Cliath , the town of the hurdle-ford) where the great road 
from Tara to Wicklow, Arklow and Wexford crossed the 
Liffey^ but it seems to have played no** great part in history 
before the Norsemen fortified it in 840. During the ninth 
and tenth centuries t^he Kingdom of. Dublin — known to the 
Scandinavians * as Dyflinarski — became* one of* tfre most 
powerful in the west. The Dublin kings intermarried with 
royal families in Ireland, England and Scotland, and, be- 
tween the years 919 and 950 ruled, though in somewhat 
broken succession, as Kings of York.’ 2 

1 The importance and influence of numbers have been recognized by 
many schools of mystics, the most important of which was probably the 
Pythagorean. ‘Since of all things numbers are the first,* Aristotle tells us, 
‘in numbers they [the Pythagoreans] thought they perceived many analo- 
gies to things thdt exist . . . they supposed the elements of numbers to be 
the elements of all things.* Numbers play an important part in Ulysses . As 
Mr Bloom remarks, ‘Do anything you like with figures juggling* J and the 
number of his house in Eccles Street (to which I shall refer later) is a 
‘mystic number*. The ‘nine men’s morrice’ is an allusion to the Arabic 
origin of the decimal system, which replaced the quinary or five-finger 
method of calculation. It is interesting to note that an exceptionally in- 
tricate passage in Mr. Joyce’s Work in Progress (vide The Muddest Thick 
that was ever heard dump in Three Fragments , Black Sun Press, Paris) is, in 
effect, a fantasia on the quinary scale. There is probably an allusion to 
this scale in Stephen*s # ‘hol}ow fifths*, ‘the greatest possible interval* be- 
tween the notes of the octave, already mentioned; here, too, we find, 
doubtless, the recall of a Pythagorean dogma, the treatment of the octave 
as the reconciliation of the unlimited and the limiting . 

* A. WdLhh'iJScandinavian Relations with Ireland , page 22/ The action of 
Ulysses takes place entirely within the Dyflinarski (which is not on\y the 
Qstmen’s pale but is also coincident with the ecclesiastical jurisdiction of 
the Bishops of Dublin anti Glendalough) . The unity of place is thus con- 
firmed by both civil and religious authority. 
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The early growth of Dublin. was due to a series of waves of 
invaders from the north. The Ostmen (or Danes, as the Irish 
called them) intermarried freely with the natives, and so in- 
timate was the intermixture of races that ‘it is doubtful 
whether the kings of*Dublin during the eleventh century 
should be called Irish or Scandinavian’. In the ninth and 
tenth centuries the invaders frequently married the women 
they had taken as captives, and the, ruling classes of both 
nations confirmed their alliances by intermarriages. The 
first coins used in Ireland were minted during the reign of 
Sitric Silken-Beard, who was of mixec( descent. Many of the 
place-names mentioned in Ulysses — Howth (O.N. hofuth, a 
head), Ireland’s Eye (O.N. ey, an island), Leixlip (O.N. 
Laxhleypa, salmon-leap) are of Norse provenience. 

The humanizing effects of Saint Patrick’s mission to Ire- 
land had continued l9ng after his death and, before the in- 
cursions of the Norsemen mentioned above, a long suc«ession 
of saints and scholars had won for Ireland the proud title 
insula semtorum et dactorum. From all parts of Europe, even, 
it is recorded, from Egypt, students flocked to Ireland to pro- 
fit by the wisdom of the.Irish ollavs, ‘There were ollavs of the 
several prpfessiohs, just as we have doctors of Law, Medicine, 
Philosophy, Lit*rature, etc.’ An ollav sat at table next to the 
king qr chief. If the Viking inroads disturbed the progress of 
scholastic culture, they stimulated by way of compensation 
the cult of the saga. ‘At the close of the tenth century story- 
telling was in high favour in Ireland, and the professional 
story-teller was able not only to recite any on*e of the great 
historical talcs, but to improvise, if the 'occasion arose.’ 1 
‘The importance of Dublin as a Scandinavian colony is . . . 
strongly marked in its connexion with other colonies of the 
Norsemen. Of these one of the most celebrated was Ice- 
land.’® Of all the makers of sagas the Icelanders were the • 
most expert. ‘Icelandic poets wjere received with favour not 
only in Norway, but elsewhere, for instance in England and 
Ireland.’ 8 ‘After their settlemdit in Iceland the Norsemen, 
their sohs and descendants, brought thither fresh tales of the 
old country, acquired in their yearly voyages to Norway as 
traders or dtherwise. These they put into sagas or tales; or 
the .skalds, the professional oral chroniclers, recited them at 

1 Ibid. Page 69. * The Scandinavian Kingdom of Dublin , page 98. 

' Scandinavian Relations with Ireland, page 66. 
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banquets and public meetings* interspersing in their, recitals 
fragments of ancient verse to adorn and enliven them, a 
practice they probably learned in Ireland . 5 And it is signi- 
ficant that ‘Irish names were borne by some of the foremost 
characters of the heroic age in Iceland, especially the poets, 
of whom it was also remarked that most of them were dark 
men.’ A connexion between tfie Irish ollavs and the Ice- 
landic or Scandinavian bards is well established. According 
to the Book of Leinster , ‘the poet who had attained the rank of 
ollav was bopnd to know for recital to kings and chieftains 
two hundred and fifty tales of prime importance and one 
hundred secondary ones’ — the exact accomplishments, in 
fact,*of a Norwegian or Icelandic skald. It seems likely that, 
considering the rapid advance in culture of the Irish nation 
soon after the mission of Saint Patrick, and the intimate rela- 
tions which existed between Iceland aijd Ireland even before 
the Viking inroads, the northern epic was in reality a de- 
velopment of the primitive Irish saga. That is, in fact, the 
hypothesis pu is forwhrd by the two learned authors from 
whose works I have quoted above. # 

It is interesting to note that the Irish sagas came, at an 
early stage, to be written in prose ; such orally presqrv^d prose 
sagas were recited by the file or professional minstrels in Ire- 
land as early as the seventh century, whereas in Iceland the 
prose saga only ‘appears to have developed in the course of 
the tenth century ’. 1 These prose narratives were ‘detailed 
and elaborate 5 , and the ‘ minstrels “of the period must have 
possessed remarkable powers of memory, far exceeding those 
necessary for the r reciters of epic poems. It is significant that 
Ulysses is both detailed and elaborate in its narration of facts 
and its numerous historical and literary echoes. Like his pre- 
decessors Mr Joyce is possessed of a prodigious memory, and 
• has none ofttne modern aversion from elaboration and a de- 
tailed treatment of narrative. 

Two thousand years before the Irish age*of ollavs f the 
rhapsodists of the t Greek colonies on the Asia Minor coast 
were ‘stringing together 5 their epics, and the blind father of 
poetry creating (or collating) his immortal hexameters. 
There are many striking resemblances between that period of 
Greek civilization and the early history of Dublin, and the 
links between the gpk of Mr Bloom and the adventures 

1 Scandinavian Relations , page 74. 
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of the .Achaean heroes 'are .at once stronger and subtler 
than the vague racial legend which I have mentioned 
above . 1 

According to an ancient tradition the Trojan War covered 
the period i220-i2io*B.c. After the latter date, M. Victor 
Berard tells us, the Phoenician thalassocracy, which had 
lasted in the Eastern Mediterranean for about three cen- 
turies, ‘begap to decline and lost its .commercial monopoly 
before the incursions, successes and settlement in the archi- 
pelago of the Peoples of the Sea, whom the Egyptian records 
have described to us. That the Achaeans are the best known 
of these Peoples is the work of the Homeric epics, principally 
the Odyssey/ Before the arrival of these relatively barbarous 
peoples from the north, all the eastern Mediterranean was 
occupied by an Aegaeo-Levantinc civilization, ‘whose origin 
the Hellenes attributed to Minos, so h of Europa, the Phoeni- 
cian, to Gadmos the Syrian and to Danaos, the Egyptian, 
bringers of the alphabet, of written laws, the horse, the 
chariot swxl the fifty-oared ship . 9 • • 

‘The AChaeans of the Homeric epic are these barbarians 
from the north ; 2 traditipn places their descent several gener- 
ations hqfWfe the Trojan war. . . . The heroes of the epics, 
settled in Pelasgian territory, are the “sons of the Achaeans", 
vies 9 A%ai(I)V\ this title they prdudly claim as an honorific, 
for in their eyes it confers on them a nobility of divine succes- 
sion and the privileges of a caste; these blond “peers of the 
gods”, “of the long locks (fcagrjxo/jiocbvTts)”, “fosterchildren of 
Zeus”, and their “divine” wives established in the land they 
conquered, over a population of slaves or Vassals, a feudal 
domination or rule of chivalry — if we interpret this latter term 
according to epic usage, that is to say, not regarding the 
horse as a beast of burden or mount, but as the animal that 
draws the chariot . 9 

1 For the brief outline of Viking -Achaean parallelism which follows 
and of the conditions under which th£ Homeric poems were composed, 
I am largely indebted to the researches of the eminent Hellenist, M. 
Victor B&ard, the results of which are embodied in his Les Phiniciens et 
VOdyssie. • 

1 Like the Viking berserks who conquered the Irish ‘saints and sages’, 
the Achaeans were far less cultured than the aborigines,* educated by 
Phoenician intercourse, whom they ousted. In fact, Helen was quite fex- 
cusable for preferring the savoir vivre of Paris tjie Nordic crudity of the 
‘he-man’ Menelaus. 
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Thus the Achaean oarsmen of me Homeric ship .were all 
free men, ‘knights of the oar’, ioOhot, who claimed to be of 
kingly, if not “divine descent. Theoretically there is perfect 
equality between all these ‘comrades’, izalQoi, Gessellen, 
free associates whose royal blood ennobled hard labour at 
the oar. 

Amongst the Vikings ‘the number of persons who bore the 
name of king was almost uncountable’. 1 Fuit hoc inter pirates 
more receptum, si regibus nati exercitui praeessent, ut hi reges appel- 
larentur , etsi mV as habereiit terras ditioni suae subjectas.' 1 The 
Irish claim to be ‘all kings’ sons’ is mentioned many times in 
Ulysses, generally in a context suggesting pathos or irony. 
Stephen Dedalus thinks of famous pretenders; ‘Thomas Fitz- 
gerald, silken knight . . . Lambert Simnel a scullion 
crowned. All king’s sons. Paradise of pretenders then and 
now.’ ‘Steak, kidney, liver, mashed meat fit for princes sat 
princes Bloom and Goulding. Princes at meat they raised 
and drank Power and cider.’ Two ‘commercials’ stand fizz in 
Jammet’s. ‘Like princes, faith.’ ‘And t heroes voyage from 
afar to woo them, from Eblana to Slievemargy, the peerless 
princes of unfettered Munster and of Connacht the just and of 
smooth sleek Leinster and of Cruachan’s land and_of Armagh 
the splendid and of the noble district of Boyle, pinices, the 
sons of kings.’ 

Like the Vikings, the Achaean princes, ‘lovers of th*e oar’, 
<pdtfgez fioi, were both ‘commercials’ and pirates. Generally, 
M. Berard observes, they were both at once. Thus the Cy- 
clops, questidning Odysseus on his occupation, asks: ‘Whence 
sail ye over the wet ways? On some trading enterprise or at 
adventure do ye rove, even as sea-robbers over the brine, for 
they wander, at hazard pf their lives, bringing bale to alien 
men?’ Nestor 3 asks the same question of Telemachus. In- 
deed, the vci*y first adventure of Odysseus after leaving Ilios 
was an act of piracy. ‘The wind that bare me from Ilios 
brought me nigh to the Cicopes, even to Ismarps, whereupon 
I sacked their city and slew the people. But from out the city 
we took their wives and jnuch substance, and divided them 
between us, that none through me might go lacking his pro- 
per share.’ Thus the Vikings, on their first landing on the 
Irish coast (in 795 a.d.) sacked the city of Recru, or Lambay 

1 F. Keary. The Vikirgs.* * Script. Hist. Island, I, page I so. 

* Odyssey, III, 71-4. 
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Island, pear Dublin. Forbotb Achaeans and Vikings piracy 
was an honourable profession in the practice of which a young 
man acquired the advantages of a liberal education. The 
Icelandic records speak of a certain Thorer: ‘ piraticam facere 
consuevit ; interdum vero' mercaturam per varias regiones exercebat; 
hinc magnam multis in locis rerum hominumque notitiam habuit .' 
‘Thus he acquired a wide knowledge of things and men in 
many places,’ The similarity of this passage with the opening 
of the Odysley is striking. *. . . that, man of many a shift, 
who wandered far and wide . . . many were the men whose 
towns he saw and whose mind he learnt.’ An occasional act 
of piracy was, in fact, indispensable for Achaean or Viking 
who wished to acquire a wide knowledge of foreign men and 
minds. Circular notes were not placed at his disposal by 
obliging agencies, a polite request for food and lodging was 
often of no avail; thus the prudent traveller (unless he knew 
that he had to deal with a civilized people like the'Phae- 
acians) usually helped himself to whatever ship’s stores he 
needed and re-emba,rked with all speed' on h’s ‘gallant ship’. 

Like the Vikings, the Homeric heroes were subject to fits 
of berserk r£ge. 


‘He fanned the cable of a dark-prowed ship about a pillar 
of the great kitchen dome, and stretched it high aloft, that 
none might touch the ground with her feet. And even as when 
thrushes, long of wing, or doves fall into a net that is set in a 
thicket, as they seek to their roosting-place, and a hateful bed 
harbours them, even so the women held their heads all in a 
row, and about all their necks nooses were cast, that they 
might die by the most pitiful death. And they writhed with 
their feet for a little space, but for no long while. 

Then they led out Melanthius through the gateway and the 
court, and cut off his nostrils and his ears with the pitiless 
sword, and drew forth his vitals for the dogs to devour raw, 
and cut off his hands and feet in their cruel anger.’ 


‘At the encl of the eleventh .century Eric, King of Den- 
mark, was a model of piety and wisdom; He made the pil- 
grimage to Rome, to the Appstles’ Tomb. . . . He built 
churches, fqunded monasteries and maintained obedience to 
the laws of God.’ One evening, after his return from Rome, 

‘King Eric took his dinner in the open; a famous minstrel 
arrived, who vaunted his power of exciting the guests to 
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berserk rage, by the strains of his harp. ... As a measure of 
prudence, all weapons were removed from the palace. The 
minstrel begad to play, and, little by little, all were seized 
by a strange madness and raised a great clamour. The body- 
guard sought in vain to restrain the King. With his mighty 
hands he crushed four of his most faithful knights and was 
only mastered when half suffocated beneath a pile of 
cushions!’ 

t 

The sons of Arngrim, King of Helgeland, in their rages 
‘slew their fqllotVers, smashed their ships, and vented their 
rage on the trees and .rocks’. 

In the Cyclops episode of Ulysses Mr Bloom encounters one 
of these berserks. 

‘ “By Jesus,” says he, “I’ll brain that bloody jewman . . . 
I’ll crucify him so I will. ...” <• 

“Where is he till I murder him?” • 

Bebog he drew his hand and made a swipe and let fly. 
Mercy of God the sun was in his eyes or he’d have left him for 
dead.’ * ’ 

As the narrator of this episode, speaking from much know- 
ledge of the forgatherings of Dubliners, remarks, ‘there’s al- 
ways some bloody clown or other kicking up a blodS^ murder 
about bloody nothing’. . 

Among the Norsemen, as among the Achaeans, the'gift of 
eloquence was highly esteemed; the great man was almost 
invariably a great orator. The part played by eloquence in 
the making *>f Irish history is considerable. It is hardly 
possible to find a. better example of typical Irish ‘blarney’ 
than the speech of Odysseus to Nausicaa, beginning: *1 sup- 
plicate thee, O queen, whether thou art some goddess or a 
mortal! If indeed thou art a goddess of them that keep the 
wide heaven? to Artemis, then, the daughter of great Zeus, 
I mainly liken thee, for beauty and stature and shapeli- 
ness . . .’ No wonder Nausipaa confessed to Ijer fair-tressed 
maidens, ‘Would that such an one might be called my hus- 
band, dwelling heVe!’ The Achaeans 

‘prized the good runner, who could pace or outpace a swift 
chariot . . . They preferred city to country life; they were 
men of the agora, of the place publique, of the market, orators, 
lovers of noise, of debates and fine words. . . . They admired 
above all a talent for the invention of songs, fiction, well- 
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turned phrases. Ingenuity, though carried to the point of 
deceit, ever delighted them; they had every indulgence for 
ruse and blarney-speeches, such as that whereby Ulysses won 
Athene’s heart for ev<jr.’ 

The reader of Ulysses will see all these qualities in the 
Dubliners described by Mr Joyce; Mr Dedalus, Stephen’s 
father, is, perhaps, the noblest ‘Achaean’ of them all. 
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CHAPTER IV 
[‘continued] 

g 2. ulTsses and the odyssey 

. * 

A Neapolitan critic has said of Ulysses that its true 
xVfprotagonist is neither Mr Bloom nor Stephen but the 
language . Mr Joyce’s virtuosity in the manipulation of words 
is such that, especially since the appearance of fragments of 
his Work in Progress , a 'tendency has # grown up to regard 
Wordsrfor Words' Sake as his aesthetic creed and sole preoccupa- 
tion. A casual reading of Ulysses may well seem to justify 
this view. There art many characteristic passages which 
contain echoes of writers of airraces, of all times f there is a 
whole episode which has been dubbccj a ‘chapter of parodies’, 
another written, forthe most part, in the fenguagg of Any 
Girl’s Magazine, and in the Cyclops episode frequent slices of 
Whitechapel, Wardour or Fleet Street "English are spatch- 
cocked into the main narrative, which is recorded in the 
demotic idiom of a Dublin loafer. In another episode {Ithaca) 
where the catechistic structure is ‘employed, questions and 
answers are as dryly precise and ad nauseam explicit as the 
Aristotelian hairsplitting of an early theologian. In every 
instance, for valid and specific reasons, the author has chosen 
a style appropriate to the subject; le style c'est le thime. 

The presend of numerous ‘echoes’ in the text is, of course, 
i due to thef necessities of the silent monologue. Stephen 
Dedalus is a young man who has read much and forgotten 
nothing, and the stream of his thoughts is copiously fed from 
literary sources. I^ke the aiftiquarian, Hugh C. Love, who 
walks the Dublin streets ‘attended by Geraldines tall and 
personable’, Stephen has evdt* with him his attendant ghosts, 
Swift, Shakespeare, Blake, Thomas Aquinas ahd a motley 
horde of mediaeval philosophers. Mr Bloom’s soliloquies, too, 
are coloured by his literary habits; they are a jumble of bits of 
advertisements, popular science, music-hall refrains. More- 
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over, each change of moo'd, every allusion, leaves an imprint 
on the plastic prose of the narrative. The episode ( Eumaeus ), 
for instance, which describes the return of Mr Bloom and 
Stephen after the orgy at the Lying-in Hospital and Burke’s 
public-house, and the pandemonium at the brothel, is written 
in a style which exactly reflects the half-fuddled exhaustion 
of Mr Bloom. 

‘The guarded glance of half solicitude, half curiosity, aug- 
mented by friendliness which he gave at Stephen’s at present 
morose expression of features did not throw* a flood of light, 
none at all in fact, on the problem as to whether he had let 
himself be badly bamboozled, to judge by two or three low 
spirited remarks he let drop, or, the other way about' saw 
through the affair, and, for some reason or other best known 
to himself, allowed matters to more or less. . . . Grinding 
poverty did have that effect and he more than conjectured 
that, high educational abilities though he possessed, he 
experienced no little difficulty in making both ends meet.’ 

Ulysses contains examples *of almost every known dialect 
and patois of the English tongue, Irish forms being, naturally, 
the most frequent. There are abrupt transitions from literary 
idiom t<y the colloquial, from patristic gravity to the slang 
of a speakeasy* ‘Monkwords, marybeads jabber on their 
girdled : rogyewords, tough nuggets patter in their pockets.’ 

‘Homer’s vocabulary presents some astonishing anomalies. 
Recent discoveries have ■added considerably to our know- 
ledge of the various Greek dialects, but nowhere has an 
example of the Homeric dialect been detected. In it we find 
Ionian, Aeolian, Cyprian and even Attic elements; the philo- 
logist is bewildered by its phonetic variability and the diver- 
sity of grammatical forms employed. Various theories have 
been proposed to explain these anomalies. It has been sug- • 
gested that the rhapsodist varied the dialect in which “he 
recited to suit that of his hearers, and that in the final re- 
daction were embodied elements of the various transpositions 
which the poem had undergone. The theory is plausible. 
But we must assume that this habit of transposing the dialect 
of the poem* to suit the audience was a very ancient one and 
had.led to the creation of a mixed epic language'from whose 
variable vocabulary the rhapsodists ooqld borrow to suit the 
audience of the moment. This mixed dialect became the 
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accepted language of the epqs, and epic poets conformed 
to this convention. In much the same way, during two 
centuries, the troubadours composed their poems in a mixed 
dialect, Limousine, with an admixture of Provengal, Cata- 
lonian and Italian forms.’ 1 ' 

‘It was on the Asia Minor coast,’ M. Bdrard remarks, 
‘where members of different races found themselves in close 
contact and whither merchant-adventurers frpm overseas 
imported the idioms of thpir countries, that such a fusion of 
dialects woul(l most naturally take place. I can see no other 
part of the Greek world where such a mixed tongue, triumph- 
ing over the opposition of local purists, would succeed in 
making its way and establishing itself.’ 

The birthplace of the Homeric poems was, M. Berard 
suggests, Miletus in Asia Minor. 

‘MiJ^tus was certainly a frequent porf of call for the Levan- 
tine merchantships and Phoenician, Cilician, Egyptian and 
other traders established depots theie or even demarcated 
settlements — “camps” as they were then called. 2 • 

Like the Memphis, described by Herodotus, Miletus had 
its Tyrian or Sidonian “camp”. Thesfe Phoenicians, who had 
partially lost their maritime and commercial supremacy, con- 
tinued their rattier of middlemen. They had a permanent 
establishment in the “camp” with a national temple In the 
midst: negiotxSovai Ss to xt/xevog xovxo &olvix£Q, Tvqun ’ 
xakiexai Si 6 x&6°? o^xog 6 owdnag Tvqtorv Exqax onedov.* 

There they* maintained their religious cult and customs, 
spoke their mother tongue and read or sang their national 
poems. The Cadmeans were marked out to serve as inter- 
mediaries between the Phoenicians of the Camp and the 
Hellenes of the City. These Cadmeans, who boasted of their 
Phoenician origin, would teach the latter to admire the pro- 
ducts, customs, arts and science of the superior race, the 

1 M. Br6al. Revue de Paris (15 fierier, 1903). m 

■Or 'pales', as such, reserved areas were styled in Ireland. Dublin, 
too, was an important commercial centre in Viking times. ‘Plundering 
in one country, these “merchant princes” sold the produce of their 
piracy in another, and Dublin was frequently their place of sale. Hence 
we find that Thorer, who had lung been on Viking expeditions, went 
on & merchant voyage to Dublin, “as many were in the habit of doing”.’ 
Holiday (quoting the OfafeTryggo. Saga). 

■Herodotus, II, 112. * 
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“divine ’ race, whose sons they claimed to be; perhaps they 
even spoke the “tongue of the gods”, alluded to by the poet 
of the Odyssey. ... It was, I hold it more than probable, at 
the court of the Neleid kings, under the patronage of a Cad- 
mean aristocracy, that, about 900 or 850 b.c., there was com- 
posed this magnificent poem, the masterpiece of a great 
artist, that learned and skilful writer on whom the ages have 

bestowed the name of Homer.’ 

• 

That great artist was not, as a superficial judgment of his 
works might lead us to believe, a mere inventor.of enchanting 
fairy-tales, ‘the idle singer of an empty day’. ‘A vain terato- 
logy, built from fables,’ Strabo tells us, ‘would be contrary to 
the Homeric spirit.’ 1 ‘Homer’s tales are more accura tel* than 
those of his successors,’ Strabo continues. He was no miracle- 
monger, but subordinated his allegories, artifices and the 
popular appeal of his j/erse, to the advancement of knowledge, 
especially in his account of the wanderings of Odyssdbs. 

‘The Odyssey’, M. Berard observes., ‘is not a mere collec- 
tion of t^les; it is 4 geographical authority, depicting in a 
poetic form, but without any falsification, a Mediterranean 
world which had its own maritime customs, its own geodesy 
and theory of navigation, a language, commerce and “In- 
structions Nautiques”. Once we have explored this inner sea of 
the Phoenicians, we can understand both the general outline 
of the Odyssean adventure and its episodes; Ulysses ceases to 
be a mythical figure wandering in .the mist of legend, in fan- 
tastic fairylands; he is a merchant-adventuremdsiting shores 
familiar to the traders of Sidon. The monsters he encounters 
— sucK'as the hideous Scylla, who, from the recesses of her 
cave, preys upon all who enter a narrow strait — were known to 
the Phoenicians and noted in their pilots’ manuals, as to our 
sailors of to-day (vide Instructions Nautiques , No.«73 1 , page 249) 
is known a c'ertain cavern overlooking the strait of Messina:* 
“Behind the cape stands Moifnt Scuderi, 1,250 metres in 
height. Near the blunt summit of this mountain there is a 
cave frgm whose mouth the wind issues, Violently roaring.” * 

One of the most striking features of Ulysses is its extreme 

accuracy, most, if not all, the characters are drawn from the 

life, some, indeed, being mentioned under their real names. 

• • 

1 Strabo, 1, 2 , 9 . hi firjdevds Se &Xrfio$s*iv47neiv xevfjv reQcaoXoykv 
o$x 6jUBQix6v. * 
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There is no falsification of fact»for the sake of effect Ao ‘vain 
teratology*. 

In the course of his long study of Homeric origins 
M. B6rard demonstrates that the poet of the Odyssey must 
have had access to, and carefully studied, some Phoenician 
record of voyages in the eastern and western Mediterranean, 
a pre-Achaean ‘Mirror of the Sea*. A very large number of 
the Odyssean place-names are of Semitic origin; these were 
the names under which the places came to be known to the 
earliest Greefc nUvigators. The latter translated the names 
into their own tongue, and so each place had a pair of names 
— the Phoenician and the Greek. For instance (Odyssey X, 
I 35)'Ci rce s island is named Aiaie. The ‘island of Circe’ is an 
exact translation of the Semitic compound Ai-aie, the island 
of the hawk (Circe). The Hebrew word for hawk, ai'a, is, it 
may be noted, invariably feminine; tjie Greek xiqxoc, is a 
masculine form, used for both the male and the female hawk. 
The poet, meticulously accurate, ^ias given a feminine 
termination to uigxog'. Again, the nama Scylla {ZnvXhj) is 
the hellenizcd form of the Semitic root s-k-1 ( skoula)' meaning 
the rock. The poet has given his trapslation of the Semitic 
original in the form df an epithet ‘Scylla the tocky’ (ZxvXktjv 
neTQairjv, Odyssey XII, 231). Other illustrations of the 
manner in which the Greek poet adapted to his purposes the 
Semitic names or words which he found in the* Phoenician 
records on which he based his narrative, will be observed in 
the course of 4 my commentaries ofi the various episodes of 
Ulysses. Space does not permit me to set out at length the 
multifarious data* from which M. Berard infers the '•Phoeni- 
cian origin of the Odyssey. It is clear, however, that in 
referring to his Homeric paradigm the author of Ulysses has 
had regard to this oriental background, and, though the data 
• must be omitted, a brief resume of M. Board’s conclusions 
is necessary. , 

‘The Ulysseid (’ OMooeia ) ‘appears to be 9 Phoenician 
periplous (log-book) .transposed into Greek verse and a poetic 
legend according to certain very simple and typically liellenic 
principles: anthropomorphic personification of objects, 
humanization of natural forces, hellenization 1 of the raw 
material. By these methods, to which the Greeks owe so 

1 Cf. Mulligan’s appeal fe> Stephen. ‘If you and I cqpld only work 
together we might do something for the island. Hellenize it.' 
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many oY their myths and legends, was woven on to a stout, 
if coarse, Semitic canvas that typically Greek masterpiece, 
the Odyssey.’ 

‘In the Odyssey imagination and fantasy play but a small 
part. Arrangement and logic were the poet’s part in the work; 
he borrows his themes but shapes them in the Greek manner, 
endowing them with an anthropomorphic life; above all, 
he is at the; greatest pains to compose and weld together 
his information in such a manner as to create a uniform 
whole. The Hellene is, first and foremost, a Skilled arranger.’ 

‘The poet invents nothing. He utilizes the facts given in 
the ‘log’. . . . From a series of sketches he composes a picture, 
and this picture is an accurate copy of nature, though some 
parts of it are left in shadow and others placed in a high 
light. The picture is complete; th<; poet omits none of the 
facts which the reconds have described to him.’ 

James Joyce’s picture of Mr Bloom’s day was composed, if 
for ‘records’ be substituted ‘the author’s memory’, in exactly 
this manner. ’ ' 

‘The poem is obviously the work of a Hellene, while the 
“log” is clearly the recdrd of a Semitic traveller. The poet — 
Homer, if you will — was a Greek; the seafarer — Ulysses, as 
we know him — was Phoenician.’ 

The author of Ulysses- s-James Joyce — is an Irishman; his 
wandering hero — Leopold Bloom — is a Jew. 

In ‘hellenizing’ the log-book of Mr Bloom’s journey 
through Dublin, the author has not only ‘followed the 
Homew precedent of carefully arranging* his data (by the 
devices of ‘rhythm’ and interlocking elements) and imposing 
on them tbe rule of a severe logic (the western man’s way of 
syllogizing the runes of oriental intuition), but has also freely 
employed the anthropomorphic methods of his ‘predecessor. , 
Apart from the fact that in the relations between the principal 
characters ot Ulysses we may discover the dramatization of 
certain theological or metaphysical abstractions and that, as 
will be seen in my notes on the episodes, abstract ideas are in 
several instances presented antliropomorphically, one of the 
peculiarities of Joyce’s technique is his treatment of inani- 
mate objects or parts of the body as if they had independent 
personal life. Mr Bloom watches a newspaper press at work. 

‘Silt. The nethermost deck of the first machine jogged for- 
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ward its flyboard with slit the first batch of quirefolded 
papers. Silt. Almost human the way it slit to call attention. 
Doing its level ‘best to speak. The door too slit creaking ask- 
ing to be shut. Everything speaks in its own way. Silt.’ 

Stephen, passing the powerhouse, hears the dynamos: 
‘Beingless beings. Stop! Throb always without you and the 
throb always within. Your heart you sing of. . . .’ 

The wobbling disk at the end of its course in a slot-machine 
‘ogles’ the bystanders,, a shirt hung on a line is ‘crucified’, 
growing hops are serpents entwining themselves on long 
sticks. This animation, of the inert reaches its climax in the 
Circe episode, where a folded fan stutters a creasy remon- 
straflce, soap sings, a cap cross-examines its owner and the 
End of the World turns somersaults. 

In the same way the Greeks tended to conceive all nature, 
even their works of art or common use,, in terms of humanity. 
They described a pillar, for instance, as if it were a living 
organism, a rtian; the capital was tjie head and the section 
joining this to the pe'destal was a neck; the whole pillar was, 
according to its kind, male or female. ... 

There existed even in antiquity, {is Strabo records, two 
distinct schools of Homeric research. There 'were those who, 
like Eratosthenes, asserted that the poet was*a mere inventor 
of fables and that it was idle to seek beneath the superficial 
beauties of his work a profound or permanent 'significance. 
But there was another school, the more Homeric — 
ol d’ '0/j£QixQ)TEQm tulc, ‘Ituajlv axoXovQovv teg who closely 
examined the text, following the words, and discovered that 
the poet was ‘the pioneer of geographical research’ ,*<and his 
narrative veridical. Behind a splendid fasade of symbols and 
anthropomorphism, they discerned the palace of truth, a 
cosmic apocalypse, justifying for the Homeric epics their 
proud devide, die Bible of the Greeks. If, in -this study of 
Ulysses , I prefer the method of me ’more Homeric’ students 
described by Strabo, ‘followihg the words’, arid in so doing, 
risk to share the obloquy of* that 

scholiast whose unweary’d pains 
Made Horace dull and humbled Milton’s strains 

I would take refuge behind the aegis of the ablest of living 
Homerists, his epigram: il riest jamais inutile de bien comprendre 
pour mieux admirer. 
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x. TELEMACHUS 

T he first three episodes of Ulysses (correspond^ to 
the Telemachia of the Odyssey) serve as a bridge-work 
between the Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man and the 
record of Mr Bloom’s adventures on the memorable date of 
June 1 6th, 1904. Thb closing lines of the Portrait (extracts 
from the diary of Stephen Dedalus) not only throw con- 
siderable light on Stephen’s character .but a]so contain pre- 
monitions, of certain of the motifs which (as I have shown in 
my introduction) are essential to the understanding of 
Ulysses . 

‘April 26. Mother is putting my new secondhand clothes 
in order. She prays now, she s ays, that I may learn in my 
own life and away from home and friends what the heart is 
and what it feels. Amen. So be it. Welcome, O life! I go 
to encounter for the millionth time the reality of experience 
and to forge in the smithy of my soul the uncreated con- 
scienccuof my race. 

April 27 th. Old father, old artificer, stand me now and 
ever in good stead.’ • 

Thus Stephen invokes the example and patronage of the 
inventor of the labyrinth, first artificer to adapt the reality 1 
of experience to the rite of art,* first flying man, teacher of 
'transcendental mysteries’ &nd of astrology, 2 in the huge 
task he has set before him. * . 

1 ‘The period represented by the n^ne of Daedalus was that in which 
such forms (the conventional forms of art) were first broken through, 
and the attempt was made to give a natural and lifelike impression to 
statues, accompanied, as such a development in any branch of art always 
is, by a great improvement in the mechanics of art/ Smith’s Dictionary 
of Biography and Mythology . * 

•According to Lucian. 
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A little over a year has passed since Stephen recorded 
these entries in his diary. During this period he has en- 
countered som'ething of the reality of experience — a taste 
of Parisian life, the shock of his mother’s death and the hard 
constraint of earning his living by distasteful work (as usher 
in a small school). But most ‘realistic’ of all, perhaps, is his 
daily contact with ‘Buck’ (Malachi) Mulligan, a cynical 
medical student, deliberately boorish in mannprs, with an 
incessant repertoire of lewd jests and blasphemous doggerel. 
Stephen is living* with Mulligan in a disused Martello tower, 
overlooking Dublin Bay; Stephen pays the rent but Mulligan 
insists on keeping the key. 

TRe opening scene is situated on the platform of this 
tower. Mulligan comes forth from the stairhead ‘bearing a 
bowl of lather on which a mirror and razor lay crossed’. 

Holding up the bowl, he intones: , 

Intr&ibo ad altare Dei. 

( Ulysses thus opens on a ritual jjote, the chant of an 
introit on the summit 'of a round tower and the elevation of 
a bowl bearing the holy signature.) * 

Presently Stephen joins Mulligan jvho, thrusting a hand 
into Stephen’s upper pocket, says: 

* “Lend us a loan of your snotrag 1 to wijie my razor.” 

Stephen suffered him to pull out and hold up on* show 
by its corner a dirty crumpled handkerchief. Buck Mulligan 
wiped the razorblade neatly. Thep, gazing over the hand- 
kerchief, he said: 

“The bard’s noserag. A new art colour for our Irish 
poets: snotgreen. You can almost taste it, can’t yofl?” ’ 

In sudden Swinburnejin mood Mulligan hails the ‘grey 
sweet mother’. 

( “Tkalattaf 'Thalatta! She is our great sweet mother. Gome 
and look.” , 

Stephen stood up and went over to the parapet. Leaning 
on it he looked d9wn on the water and on the mailboat 
clearing the harbour rikouth of Kingstown. 

“Our mighty mother,” Buck Mulligan said.’ 

1 The Oxford Dictionary proscribes the word ‘snot’ and its adjective 
as ‘not in decent use’; but the latter, anyhow, has been canonized by 
the pious George Herbert 'in Jacula Prudentum: ‘Better .a snotty child 
than his nose wiped off.’ 
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Abruptly Mulligan swings round and reproaches Stephen 
for his conduct at his mother’s deathbed. 

• 

‘ “You could have knelt down, damn it, Kinch, 1 when 
your dying mother as^ed you. I’m hypoborean as much as 
you. But to think of your mother begging you with her last 
breath to kneel down and pray for her. And you refused. 
There is something sinister in you . . 

They continue talking and presently Mulligan grows aware 
that Stephen is nursing a grievance against; him. 

‘ “What is it?” Buck Mulligan asked impatiently. “Cough 
it up. I’m quite frank with you. What have ybu against 
me now?” • 

They halted, looking towards the blunt cape of Bray 
Head that lay on the water like the snout of a sleeping 
whale. Stephen freed his arm quietly. 

“Do you wish me to tell you?” he asked. ... • 

“You were making tea,” Stephen said, “and l went 
across the landing tq ge*t more hot water. Your mother and 
some visitor came out of the drawingroom. She asked you 
who was in your room.” 

“Yes?” Buck Mulligan said. “What did I say? I forget.” 

“You said,” Stephen answered, “0, it’s only Dedalus whose 
mother is beastly dead.” 

A flush which made hirp seem younger and more engaging 
rose to Buck Mulligan’s cheek. 

“Did I say that?” he asked. “Well. What harm is that?” 

He shook his constraint from him nervously. 

“ An (J.- what is death,” he asked, “your mother’s or yours 
or my own? You saw only your mother die. I see them pop 
off every day in the Mater and Richmond and cut up into 
tripes in the dissecting room. It’s a beastly thing and nothing 
else. It simply doesn’t matter. You wouldn’t kneel down 
to pray for your mother on hey deathbed when she asked 
you. .Why? because you have' the cursed jesuit strain in 
you, only it’s injected the*'' wrong way. To me it’s all a 
mockery and beastly. . . . Absurd! I suppose I did say it. 
I didn’t mean to offend the meinory of your mother.” 

He had spoken himself into boldness. Stephen, shielding 
the gaping wounds which the words had left in his heart, 
said very coldly: , 

1 ‘Kinch, the knifeblade’ is Mulligan’s nickname for Stephen. 
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“I am not thinking of the offence to my mother/’ 

“Of what, then?” Buck Mulligan asked. 

“Of the offence to me,” Stephen answered. 

Buck Mulligan swung round on his heel. 

“O, an impossible person!” he exdaimed.’ 

For breakfast in the livingroom of the tower they are 
joined by Haines, a young Englishman who is lodging with 
them, a literary tourist in quest of Celtic wit £nd twilight. 
Mulligan presides at the meal. 

‘ “Bless uS, O Lord, and these thy gifts. Where’s the 
sugar? O, jay, there’s'no milk.” 

Bpck Mulligan sat down in a sudden pet. 

“What sort of a kip is this?” he said. “I told her to come 
after eight.” ’ 

While they are taking breakfast the old milkwoman 
arrives; Stephen ‘watched her pour into the measure and 
thence into the jug rich white milk, not hers. Old shrunken 
paps. She pointed again a measureful find a tilly. Old and 
secret she had entered from a morning world# maybe a 
messenger . . . Crouching by a patient cow at daybreak in 
the lush field, a witch on her toadstool, her wrinkled fingers 
quick at the squirting dugs. They lowed about her whom 
they knew, dewsilky cattle. Silk of the kine and poor old 
woman, names given her in old times. A wandering crone, 
lowly form of an immortal serving her conqueror and her 
gay betrayer, their common cuckqnean, a messenger from 
the secret nforning. To serve or to upbraid, whether he 
could not tell: but scorned to beg her favour.’ 

‘Silk of the kine’ and ‘poor old woman’ are old names for 
Ireland; in the old milkwoman Stephen sees a personification 
of Ireland and in his musings we discern his attitude to the 
‘dark Rosafe&n’ school of thinkers. He scorns to cringe to 
the narrow patriots who surround him and to exploit the 
sentimentalism in favour with the Dublin Ijterary group. 
Thus, watching Mulligan shavd holding up a cracked mirror 
(‘I pinched it out of the skivvy’s room’), Stephen bitterly 
observed: 

‘It is a symbol of Irish art. The cracked lookingglass 1 of a 
servant.’ 

• t 

1 There is a curious* probably unconscious, echo qf Stephen’s epi- 
gram in a passage of the Catholic Emancipation Centenary Record (Dublin, 
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Haines, impressed by Stephen’s epigram, asks if he may 
make a collection of his sayings. 

* “Would I make money by it?” Stephen asked. 

Haines laughed and* as he took his soft grey hat from the 
holdfast of the hammock, said: 

“I don’t know, I’m sure.” 

He strolled out to the doorway. Buck Mulligan bent 
across to Stephen and said with coarse vigour: 

“You put your hoof in it now. What did yqu say that for?” 

“Well?” Stephen said. “The problem is to* get money. 
From whom? From the milkwoman’ or from him. It’s a 
toss up, I think.” ’ ^ 

(Stephen cynically speculates which country is the more 
exploitable.) 

After breakfast they walk to the sea and Mulligan bathes. 
Haines sits on a rock,’ smoking. 

‘Stephen turned awav. 

“I’m going, Mulligan,” he said. # 

“Give us that key, Kinch,” Buck Mulligan said, “to keep 
my chemise flat.” 

Sfephen handed him the key. Buck Mulligan laid it 
across his heaped clothes. 

“And twopence,” he said, “fbr a pint. Throw it there.” 

Stephen threw two pennies onto the soft heap. Dressing, 
undressing. Buck Mulligan erect, with joined hands before 
him, said solemnly: * ’ , 

“He who stealeth from the poor lendeth to the Lord. 
Thus spake Zarathustra.” 

His plump body plunged. 

“We’ll see you again,” Haines said, turning as Stephen 
walked up the path and smiling at wild Irish. # 

Horn of a bull, hoof of a horse, smile of a Satfon.’ 

Stephen is the central figure in this episode (as in the two 
following: Nlstor, Protear).' Despite the encounters he has 

* 

1929), published to commemorate the Emancipation celebration of 1929. 
‘The Bell of the Emancipation has rung. It is symbolized in the above 
illustration that represents the old cracked bell of SS. .Michael and 
John’s, Dublin, yhich is credited with being the first bell to sound the 
Angelus after the passing of the Emancipation Act . . ,* The writer of 
this is Myles V« Ronan, C.G., M.R.I.A. (Ci. the caption K.M.R.I.A., 
Ulysses , page 141.) 
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had with the reality of experience, he remains the young 
man we knew 4 in the Portrait of the Artist. That book was, 
doubtless, autobiographical in the main, and, in this episode, 
too, a personal note is discernible. But Stephen Dedalus 
represents only one side of the author *of Ulysses , the juvenile, 
intransigent side, unmodified by maturer wisdom. The 
balance is redressed by the essentially ‘prudent’ personality 
of Mr Bloom, who is, indeed, as several critics <Jiave pointed 
out, not merely the protagonist of the book, but a more 
likeable character than Stephen. The somewhat irritating 
intransigence of the latter — his insistence on the servility 
of Ireland, Irish art, all things Irish, and his fanatical 
refifcal to kneel at his mother’s deathbed — is a sign of 
immaturity, far removed from the tolerant indifference (to 
all but aesthetic problems) of the author. Indeed, Stephen 
Dedalus, as we see him in the Portrait zynd these early episodes 
of Utpsses, could hardly bf himself have created a Leopold 
Bloom, that lively masterpiece of Rabelaisian humour and 
rich earthinesst From what we learn of the hero of Ulysses , 
it is easier to believe that a Leopold Bloom, enlightened and 
refined by a copious, if eclectic, course of philosophy, logic, 
rhetoric, metaphysics, and drawing upon ’the resources of 
his own prodigious memory, might have been the creator 
of Stephen Dedalus, his ‘spiritual son’. . 


We have not yet entered upon the Odyssey proper and 
the Homeric recalls in this and the two following episodes 
are less precise than those in later chapters which deal with 
the adventilres of Mr Bloom. Some general correspondences, 
however, may b4 noted between the presentation of Stephen’s 
character and circumstanced in this episode and the.Tele- 
machia, or preludp of the Odyssey. 

The first two Books of the Greek epic describe the plight 
of Telemachus in his father’s palace at Ithaca, where the 
suitors of Jus mother Penelope are in possession, wasting 
his substance, mocking his helplessness. ‘Telemachus^* the 
suitor Antinous sayp, «‘never may Cronion make thee king 
in seagirt Ithaca, which is of inheritance thy 'right.* Thus, 
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too, Buck Mulligan lords it in the Martello tower; Stephen 
pays the rent but Mulligan keeps the key. ‘The Buck’ is 
evidently far wealthier than Stephen, yet he makes Stephen 
hand him ‘twopence for a pint’, and demands that when 
Stephen gets his pay ffom the school that morning he shall 
not only lend him ‘a quid’ but bear the expenses of a ‘glorious 
drunk to astonish the druidy druids’. In talking with Stephen 
he usually adapts the patronizing, bullying tone of Antinous 
with Telemachus. 

Stephen in the Portrait declares that he *wijl use for his 
defence ‘the only arms I allow myself to use, silence, exile 
and cunning’. Those were the only arms of Telemachus, 
defenceless among the overweening wooers of Penelope. 1 
And, like Stephen, ‘Japhet in search of a father’ (as Mulligan 
calls him), Telemachus sets out from Ithaca to Pylos in 
quest of his father, Ojlysseus, ten years absent from home. 

Each personage of the Odyssey has his appointed epithet 
and, when he is about to speak, the passage is generally 
introduced by a set formula. (Homer, uhlike modem writers, 
always uSfes the introductory ‘he said’, ‘he asked’, ‘he 
replied’, etc., when on,e of his characters speaks; in this 
practice he is fallowed by Joyce.) Th'e formula for Tele- 
machus is: 

• Tov d’ aft Tr\7.ipa^oc, nehvvpivot ; avtiov rjvba. 

Butcher and Lang translate: ‘Then wise Telemachus 
answered him and said . .’ In tljis rendering the literal 
meaning of n err vv pivot; is not sufficiently brought out. 
M. Berard’s translation seems more exact: ‘Posement Tele- 
maque le regarda et dit . . .’ This version also elicits the full 
meaning of Homer’s &vt iov. Telemachus, like Hamlet, has 
a trying part to play. He has acquired, perforce, a wisdom 
beyond his years and learnt to act and speak ppsiment, de- 
liberately, to take thought before he speajts and to guard 
his secret mind beneath a veil,df ambiguity or reticence. 

In 'a brilliSnt, but (as it seems to me) unjustified dia- 
tribe on # the personality of the author of Ulysses as depicted 
(or supposed to be depicted) in the character of Stephen 
Dedalus, a distinguished polemist has ridiculed Stephen’s 

1 Not till Athene gave him heart did Telemachus quit his ‘moody 
brooding’, the silfcnee of despair. When, encouraged by the goddess, he 
told Penelope that he was at last going to sp6ak»‘like a man’, ‘in amaze 
she went back t& her chamber’. (Odyssey, I, 360.) 
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habit (especially noticeable in this episode) of answering 
people ‘quietly’ and the languid deliberation of his move- 
ments. But it is obvious that these mannerisms are in 
keeping with his Hamlet-Telemachus r 61 e; they are the 
defences of a character unable to take arms against a sea 
of troubles, yet determined to preserve his personality in 
the face of scorn and enmity. Telemachus is one who ‘fights 
from afar’, au dessus de-la mflie. ; 

The old milkwoman, ‘witch on her toadstool’, in whom 
Stephen saw, a 'personification of Ireland, reappears under 
the name of Old Gummy Granny in the Circe episode. 

'(Old Gummy Granny in sugar loaf hat appears seated on a toad- 
stool, the deathflower of the potato blight on her breast.) 

Stephen. Aha! I know you, grammer! Hamlet, re- 
venge! The old sow that eats her farrow! 1 

old gummy granny. ( Rocking io and fro.) Ireland’s 
sweetheart, the king of Spain’s daughter alanna. Strangers 
in my house, bad manners to them! (She keens with banshee 
woe.) OchoneU Ocho’ne! Silk of the kme! ( She wails.) You 
met with poor old Ireland and how does she stand? 

Stephen. How do I stand you? .The hat trick! Where’s 
the third person of’ the Blessed Trinity? Soggarth Aroon? 
The revered Carrion Grow.’ 2 • 

When a drunken British soldier is about to knock Stephen 
down. Gummy Granny thrusts a dagger towards Stephen’s 
hand. 

» * 

‘old gumSKy granny. Remove him, acushla. At 8.35 
a.m. you will be.in heaven and Ireland will be free.’ 

She is a recall of Mentor, or rather of that other ‘messenger 
from the secret morning’, Athene, who in the likeness of 
Mentor in fashion and in voice drew nigh to Telemachus, 
to serve and to upbraid, and hailed him in winged words, 
bidding him be neither crayen nor witless, if he has a drop 
of his father’s blood and a portion of his spirit 

The symbol of this episode is heir (obviously appropriate 
to Telemachus) ancl in it the themes of maternal love (per- 
haps, as Stephen says elsewhere, ‘the only true thing in 

1 ‘Ireland iS the old sow that eats her farrow.’ A Portrait of the Artist, 
page 238. 

* Stephen has a trinity t>f masters, as he tells Haines: British, Irish 
and the holy Roman catholic and apostolic church. 
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life’) and of the mystery of paternity 1 are first introduced. 
Haines speaks of the ‘Father and the Son idea. The Son 
striving to be atoned with the father’, and Stephen muses 
on certain heresies of the Church, concerning the doctrine 
of consubstantiality. * 

Like Antinous and the other suitors, Mulligan and liis 
like would despoil the son of his heritage or drive him into 
exile. ; 

‘A voice , 2 sweettoned and sustained, called to him from 
the sea. Turning the curve he waved his hand. It called 
again. A sleek brown head, a seal’s, «far out on the water, 
round. 

Usurper.’ " 

Finally, the heir is a link between the past and the genera- 
tions of the future, as this episode, is between the Portrait 
and Mr Bloom’s OdyJsey which is to follow. , 

Another theme introduced here is Stephen’s remorse for 
his refusal to obey the last wish of his dying mother — Agen- 
bite of Imyit . 8 The vision of his mother’s deathbed haunts 
Stephen’s thoughts by day and his dreams by night. 

Th a dream, silently, she had come* to him, her wasted 
body within its, loose graveclothes giving off an odour of 
wax and rosewood, her breath bent over him with mute 
secret words* a faint odour of wetted ashes. 

Her glazing eyes, staring out of death to shake and bend 
my soul. On me alone. T*he ghostcandle to light her agony. 
Ghostly light on the tortured face. Her hoarsS loud breath 
rattling.in horror, while all prayed on their knees. Her 
eyes on me to strike me down. Liliata rutilantium te confessorum 
turma circumdets iubilantium te virginum chorus excipiat. 

Ghoul! Ghewer of corpses!’ 

The last exclamation is characteristic. To Sfephen God 
is the dispenser of death, dio boia, hangman God, as ‘the 
most .Roman* of catholics’ call him. His blasphemy is the 
cry of a panic fear, fear of the Slayer, whose sword is light- 
ning, wfiich reaches its climax in the episode of the Oxen of 
the Sun where a black crash of thunder interrupts the festi- 
vities at the house of birth. , 

1 Sic Chapter' III, § 4 , of my Introduction. * Mulligan’s. 

1 Agmbite of Inwit (remorse of conscience) 4s the title of a fourteenth- 
century work, by Dan Michel of Northgate. 
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The sacral bowl of lather, in mockery elevated by Mulli- 
gan , 1 becomes a symbol of sacrifice and is linked in Stephen’s 
mind with his* mother’s death and the round expanse of 
bay at which he gazes from the summit of the tower. ‘The 
ring of bay and skyline held a dull* green mass of liquid. 
A bowl of white china had stood beside her deathbed 
holding the green sluggish bile which she had tom up from 
her rotting liver. . . .’.And, later, when a cloud begins to 
cover the sun slowly, .shadowing the bay in deeper green, 
‘it lay behin^ him, a bowl of bitter waters. Fergus’ song: I 
sang it alone in the house, holding down the long dark 
chords. Her door was open: she wanted to hear my music. 
Silent with awe and pity I went to her bedside. She was 
crying in her wretched bed. For those words, Stephen: 
love’s bitter mystery.* 

9 

And no more turn aside and \Trood 

Upon love's bitter mystery 

For Fergus* rules the brazen cars . . . 

» • 

1 The ‘art’ of this episode is theology : hence the frequent use of religious 
symbolism. Gf. the theotechny of the first Book of the Odyssey. 
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2. NESTOR 

scene The School 

hour io a.m. 

art History 

symbol Horse 

technic * Catechism, (personal ) 


104 



THE EPISODES 
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I t is io a.m. and Stephen is engaged in giving a history 
lesson to his pupils at Mr Deasy’s school. The woj;k is 
distasteful, and history, the ‘art 5 of this episode as well as 
the subject he is teaching, seems to him, as he says, a night- 
mare — an incubus risen from tha charnel-house, like the 
ghost of murdered Denmark, to suck the lifeblood jDf the 
present, the little time man has to be himself. 

Stephen is catechizing 1 his inattentive class. 

‘ “You, Cochrane, what city sent for him?” 

“Tarentum, sir.” 

“Very good. -Well?” 

“There was 9 battle, sir.” 

“Very good. Where?” 

The boy’« blank face £.sked the blank window. 

Fabled by the daughters of memory. And yet it was in 
some way if not as memory fabled it. A phrase, then, of im- 
patience, thud of Blake’s wings of excess. I hfcar the ruin of 
all spaj;e, shattered glass and toppling masonry, and time one 
livid final flame. What’s left us then? 

“I forget the place, sir. 279 b.cv” 

“Asculum,” Stephen said, glancing at the name and date 
in the gorescarred book. * • , 

“Yes, sir. And he said: Anotfier victory like that and we are 
done for.” , ' 

That phrase the world had •remem bered. . . .’ 

Characteristically Stephen poses to himself the problem of 
the ‘ifi’ of history and finds solution in the Aristotelian 
definition of movement. 

1 The technic -of this, the second, episode of the prologue, catechism 
(personal), is balanced by the catechism (impersonal) of the second episode 
(Ithaca) of the' epilogue. 
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‘Had Pyrrhus not fallen by a beldam’s hand in Argos or 
Julius Caesar not been knifed to death. They are not to be 
thought away. Time has branded them and fettered they are 
lodged in the room of the infinite possibilities they have 
ousted. But can those have been possible seeing that they 
never were? Or was that only possible which came to pass? 
Weave, weaver of the wind. ... It must be a movement 
then, an actuality of the possible as possible.’ 

There is a call Hockey! and the boys rush out of the class- 
room to their game. One Cyril Sargent remains behind; an 
awkward, slow-witted boy, he has made a mess of his arith- 
metic lesson and been condemned by Mr Deasy to do his 
sums again. As Stephen helps him to solve the problem, 
thoughts flash through his mind of that eastern world where 
dark men first probed the mystery of number and coined a 
magic lore. . 

‘Across the page the symbols moved in grave mortice, in 
the mummery of their letters, wearing quaint caps of squares 
and cubes. GiVe hands, traverse, bow to partner: so: imps of 
fancy of the Moors. Gone too from the world, Averroes and 
Moses Maimonides, dark men in mien and movement, flash- 
ing in their mocking mirrors the obscure soul of the world, a 
darkness shining in brightness which brightness could not 
comprehend.’ 

At the same moment Mr Bloom’s thoughts too ( vide the 
Lotus-eaters) are turning eastward and he is about to enter 
the ‘mosque’ *of the Hammam. The themes of the morrice 
(Moorish) dance of the indices and mocking mirrors ofeastern 
mystics recur several times in Ulysses. Thus, in the Circe 
episode where so many of the abstractions and symbols of 
Ulysses are materialized, there is a grave, ceremonious mor- 
rice dance and Mr Bloont observes his image in a ‘mocking 
mirror’. 

Mr Deasy at last releases Sargent and calls Stephen Jo his 
study for a ‘little financial settlement’. As he hands Stephen 
his salary he tenders, too, sage counsel on the virtues of 
economy and airs his views* on Anglo-Irish history and the 
Jewish influence in English affairs. 

‘Old England’, he says, ‘is dying. . . . Dying, if not dead 
by now.’ 

His words awake 'a Blakean echo in Stephen’s mind. 
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The harlot's cry from street to street 
Shall weave old England's winding sheet. 

The very atmosphere of Mr Deasy’ s study is ‘historical’ — 
it bears for Stephen an impress of the ‘dingdong round’ of 
cyclical return preconized by Vico. (It is significant that the 
name of Vico occurs in this episode, in a reference to ‘Vico 
Road, Dalkey’.) 

‘Stale smoky air hung in the study with the smell of drab 
abraded leather of its chairs. As on th'e first (Jay he bargained 
with me here. As it was in the beginning, is How. On the 
sideboard the tray of Stuart coins, basfe treasure of a bog: and 
ever shall be. And snug in their spooncase of purple pljpsh, 
faded, the twelve apostles having preached to all the gentiles: 
world without end.’ 

Mr Deasy has a strong sense of public duty; at present he is 
much exercised by the outbreak of foot and mouth disease in 
Ireland and, while Stephen waits, he concocts a letter to the 
papers on this subject, for the publication o^ which Stephen 
will, he hopes, move his ‘literary friends’. 

*. . . In every sense of the word take the bull by the horns. 
Thanking you for the hospitality of ycmr columns.’ 

Stephen undertakes the commission. . 

As he is going, Mr Deasy runs after him to put a final ques- 
tion, the last of the catechism. 

‘ “Ireland, they say, has the honour of being the only coun- 
try which never persecuted the Jdws. Do yoja know that? 
No. And do you know why?” 

“Why, sir?” Stephen asked, beginning fb smile. 

“Because she never let them in,” Mr Deasy said solemnly.’ 

Fourteen hours later, Mr Blooih, ‘false Messiah’, Hun- 
garian Jew, after suffering persecution at the # hands of a 
patriot Irishman, paternally takes 'Stephen, drugged in the 
stews of Circe, under his wing.* * 


Ir\ this descfiption of the old headmaster, Mr f)easy, there 
are several recalls of the ‘old knight’ Nestor whose palace was 
Telemachus’ 'first halting-place in his search for Odysseus. 
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Nestor, as Athene tells the young man, is one who gives ‘un- 
erring answer, for he is very wise’. He is one who ‘above all 
men knows judgment and wisdom’. The Homeric formula 
yegtfvtog inndra Ndarcog is usually translated ‘the knight 
Nestor of Gerenia’, but it seems rhore probable 1 that 
yegijvioe is an adjectival form of ydgcov, ‘the old man’. Mr 
Deasy, like Nestor, is a rather pompous old gentleman (stress 
is laid on his age: ‘he raised his forefinger and J>eat the air 
oldly’; his eyes are dead. till, in a sunbeam, they ‘come to blue 
life’), conservative in outlook, who is always ready to dis- 
pense sage counsel to tjhe young. 

Nestor is a knight, a ‘tamer of horses’; they were a ‘horsey’ 
stock, the Neleids, his ancestors. Mr Deasy says: 

‘I am descended from Sir John Blackwood who voted for 
the union. We are all Irish, all kings’ sons. . . . Per vias 
rectos was his motto. He voted for it aryl put on his topboots 
to ride to Dublin from the Ards of Down to do so.’ 

He stamps ‘on gaitered feet’. His walls are covered with 
pictures of racehorses* * « 

‘Framed around the walls images of vanished horses stood 
in homage, their meek heads poised, in air; lord Hastings’ 
Repulse, the duke of Westminster’s Shotover, the duke of 
Beaufort’s Ceylon, prix de Paris , 1866. Elfin riders sat them, 
watchful of a sign. He saw their speeds, backing king’s 
colours, and shouted with the shoilts of vanishe’d crowds.’ 

The symbol of this episode is the horsey noble houyhnhnm, 
compelled to serve base Yahoos. Stephen,, too, is restless be- 
neath the pedagogic yoke. 

‘ “I foresee,” Mr Deasy said, “that you will not Remain 
here very long at this work. You were not born to be a 
teacher, I think. Perhaps I am wrong.” 

“A learner gather,” Stephen said. 

And here 'what will you learn more? 

Mr Deasy shook his head.* , 

“Who knows?” he said. “To learn one musf be humble. 
But life is the greai teacher.” ’ 

Pylos, ‘the stablished castle of Neleus’, the ‘city of the 
gate’ (the gate of Mr Deasy’s school was an imposing affair 
with ‘lions touchant on the pillars’), was situated near the 
mouth of the river Alpheus. The name of this* river has in- 

1 Vide Victor B6rard. Pbulope, page *46. 
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teresting associations. The Semitic root A.L.P. from which it 
is derived means ‘ox’ and is also the root of the first letter of 
the Hebrew alphabet, Aleph, and the corresponding Greek 
letter Alpha — the ox-letter. The river Alpheus figures in 
many legends which dteal with oxen, amongst others, those of 
the Augean stables, the herds of Apollo and the cattle of 
Melampus. A famous cattle-market (BovTcgdaiov) was held 
beside the Alpheus. Mr Deasy, true to Neleid tradition, is 
evidently much interested in cattle:. ‘Our cattle trade. . . . 
Koch’s preparation. Serum and virus. Perteqtage of salted 
horses. Rinderpest . . . Allimportant question . . .’ Allu- 
sions to this letter of Mr Deasy crop up frequently in the 
course of Ulysses and Stephen foresees that Mulligan will Hub 
him with a new nickname: the bullockbefriending bard. 
There are many references elsewhere to bulls, Irish and 
others, especially in tfre episode of the Oxen of the Sun, where 
the bull, a symbol of fertility, is associated with the birt/Mheme, 
in which Dr Curtius sees the geometrical point where all 
the basic motifs of Ulyises intersect. ’Alphq, the beginning 
of all — Adam’s telephone number is, according to Stephen, 
Aleph, alpha: nought, nought, one — is specifically associated with 
the' bull in a mention of the star Alpha : ‘it blazes. Alpha, a 
ruby and triangled sign upon the forehead of Taurus ’. 1 

In *this episode we have one of the rare occasions in 
Ulysses where an Odyssean personage and its modern coun- 
terpart are mentioned side by side. Mr Deasy recalls the 
fatal women of history. ' .. 

‘A woman brought sin into the world. Eor a woman who 
was no*better than she should be, Helen, the runaway wife of 
Menelaus, ten years the Greeks made war on Troy. A faith- 
less wife first brought the strangers to our shore here, 
MacMurrough’s wife and her leman O’Rourke, prince of 
Breffni. A woman brought Parnell low.’ 

Tfie Helen — Mrs O’Shea correspondence is here explicit. 
With this speech we may compare Nestor’s long narrative 
of Clytemnestra’s treachery . 2 Mr Deasy* mentions another 
hero of Irish history, the greht Daniel O’Connell. ‘You 
think me an old fogey and an old tory. I saw three genera- 
tions since O’Connell’s time. I remember the 'famine. Do 
you ’know that the orange lodges agitated for the repeal of the 
1 Page 395. , * Odyssey, III, 239-312. 
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union twenty years before O’Connell did or before the pre- 
lates of your ccjmmunion denounced him as a demagogue?’ 
Thus Nestor, who is said to have ruled over three generations of 
men (tria saecula, as Latin writers record it), had as a friend 
in his early years the hero Heracles ’(associated in several 
legends with the river Alpheus ) ; in a subsequent episode 1 an 
analogy is established between the strong man of Greece and 
the strong man of Irish nationalism. Nestor hijnself was no 
mean fighter, and even in his advanced years was ‘dis- 
tinguished abpvft all others for drawing up horses and men 
in battle array’. ‘I ant, a struggler now,’ Mr Deasy says, ‘at 
the end of my days. But I will fight for the right till the 
encfi’ 

Nestor had many sons seated at the feast beside him when 
Tclemachus presented himself, and one of these, Peisistratus, 
he delegated to be Telemachus’ compapion. Thus, under the 
headiftaster’s orders, one of the class of schoolboys, Cyril 
Sargent, stays behind with Stephen^when the others have 
gone out to hoijkcy. * 

The shouts of the mimic warfare on the hockey field sound 
in their ears as Stephen and Mr Deasy, who likes to ‘break a 
lance’ with youth, cdn’verse in the study. 

‘ “They 2 sinned against the light,” Mr Deasy said gravely. 
“And you can see the darkness in their eyes. And that is why 
they are wanderers on the earth till this day.” * 

“Who has not?” Stephen said. 

“What do you mean?’ 5 Mr Deasy asked. 

He came forward a pace and stood by the table. His 
underjaw fell sideways open uncertainly. Is this did wis- 
dom? He waits to hear from me. 

“History”, Stephen said, “is a nightmare from which I am 
trying to awalje.” 

From the'playfield the boys raised a shout. A whirring 
whistle: goal. What if that nightmare gave you a back kick? 

“The ways of the Creator ^are not our ways?’ Mr Deasy 
said. “All history moves towards one great goal, the mani- 
festation of God.” 4 

Stephen jerked his thumb towards the window, saying: 

“That is God.” 

Hooray! Ay! Whrrwhee! 

. • 

1 Vide notes on the Hades episode. 
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“What?” Mr Deasy asked. 

“A shout in the street,” Stephen answered,.’ 

As in Telemachus there is a rhythmic recurrence of the sym- 
bol ‘bowl’, so here of ‘coins-shells’. Mr Deasy is a collector of 
coins and shells and, while Stephen is waiting to be paid, his 
(Stephen’s) ‘embarrassed hand moved over the shells heaped 
in the cold stone mortar: whelks and money cowries and 
leopard shells: and this, whorled as an emir’s turban, and 
this, the scallop of Saint James. An old pilgrim’s hoard, dead 
treasure, hollow shells’. Mr Deasy, like most historians (and 
schoolmasters) loves to keep things in order; he hoards his 
money in a little savingsbox with a compartment for egch 
kind of coin, and advises Stephen to get one for himself. 
‘ “Mine would often be empty,” Stephen said.’ Shells are 
for Stephen ‘symbols of beauty and, power’ ; coins are ‘sym- 
bols soiled by greed and misery’. As Mr Deasy takes leave of 
Stephen at his gate and turns back to the school, ‘on his wise 
shoulders through the '.'heckerwork of leaves the sun flung 
spangles, dancing coins*. References to ‘shells’ continue in 
the next episode {Proteus), in which certain of the esoteric 
motifs of Ulysses, are introduced. Espterists use the name 
‘shells’ to designate bodies discarded by the soul, tenements 
emptied of life.' The ‘facts’ of history? its dates, battles, 
marches and countermarches, alarums and excursions, are 
shells, hollow shells into which the historian vainly seeks to 
pour the life of his own quick imagination. Such life as they 
may seem to gain is Active; their own has passed on and 
cannot be recalled. The milie of history, ‘joust of life’, 1 is 
ever pushing forward to new fronts, leaving on the aban- 
doned fleld a debris of discarded vehicles, empty shells. 

» 

1 ‘Again: a goal. I am among them, among their battling bodies in 
a medley, the joust of life. . . .Jousts. Time shocked *re{>ounds, shock 
by shock. Jousts, slush and uproar of battles, the frozen dcathspew of 
the slam, a shout of spear spikes bajted with men’s bloodied guts.’ 
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THE EPISODES 
3. PROTEUS 

T his episode contains practically no action. Nothing 
happens, and yet in following the trail of Stephen’s 
thoughts, as he idles on the Dublin strand, we encounter a 
diversity of experience ^s exciting as any tale of adventure in 
‘the land of Phenomenon’. In dealing with Proteus I 1 /ave 
thought it best to vary my practice of separating narrative 
from explication, and jto (Combine the excerptSj from the text 
with a running commentary. 

For the appreciation of this intricate episode it is necessary 
to bear in mind a (riad of* directive themes' which permeate its 
fabric. First there is the Homeric narrative of the capture of 
Proteus, (as told by Menelaus in the Fourth Book of the 
Odyssey) and the Egyptian background of that adventure; 
secondly, certain esoteric doctrines, notably that of metem- 
psychosis (already dealt with in my introductory chapters), 
here combined with the symbol of the tide; lastly, the ‘art’ of 
this episode, philology, a conscious virtuosity In the handling 
of language as an end in itself and an exploitation of the 
‘affective resonance’ of words. • 

The encounter of Menelaus with Proteus, the ‘old man of 
the sea’, took place at the island of Pharos ‘in the \tash of the 
waves over agajnst Egypt’. The name of this island is un- 
doubtedly a Greek adaptation of the title Pharaoh , and Pro- 
teus is a transcription of the Egyptian title^Proari, the ‘Sub- 
lime Porte’, an Egyptian king who, Diodorus Siculus tells us, 
‘acquired the art of metamorphosis in the company of the 
astrologers*. An Egyptian legend relates that tjie prince 
Noferkephtah, accompanied by his wife Akhouri (like him- 
self, the offspripg of the Prouti), set ouj on a voyage to dis- 
cover the magic Book of Thoth. He constructed a ship, a 

113 H 



JAMES JOYCE'S ULYSSES 

company of workers and their tools, and, by reciting an in- 
cantation, endowed the puppets with life. With their aid he 
bored a hole in the waters of the Nile and discovered the 
Book under a nest of serpents, scorpions and reptiles. A 
divine serpent lay coiled on the casket containing the Book. 
After pronouncing a charm of magic words he was able to 
slay the serpent which, thrice smitten, came thrice to life 
«igain. Thus he obtained the book and Akhouri read out the 
Words of Power. . * 

‘Thereupon ’I bound the sky, earth, nightworld and waters 
with a spell. I knew all that was said by the birds of heaven, 
tjie fishes of the abyss, the animals. ... I saw the fishes of 
the deep for there was a divine power which made them rise 
to the surface of the waters.’ 1 

Thus Eidothee, daughter of Proteus, by her counsel and 
the^gift of ambrosia, enabled Menelafus to capture the seagod 
and learn the way of his returning. 

‘So often a,s the fcun in his course .hath reached the mid 
heaven, then forth from the brine comes the ancient one of 
the sea, infallible, before the breath of the West Wind, and 
the sea’s dark ripple ‘covers him. And aroUnd him the' seals, 
the brood of the «fair daughter of the brine, sleep all in a 
flock, stolen forth from the grey sea water, and bitter is the 
scent they breathe of the deeps of the salt sea.’ 

‘And I will tell thee all the magic arts of that old man. 
First he wil^number the seals and go over them; but when he 
has told their tale and beheld them, he will lay him down in 
their midst, as*a shepherd amid the sheep of hi$*flock. So 
soon as ever ye shall see him couched, even then mind you of 
your might and strength, and hold him there, despite his 
eagerness and striving to be free.’ 

Menelaus and his company accordingly lay in wait for 
Proteus. * . 

‘We rushed upon him with a cry, and cast our hands about 

him, nor did thafancient one forget his cunning. Now behold, 

at the first, he turned into*a bearded lion, and thereafter into 

a snake, and a pard, and a huge boar; then he took the shape 

of running water, and of a tall and flowering tree. We the 

while held him close with steadfast heart.’ 

. * . 

1 Vide Victor Blrard. Les PhMiciens et VOdyssie, II, 53. 
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Conquered, Proteus instructs Menelaus of the way of his 
returning and the fate of his comrades, and, finally, of the 
manner of his own end. ‘Thou, Menelaus, son of Zeus, art 
not ordained to die ... but the deathless gods will convey 
thee to the Elysian plhin and the world’s end, where is 
Rhadamanthus of the fair hair, where life is easiest for men.’ 

In esoteric writings the name Proteus has been aptly applied 
to the primal piatter, the Akasa of the Brahmins, the Iliastet 
of Paracelsus. 

‘The nature of the universe’, Marcus Antoninus has ob- 
served, ‘delights not in anything so much as to alter all 
things, and present them under another form. This is b^r 
conceit to play one game and begin another. Matter is 
placed before her like a piece of wax and she shapes it to all 
forms and figures. Now she makes a bird, then out of the 
bird a beast — now a fl®wer, then a frog, and she is pleased 
with her own magical performance as men are with their 
own fancies .’ 1 .. . 

‘ Ineluctable modality of the visible,’ Stepheh’s monologue 
begins; ‘at least that, if no more, thought through my eyes. 
Signatures a of all thing? I am here to read, seaspawn and 
seawrack, the nearing tide, that rusty boot^ Snotgreen, blue- 
silver, rust: coloured signs.’ (Surely the ‘signature’ of Bishop 
Berkeley is o» this passage!) According to the mystics the 
‘thumb-marks’ of the Demiurge are apparent everywhere for 
him who has eyes to see and the ‘might and strength’ of a 
Menelaus to apprehend and hold the slippefy object of 
apperception. • 

r % 

‘Their (the “astral influences’ ”) signatures may be seen in 
the book of life belonging to every form, in the shape and size 

of features and limbs, in the lines of the hands . 3 . . . They 

• • 

1 Isis Unveiled , I, 257. 

2 Cf. Mr Bloom’s comment (page 363^ as he, at sunset, contemplates 
the rock, whereof Nausicaa revealed fierself to him. ‘Tide comes here 
a pool near her foot. Bend, see my face there, dark mirror, breathe on 
it, stirs. All these rocks with lines and scars and •letters.’ ‘Scars’ are 
history’s sigils. Thus Stephen (page 24) consults a ‘gore-scarred’ history 
book to verify the date of the battle of Asculum. 

8 In the Circe episode (page 526) the whore Zoe ‘reads* Stephen’s hand. 

‘Zoe. (Examining Stephen's palm.) Woman’s hand. 

Stephen. (Mtfrmurs.) Continue. Lie. Hold me. Caress. I never 
could read His handwriting except His crinSinai thumbprint on the 
haddock.* 
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are the forces by which the Universal Mind puts his mark 
upon everything and those who are able to read may find the 
true history of everything written upon the leaves of its soul .’ 1 

Throughout his self-communion, recorded in this episode, 
Stephen is trying to grasp, whether metaphysically or mystic- 
ally, the eternal ideas that cast their shadow on the wall of 
the cave. Near the end of the episode he asks himself: ‘Now 
ivhere the blue hell am I bringing her beyond.the veil? Into 
the ineluctable modality of the ineluctable visuality.’ She 
whom Stephen is bringing beyond the veil is here the soul, 
but, in a flash, Psyche is transformed into ‘the virgin at 
Ijodges Figgis’ window on Monday morning’ who ‘lives in 
Lecson park, with a grief and kickshaws, a lady of letters’. 

An association between the plastic primordial matter of 
the universe and the ‘art’ of this episode, philology , is sug- 
gested in the opening sentences. The.interpretation of nature 
is aif act of reading ; the ‘signs’ or ‘signatures’ are there, plain 
to see, if we will but open our eyes and read them. 

Now, by way of experiment, Stephen closes his eyes for a 
moment and excludes the modality of the visible. He hears 
his boots ‘crush cradling wrack and sheik’ : the ‘ineluctable 
modality of the audible’. 

T am getting on nicely ip the dark. My ash sword hangs 
at my side. Tap with it: they do . 2 * * * * My two feet, in hiS 8 boots 
are at the end of his legs, nebeneihander. Sounds solid: made 
by the mallet of Los Dgmiurgos. A m I walking into eternity 
along Sandymount strand?' 

‘Open your eyes now. I will. One moment. Has all van- 
ished since? If I open and am for ever in the black adiaphane. 
Basta! I will see if I can see. 

See now. There all £he time without you: and ever shall 
be, world .without end.’ 

Two Frauenzimmer, midwives, appear in the offing; one of 
them is carrying a bag. ‘What has she in tlys bag? .A mis- 
birth with a trailing navekord. . . . The cords of all link 
back, strandentvPining cable of all flesh.’ There follows the 

1 Hartmann. Magic , page 63. This is, of course, the extreme ‘magical’ 

view, exprdsed in magical terminology. Ciedat Judaeus Apella. 

* A preparation for the rhythmic progress of the ‘blind tunet — Tap. 

Tap , tap. Tap, tap , tqp~in the last movement of the Sirens* fugue. 

* Mulligan’s. 
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passage describing the ‘umbilical telephone* to ‘Edenville* 
which I have already discussed under the heading ‘The 
Omphalos'. Stephen’s vision of the primordial Eden, of 
Traherne’s ‘orient and immortal wheat, standing from ever- 
lasting to everlasting’, is, doubtless, an allusion to the descrip- 
tion which Proteus gave to Menelaus of the Elysian plain at 
the world’s end. ‘No snow is there, nor yet great storm, nor 
any rain; but alway ocean sendeth forth the breeze of tUfc 
shrill West to blow cool on man: yea for thou hast Helen to 
wife, and thereby they deem thee to be th*e son of Zeus.’ 
But this nirvanal paradise was, as M. Berard points out, de- 
cidedly ill-suited to the Achaean race, ‘that horde of warriors 
and pirates. There is no fighting there, no slaughter, not even 
contests of athletic prowess or skill. Such a paradise of silence 
and peace is singularly unfitted for these garrulous orators of 
the market-place, these lusty debaters, natural politicians.’ 
The Homeric paradise resembles rather the Egyptian ‘gzftden 
of Ialou’, where the nortlj wind, blowing steadily, softens ever 
the ardour of the sun,* where harvests are rich,and abundant 
and there is no more sorrow nor death. Never-failing canals 
ensure the coolth and fertility of that happy land, where ‘the 
wheat is seven cubits in height, whereof two cubits go to the 
ear alone’: orient* and immortal. Such another paradise was 

the island-valley of Avilion, 

• 

‘Where falls not hail, or rain, or any snow, 

Nor ever wind blows* loudly; but it lies m 
Deep-meadowed, happy, fair with orchard lawns 
Ai^ bowery hollows crown’d with summer sea.’ 

Far removed, further yet than Ithaca, is the Dublin of 
Ulysses from Avilion, Ialou, the Elysian plain. Yet, at 
moments, when Stephen stays to enjoy the new air of the 
morning and quits his ‘moody brooding’, he can feel the 
ambiance of tjhat lost primordi&f paradise about him. 

‘ EtviditDeus . Et erant valde bom. . . . He watched through 
peacocktwittering lashes the southing sun! I am caught in 
this burning scene. Pan’s hour, ’the faunal noon . 1 Among 
gumheavy serpentplants, milkoozing fruits, where on the 
tawny waters leaves lie wide. Pain is far.’ 

1 It was at thievery hour of noon, and in shch*a ‘burning scene’, that 
Proteus was caught by Menelaus. 
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Stephen’s pace slackens and, for a moment, he thinks of 
going to visit his ‘nuncle Richie’ (Richie Goulding, brother of 
Stephen’s mother, appears in the flesh in the Sirens episode). 
He seems to hear the voice of his father, Simon Dedalus, jeer- 
ing at all the Goulding clan and Ribhie, that broken-down 
roisterer, in particular. 

‘My consubstantial father’s voice. Did you see anything of 
^»ur artist brother Stephen lately? No? Sure he’s not down 
in Strasburg terrace with his aunt Sally? Couldn’t he fly a 
bit higher than* that, eh? And and and and tell us, Stephen, 
how is uncle Si? O weeping God, the things I married into. 
Df boys up in de hayloft. The drunken little costdrawer and 
his brother, the cornet player. Highly respectable gondoliers. 
And skeweyed Walter sirring his father, no less. Sir. Yes, sir. 
No, sir.’ 

TJjis passage illustrates one of the difficulties of Stephen’s 
silent monologue; the reader has to reconstruct the scene and 
identify the speakers from hints thrown out. Stephen, who 
has left home 'to live with Mulligan, a ‘bloody doubledyed 
ruffian’ as Mr Dedalus calls him, pictures his father’s specu- 
lations as to the way he spends his time. Mr Dedalus senior 
parodies Richard Goulding’s mannerisms, ‘And and and and 
tell us . . .’, and jeers at the, way the Goulding children have 
been brought up. , 

‘House of decay, mine, his and all. You told the Glon- 
gowes gen try^you had an uncle a judge and an uncle a general 
in the army. Come out of them, Stephen. Beauty is not 
there. Nor in the stagnant bay of Marsh’s library w£ere you 
read the fading prophecies of Joachim Abbas. For whom? 
The hundredheaded rabble of the cathedral close. A hater of 
his kind ran from them to the wood of madness, his mane 
foaming in«the moon, his eyeballs stars. Houyhnhmn, horse- 
nostrilled.’ 

*4 

Here the mention of Marsh’s Library (in St Patrick’s 
close) recalls to Stephen the famous dean of St Patrick’s and 
he sees the houyhnhmn in the face of its creator and a hydra 
in the horde of worshippers: Protean metamorphosis. ‘Oval 
equine facfs.’ ‘Abbas father, furious dean what offence laid 
fire to their brains? Paff ! Descends, calve, ut %e nimium jdecal- 
veris .’ (Stephen quoteg a ‘prophecy’ of Joachim Abbas.) ‘A 
garland of grey hair on Ms comminated head see him me 
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clambering down to the footpace ( descende ), cliftching a mon- 
strance, basiliskeyed.’ (Another reptilian allusion. Stephen 
recalls the priest, ‘a blowing red face . . . garland of grey 
hair’, whom he saw at the bathing-pool, and, for an instant, 
imagines himself, metamorphosed, in the priestly role; as we 
learnt in the Portrait, Stephen was almost persuaded to enter 
the Church.) ‘Get down, bald poll! A choir gives back 
menace and # echo, assisting about the altar’s horns, tljjfc 
snorted Latin of jackpriests moving burly in their albs, ton- 
sured and oiled and gelded, fat with the fat <jf kidneys of 
wheat.’ He sees himself in the skin of Swift and murmurs, 
‘Cousin Stephen, you will never be a saint,’ recalling Diy- 
den’s remark to Swift, ‘Cousin, you will never be a poet. 

Stephen once aspired to write ‘deep’ books, epiphanies, 
manifestations of Himself, which would be apprehended only 
after the great cycle o£a manvantara' had rolled its course. 

‘Books you were going to write with letters for titles. jSave 
you read his F? O yes, bu.t I prefer Q,. Y es > but W is wonder- 
ful. O yes, W. Remember your epiphanies <jn green 1 oval 
leaves, deeply deep, copies to be sent if you died to all the 
great libraries of the world, including Alexandria? Someone 
was to read them there after a few thousand years, a maha- 
manvantara. Piet) della Mirandola like. Ay very like a 
whale. • When one reads these strange pages of one long gone 
one feels tha't one is at one with one who once. . . .’ 

The esoteric doctrines of Manvantara and Pralaya are, it is 
significant, named for the first time in this episode, whose 
symbol is the tide, never-ceasing flux and reflux. 

‘Man has a manvantara and pralaya every four-and- 
twenty hours, his periods of waking /md sleeping; vegetation 
follows the same rule from year to year as it subsides and re- 
vives with the seasons. The world too has its'irianvantaras 
and pralayas, when the tide-wavq of humanity approaches its 
shore, juns through the evolution of its seven races, and ebbs 
away again, and such a manvantara has been treated by most 
exoteric religions as the whole cycle of etftrnity.’ 2 

Stephen walks on, treading a ‘'damp crackling mast’, past 
unwholesome sandflats ‘breathing upward sewage breath’ 

‘ The ‘colour’ *of this episode is green, of the sea, of moonlight, of 
absinthe, of Stephen’s epiphanies, etc. • . 

* A. P. Sinnett. Esoteric Buddhism, page 171. 
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(compare the ‘deadly stench* of the seals, Proteus’ flock, 
which ‘sorely, distressed’ Menelaus) and a stogged porter- 
bottle. ‘A sentinel: isle of dreadful thirst.’ (Compare the 
‘isle of dreadful hunger’ of Pharos; such isles of hunger and 
thirst were only too familiar to Egyptian and Phoenician 
mariners.) 

A view of the Pigeonhouse and the recall of a French 
l^squinade on that holy bird lead his thoughts back to Paris 
days , 1 his ‘latin quarter hat’, and his desperate attempt to get 
a money-order ‘cashed at a Parisian post-office which, char- 
acteristically enough, has put up the notice Ferine, two min- 
utes before time. The dramatization of a transient lust to 
kfil, in this passage, is perhaps a foretaste of the large-scale use 
of this technique in the Circe episode. 

‘Proudly walking. Whom were you trying to walk like? 
Forget: a dispossessed/ With mother’s money order, eight 
shillings, the banging door of the post office slammed in your 
face by the usher. Hunger toothache. Encore deux minutes . 
Look clock. Must £et. Ferme . Htfed. dog! Shoot him to 
bloody bits wifti a bang shotgun, bits man spattered walls all 
brass buttons. Bits all khrrrrklak in place clack back. Not 
hurt? O, that’s all ri^ht. Shake hands. Sde what I meant, 
see? O, that’s all right. Shake a shake. O,. that’s all only all 
right/ 

At Paris, amid the matin incense of ‘froggreen- wormwood’, 
the ‘sweet-scented ambrosia’ of a Parisian Eidothee, he came 
to know Kevin Egan, an exiled frish conspirator, ‘loveless, 
landless, wifeless ’. 2 * * * * * 8 Kevin Egan tells Stephen tales of the 
revolutionary movement. ‘How the head centre gqt away, 

1 Egypt (the town of Thebes in particular) was to the Achaeans what 

Paris was to the Danes ancris still to northern and western races, an 

arbiter of elegance for certain kinds of apparel and the art of savoir 

vivre. An old 1 chronicle tells that the Danish nobles ‘sent their sons to 

Paris to prepare themselves not only for the ecclesiastical career, but 
also to gain a knowledge of mtmdane affairs’. The Achaeans (my 

authority is M. Bdrard) adopted from the Egyptian/ the lin<?n chiton 

and the supple coaj of mail (in lieu of leather garments and rigid 
armour). Stephen adopted the ‘latin quarter hat’ and fit taste for 
‘black 9 tea. 

8 The theme of the exile whose return to his home is forbidden by 
the gods is common both to the story of Menelaus (‘Which of the im- 
mortals is it that binds me here?’) and the Noferkephtah legend. *Thoth 
complained to Ra of Noferkephtah ’s larceny and Ra* sent down from 
heaven a divine embargo against his return to Memphis, his home. 
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authentic version. Got up as a young bride, man, veil, 
orangeblossoms, drove out the road to Malalpde. Did, faith. 
Of lost leaders, the betrayed, wild escapes. Disguises, 
clutched at, gone, not here.’ There is here an unmistakable 
allusion to the transformations of Proteus in the ineluctable 
grip of his captor. The thought of disguises recalls to Stephen 
the pretenders of history. ‘For that you are pining, the bark 
of their applause? Pretenders: live their lives. The Brunt's 
brother, Thomas Fitzgerald, silken knight, Perkin Warbeck, " 
York’s false scion, in breeches of silk of whiterose ivory, won- 
der of a day, and Lambert Simnel, with a tail of nans and 
sutlers, a scullion crowned. All king’s sons. Paradise of pre- 
tenders then and now.’ * 

A woman and man approach, cocklc-pickers, with their 
dog, itself proteiform as the tidal margin of the bay. 

‘The dog yelped running to them, reared up and pawed 
them, dropping on all fours, again reared up at them with 
mute bearish fawning.. Unheeded he kept by them as they 
came towards the drier sand, a rag of wojf’s tongue red- 
panting from his jaws. His speckled body ambled ahead of 
them and then loped oiff at a calf’s gajlop. . . . He rooted in 
the sand, dabbling, delving and stopped to listen to the air, 
scraped up the sand again with a fury oFhis claws, soon ceas- 
ing, a pard, a panther, got in’ spousebreach, vulturing the 
dead.’ * 

The word ‘panther’ recalls to Stephen the Englishman 
Haines who, in his sleep, ‘was raving all nigh* about a black 
panther’, and woke Stephen up. . 

‘After he woke me up last night same dream or was it? 
Wait. Open hallway. Street of hark>ts. Remember. Haroun 
al Raschid. I am almosting it. That man led me, spoke. I 
was not afraid. The melon he had he held against my face. 
Smiled: creamfruit smell. That was the rule, said. In. 
Gome. Red # carpet spread. You will see who.’ 

This dream, vaguely albeit, portends certain happenings in 
the course of the day: Mr Bloom’s encounter with Stephen, his 
paternal aid in the street of harlots and his proposal that 
Stephen should come to stay at Eccles Street. The melon, as 
wil£ be seen later, is a fruit with sentimental associations for 
Mr Bloom ^nd the colour red (thg ruby) is Mr Bloom’s 
characteristic colour, for symbolic reasons. 
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After watchi&g for a while the movements of the cockle- 
pickers, Stephen returns to the abstract world of meta- 
physics, the subjective idealism of the ‘good bishop of Cloyne’. 

‘His shadow lay over the rocks as ^e bent, ending. Why 
not endless till the farthest star? Darkly they are there behind 
this light, darkness shining in the brightness, delta of Cas- 
siopeia, worlds. Me sits there with his augur’s rod of ash, in 
borrowed sandals, by day beside a livid sea, unbeheld, in 
violet night walking beneath a reign of uncouth stars. I 
throw this ende<3 shadow from me, manshape ineluctable, 
call it back. Endless, would it be mine, form of my form? 
Who watches me here? Who ever anywhere will read these 
written words? Signs on a white field. . . . The good bishop 
of Cloyne took the veil of the temple out of his shovel hat: 
veil of space with coloured emblems hatched on its field. 
Hold hard coloured on a flat: yes, that’s right. Flat I see, 
then Blink distance, near, far, flat I see, east, back. Ah see 
now: falls back suddenly, frozen in stereoscope. Click does 
the trick.’ t 

The veil, used by Bishop Berkeley for his conjuring trick, 
behind which Stephom leads Psyche, ‘‘a woman to her lover 
clinging’, is an anticipation of the ‘veil motif ’ which is a lead- 
ing theme in the episode which follows, Catypso. 

It is curious that a poet should have seen in the; tide A sym- 
bol of encouragement for despondent hearts that hold ‘the 
struggle naught availeth’^ trompe-V s’il, surely, if picturesque, 
futile as the macrocosm itself ‘founded upon the void’, is the 
labour of the tidec. 

% 

‘Under the upswelling tide he saw the writhing weeds lift 
languidly and sway reluctant arms, hising up their petticoats, 
in whispering water swaying and upturning coy silver fronds. 
Day by day: ’night by night: lifted, flooded and let fall. 
Lord, they are weary: and,, \yhispered to, they sigh. Saint 
Ambrose heard it, sigh of leaves and waves, waiting, await- 
ing the fullness of their times,* diebus ac noctibus injurias patiens 
ingemiscit. To no Aid gathered: vainly then released, forth 
flowing, wending back : loom* of the moon. Weary too in sight 
of lovers, lascivious men, a naked woman shining in her 
courts, she draws a toil of waters. t , 

Five fathoms out thqre. Full fathom five thy father lies. 
At one he said. Found drowned. High water at Dublin bar. 
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Driving before it a loose drift of rubble, fanihoals of fishes, 
silly shells. A corpse rising saltwhite from 4 the undertow, 
bobbing landward, a pace a pace a porpoise. . . . Sunk 
though he be beneath the watery floor . . . 

Bag of corpsegas sopping in foul brine. A quiver of min- 
nows, fat of a spongy titbit, flash through the slits of his 
buttoned trouserfly. God becomes man becomes fish be- 
comes barnacle goose becomes featherbed mountain. . 

‘The sea, 5 Professor Curtius has remarked^ ‘that primordial 
element, giver and taker of life, beats about* the Ulyssean 
world of life-experience. As in Mr T. S. Eliot’s Waste Land , 
so through the work of Joyce runs the motif of the Drowgcd 
Man. 5 It is interesting to note that Mr Eliot’s Drowned Man 
was, like the prototype of Odysseus himself, a Phoenician 
trader. 

Phlebas the Pho*enician, a fortnight dead, 

Forgot the cry of gulls, and the deep sea swell 
And the profit prid the loss. • 

A currefit under sea 

Picked his bones in whispers. As he rose and fell 

’ He passed 'the stages of his age'and youth 
Entering the whirlpool. # 

In die firsj: episode Stephen refers to Mulligan’s rescue of a 
drowning man 1 and hedrs a boatman speak of a drowning 
case (the corpse was expej ted to appear, ‘bobbing landward’, 
at about one o’clock). ‘It’ll be swept up thatnvay when the 
tide comes in.’ InMrDeasy’s school Stephen hears his class 
repeat *Lyddas. 

For Lycidas, your sorrow, i/ not dead, 

Sunk though he be beneath the watery floor. 

• ♦ 

His mother he could not save. ‘Waters: bitter death: lost.’ 

Other recalls of this motif wfll’be observed in later episodes. 
The rising of the corpse to the sjirface, porpoise-like, attended 

1 The drowning man is said to haye a flash of insight into ‘the vast 
repository where the records of every man’s life as well as every pulsation 
of the visible cosmos are stored up for all eternity’, that is to say, the 
‘Akasic records’ alluded to by Stephen in the Aeolus episode. Mr Bloom, 
avat&r of a Phoenician adventurer, observes: ‘drowning they say is 
pleasantest. Sefe your whole life in a flash# Big: being brought back to 
life no.* 
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by a retinue of following fish, recalls a passage in the magic 
Book of Thoth discovered by Noferkephtah. ‘I saw the fishes 
of the deep for there was a divine power which made them 
rise to the surface of the waters.’ (Cf. tl^e powers of the ‘death- 
less Egyptian Proteus, who knows thfe depth of every sea’.) 
The last sentence of the passage quoted above (‘God becomes 
man,’ etc.) is a variant of the kabalistic axiom of metem- 
psychosis (as well as an allusion to the protean ebb and flow 
of living matter) : ‘a stone . becomes a plant, a plant an 
animal, an animal a man, a man a spirit, and a spirit a god’. 

‘Gome. I thirst. Clouding over. No black clouds any- 
where, are there? Thunderstorm. Allbright he falls, proud 
lightning of the intellect, Lucifer , dico, qui nescit occasum. No. 
My coclde hat and staff and his my sandal shoon. Where? 
To evening lands. Evening will find itself. 

Hectook the hilt of his ashplant, lunging with it softly, 
dallying still. Yes evening will find itself in me, without me. 
All days make their tnd.’ <•' 

l 

The allusions to the Crucifixion and Hamlet (Ophelia’s 
song; again, death by drowning) are a.preparation for certain 
correspondences which I will discuss in the episode of Scylla 
and Chary bdis; here, “too, Stephen has a premonition of the 
‘black crack’ of thunder which marks the climax of the 
episode of the Oxen of the Sun. It is characteristic of Stephen’s 
pride that he can never forget he is wearing the ‘Buck’s’ cast- 
off shoes (another ‘disguise’); still, on one occasion, anyhow, 
he suffered such disguisement gladly. ‘You were delighted 
when Esther Osvalt’s shoe went on you: girl I knew it* Paris. 
Tiens, quel petit pied!' 

It has already been mentioned that the ‘art’ of this episode 
is philology, and the analogy between the incessant modifica- 
tions of human speech and the transformations of Proteus, 
the movements of the tides, <is. obvious. Language is always 
in a flux of becoming, ebb or flow, and any attefnpt to arrest 
its trend is the vayi endeavour of a Canute. Moreover, by 
the study of language we can best discover the processes of 
change which are operating in the world about us; for the 
written signs remain. (Corresponding to philology, we have, 
on the esoteric plane, the doctrine of ‘signatures’, already 
discussed.) In the beginning, as the Abb£ Jousse has declared, 
was the gesture. The earliest language (according to Vico) 
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was that of the gods, of which Homer speaki: ‘the gods call 
this giant Briareus, men call him Egeon’, tlje gods call the 
river Scamander ‘Xanthe’, the bird Cyminidis ‘Chalcis’. 
The second language iwas the heroic — the semata of Homer. 
Last of all came ‘popinar’ speech and the use of an alphabet. 
(There are several allusions to the alphabet in this episode 
and perhaps the speech of the giant Sir Lout, quoted here- . 
after, is a survival of the spoken equivalent of the hejyjTc 
semata.) The ‘popular’ speech was, Vico suggests, adopted -- 
by a free convention of the people (how •characteristic of 
his epoch, this theory of a ‘free convention’*!), for it is a 
law of nature that the common speech and script are the 
people’s domain; even the emperor Claudius failed* to 
compel the Romans to adopt three new letters proposed 
by him . 1 

Coming to more recent times, We find the mutability of 
language still more *apparent; all the academicians* have 
failed — perhaps for want of some fair goddess Eidothee to 
counsel them — to arrest* the transformations of popular, even 
written, speech. No sooner has the lexicographer completed 
his colossal task than tout est d recommencer ; Proteus, inconstant 
sndke, has sloughed his skin. 

The monologue of Stephen in this epispde is as varied in its 
linguistic transformations and ’disguises as the Ubiquiste of 
C. T. Feret . 2 

L'Ubiquiste, Messieurs, Mesdames, vous salue. 

De douze gens j’habite en meme temps la peau. 

Des couleurs de Protee delate l’oripeau 
Et ma forme ondoyante et diverse evolue. 

Toute la Compagnie en un seul. Et chacun 
Peut monter sans fa<jon me toucher sur* la. scene. 

En bas, en haut, devant^ derriere, je suis un, 

Un seuj, et cependant cela fait la douzaine. 

. . * 

Je'tiens dans un Eclair mille roles, ?t seule 
La boite de mon corps n’est pas a double fonds. 

1 It is to be feared that the gallant attempt of the lata Poet Laureate 
to save our vowel sounds from extinction by the creation of certain new 
forms will proVe no more successful than *he # emperor. 

8 UArc d'Ulysse . Qh^rles-Th^ophile Fdret. 
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In this episode there are fragments of French, German, 
Latin, Spanish^ Italian, Greek, Scandinavian and other 
languages. The sea has its own tongue. ‘Listen: a four- 
worded wavespeech: seesoo, hrss, rssfreiss, ooos. Vehement 
breath of waters amid seasnakes, reading horses, rocks. In 
cups of rocks it slops: flop, slop, slap . 5 The rough boulders of 
the strand are ‘Sir Lout’s toys. Mind you don’t get one bang 
oh^he ear. I’m the bloody well gigant rolls all {hem bloody 
’well boulders, bones for my steppingstones. Feefawfum. I 
zmellz de bloqdz’oldz an Iridzman .’ 1 Often his thoughts are 
blazoned in the grotesque jargon of heraldry: ‘veil of space 
with coloured emblems hatched on its field’, ‘rere regardant’, 
( on a field tenney a buck, trippant, proper, unattired’. He 
‘seehears’ sandspeech. Before him ‘the bloated carcass of a 
dog lolled on bladderwrack and a boat sunk in sand’. c Un 
codie ensable, Louis Veuillot called Gaqthier’s prose. These 
heavyf sands are language tide and wind have silted here.’ 

The sight of the two cockle-pickers returning from the sea 
suggests a protean sequence of thought and dialect. 

‘Shouldering their bags they trudged, the red Egyptians. 
His blued feet out of pjrnedup trousers slapped the clammy 
sand, a dull brick muffler strangling his unshaven neck. With 
woman steps she followed: the ruffian and his strolling mort . 2 
Spoils slung at her back. Loose sand and shell^rit crusted 
her bare feet. About her windraW face her hair trailed. 

1 Gf. Blake’s variation on tjie Fa,fe, fi % fo, fum rhyme in Jerusalem . 
Hark! hear the Siants of Albion cry at night: 

‘We smell the blood of the English! we delight in their blood on our 
Altars. * 

The living and the dead shall be ground in our rumbling Mills 
For bread of the Sons of Alteon, of the Giants Hand and Scofield.’ 

2 Here, and in the stanza hereafter quoted by Stephen, the Rogues’ 
or Gipsies* Capt .language is employed. The Gipsies were known as 
‘Egyptians’; they were described in a proclamation of Henry VIII as 
‘outlandish people calling themselves Egyptians’. Thus the language of 
this passage is a natural consequence of Stephen’s sight of ‘tfip red 
Egyptians’ (itself, of course, appropriate to the Proteus theme). I 
append a glossary of tire Cant terms used here. Mort: a ‘free jvoman’, 
one for common use among the male Gipsies, appointed according to 
their custom (vide: The Slang Dictionary ). Bing awast to Romeville: Go 
away to Londop (Old Cant: Byyge a waste); Borne , or rum, meant origin- 
ally first-rate or noted, as in Rome booze (used in Ulysses ), i.e. wine. To 
wap: make love. Dimber wapping dell: pretty, loving Wench. Fancies: 
hands. Gan: mouth. Qiwroits: body. Couch a hogshead: lie down and 
sleep. Darkmans: night. 
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Behind her lord his helpmate, bing awfastv to Romeville. 
When night hides her body’s flaws calling under her brown 
shawl from an archway where dogs have mired. . . . Buss 
her, wap in rogues’ r^im lingo, for, O, my dimber wapping 
dell. A shefiend’s whiteness under her rancid rags. Fum- 
bally’s lane that night: the tanyard smells. 

White thy f ambles, red thy gan 
• And thy quarrons dainty is. 

Couch a hogshead with me the q. 

In the darkmans clip and kiss. • 

Morose delectation Aquinas tunbelly calls this ,/rate porco - 
spino. Unfallen Adam rode and not rutted . 1 Call away* let 
him: thy quarrons dainty is. Language no whit worse than his. 
Monkwords, mary beads jabber on their girdles: roguewords, 
tough nuggets patter, in their pockets. 

Passing now. 

A side-eye at my Hamlet hat. If I were suddenly naked 
here as I sit? I am .nof . Across the s*ands ^f all the world, 
followed by the sun’s flaming sword, to the west, trekking to 
evening lands. She trudges, schlepps^ trains, drags, trascines 
her load. A tide westering, moondrawn in her wake. Tides, 
myriadislanded* within her, blood not mine, oinopa ponton , a 
winedark sea. Behold the handmaid of the moon. In sleep 
the wet sigil calls her hour, bids her rise. Bridebed, childbed, 
bed of death, gbostcandled. Omnis caro ad te veniet. He comes, 
pale vampire, through stbrm his e^es, his bat $ails bloodying 
the sea, mouth to her mouth’s kiss. 

Here. Put a pin in that chap, will* you? My tablets. 

1 Cf. Blake’s remark to Crabb Robins9n: ‘I saw Milton in imagina- 
tion and he told me to beware of beiAg misled by Paradise Lost . In 
particular he wished me to show the falsehood of his doctrine that the 
pleasures of sex arose from the fall. The fall could* ndt produce any , 
pleasure.’ * I answered,* Crabb Rqbipson continues, ‘the fall produced 
a state of evil in which there was a mixture of good or pleasure. And 
in that sense the fall may be said to produce the pleasure. But he replied 
that the fall produced only generation and death And he went off upon 
a rambling state of a union of sexes ip man as in Ovid, an androgynous 
state, in which I could not follow him.* (Quoted by Mr S. F. Damon. 
William Blake , page 175.) This ‘androgynous state’ is referred to several 
times in Ulysses . Thus, in Circe , Mr Bloom is described as ‘a finished 
example of thqf new womanly man’ and feels himself with child, and, 
in Scylla, Stephen avers that ‘in the economy of heaven, foretold by 
Hamlet’, glorified man is an androgynous angel. 
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Mouth to her kiss. No. Must be two of them. Glue em well. 
Mouth to her imouth’s kiss. 

His lips lipped and mouthed fleshless lips of air: mouth to 
her womb. Oomb, all wombing tomb.’ 

Here we catch the primal matter of poetry in the very act 
of metamorphosis from the particular to the general. The 
•'i&gue detritus of the city foreshore, the cockle-picker (a 
Megapenthes: slave’s son, child of sorrow) and his ragged 
companion are transmuted' into words of magic, stuff of 
dreams. The woman who ‘schlepps, trains, drags, trascines’ 
her load (in these changes of language, German, French, 
English, Italian, Stephen is feeling for the perfectly expres- 
sive verb) becomes the symbol of all womanhood. She is a 
handmaid of the moon (the ‘wet sign’, Hamlet’s ‘moist star’) 
and at the moon’s behest rises from her bed. The word ‘bed’ 
evokes bridebed, childbed, bed of death (his mother’s death- 
bed: "'the ghost-candle to light her agony. Ghostly light on 
the tortured face’). 4-U flesh shall came to thee, to Death, a 
Flying Dutchman in a phantom ship. The womb- tomb 
(birth-death) rhyme has interesting Shakespearean and 
Blakean associations., . 

The earth that’s nature’s mother is her tomb; 

What is her burying grave, that is her womb. 1 

The Door of Death I open found 
And the Worm Weaving in the Ground: 

Thou ’rt my Mother from the Womb, 

Wife, Sister, Daughter, to the Tomb, 

Weaving to dreams the sexual strife 
And weeping over the Web of Life. 2 

This episode concludes the first part of Ulysses, the Tele- 
machia, and closes with Stephen’s sight of a gallant three- 
masted schooner, the Rosevean (as we learn later) ‘from 
Bridgwater with bricks’, which is bearing a weary wave- 
worn wanderer, W. B. Murphy of Carrigaloe, Odysseus 
Pseudangelos, to his own native shore. 

‘He turned his face over a,shoulder, rere regardant. Mov- 
ing through the air high spars of a threemaster, her sails 
braided up. on the crosstrees, homing, upstream, silently 
moving, a silent ship.’ ^ 

1 Romeo and Juliet, II, iii/g, 10. * Blake. The Gates of Paradise. 
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4. CALYPSO 

W ith this episode Mr Bloom’s day begins: June 16th, 
1904; this date is esteemed, I am told, by some young 
advocates of a reformed calendar, a holyday, styled Blooms- 
day. It is 8 a.m. Within the residence of Mr Bloom, 7 Eccles 
Street, there is still coot twilight, but, outside, the streets arc 
already glaring with the menace of sultry hours to come. 
As Mr Bloom moves sofHy about the basement kitchen (for 
Madame Marion Tweedy, that popular soprano, awaits, as 
usual, her little breakfast in bed) kidneys are ‘in his mind’, 
for he eats with relish ‘the inner organs of beasts and fowls’. 
The cat asks and receives milk on a saucer. The cat and 
Mr Bloom are on’excellent terms. There is much of the ewig 
weiblicK aboi;t the hero of Ulysses; he is no servile replica 
of his Homeric prototype, ’for he has a cat instead of a dog, 
and a daughter instead of a son. Before setting out about his 
marketing Mr Bloom inspects the lining of his*hat to see if 
the pseudonymous card of Henry Flower is safely there, and 
verifies $he presence of the potato mascot in his trouser 
pocket. Passing Larry O’Rourke’s public-house he greets the 
proprietor and develops some characteristic speculations 
about the profits made by Dublin ‘curates’. • * 

‘Where do they get the mopqy? Coming up redheaded 
curates, from the county Leitrim, rinsing empties and old 
man 1 in the cellar. Then, lo and behold, they blossom out as 
Adam Findlaters or Dan Tallons. Then think of the com- 
petition. General thirst. Good puzzle would be cross Dublin 
without passing a pub. Save it they can’t. Off the drunks 
perhaps. Put t|own three and carry five. What is that? A 

1 In Ireland public-house employees are knOwn as ‘curates’ : ‘old man’ 
■s the drink a customer leaves in his glass. 
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bob here and there, dribs and drabs. On the wholesale orders 
perhaps. Doing a double shuffle with the town travellers. 
Square it with the boss and we’ll split the job, see?’ 

He reaches his destination, the butcher’s shop of the Hun- 
garian Jew, Dlugacz, to find that only one kidney is left, and 
passes an anxious moment wondering if the servant of the 
^people next door, who is there before him, will take it. For- 
tunately, she buys sausages and Bloom gets his kidney. For 
a moment Dlugacz and Mr Bloom, mutually observant, hesi- 
tate whether they should hail each other as compatriots. ‘No: 
better not: another time.’ The servant walks away, followed 
hy Mr Bloom’s regard. 

‘Pleasant to see first thing in the morning. Hurry up, 
damn it. Make hay while the sun shines. She stood outside 
the shop in sunlight and sauntered lazily to the right. He 
sighed down his nose: they never understand. Sodachapped 
hands. Crusted toenails too. Brown scapulars in tatters, 
defending her both ways. The sting of disregard glowed to 
weak pleasure in his breast. For another: a constable off duty 
cuddled her in Eccles’ Lane. They like them sizeable. Prime 
sausage. O please, Mr Policeman, I’m lost in the wood.’ 

From a pile of evt sheets on the butcher’s table he picks up 
a page: ‘the model farm at Kinnereth on the lake^hore of 
Tiberias’. Already the heat has warmed his lartent memory 
of the East and now the advertisement picture of blurred 
cattle cropping in silvei heat gitfes form to his daydream. 
‘Agendath Netaim: planter’s company'. To purchase vast 
sandy tracts from Turkish government and plsyit with 
eucalyptus trees. . . . Orangegroves and immense melon- 
fields.’ The melon, as learn in Ithaca , x is a fruit for which 
Mr Bloom has, on a posteriori grounds, a marked predilection. 
And the m*an*whom Stephen met in the ‘street of harlots’, in 
his dream, held a melon against his face. Mr Bloom visualizes 
‘silvered powdered olive-trees. Qjiiet long days: pruning 
ripening. . . . Citrons too. Wonder is poor Citron still alive 
in Saint Kevin’s parade. And Mastiansky with the old cither. 
Pleasant evenings we hacf then. Molly in Citron’s basket- 
chair. Niqe to hold, cool waxen fruit, hold in the hand, lift 
it to the nostrils and smell the perfume. Like that, heavy, 
sweet, wild perfume.’, * 

1 Page 690. 
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‘A cloud began to cover the sun wholly slowly wholly. 
Grey. Far.’ The cloud that Stephen watched, ‘shadowing the 
bay in deeper green’. Under its shadow Mr Bloom’s mood, 
like Stephen’s, is darkened, and he thinks of the Dead Sea: 
‘no fish, weedless, sunk' deep in the earth’. (Compare with 
this Stephen’s thought — ‘a bowl of bitter waters’.) ‘No wind 
would lift those waves, grey metal, poisonous foggy waters. 
Brimstone thqy called it raining down: the cities of the plain: 
Sodom, Gommorah, Edom. All dead names. A dead sea in 
a dead land, grey and old. Old now. It borl the oldest, the 
first race. A bent hag crossed from Cassidy’s clutching a 
naggin bottle by the neck.’ (The milkwoman of Telemachu^: 
‘Old Gummy Granny.’) ‘The oldest people. Wandered far 
away over all the earth, captivity to captivity, multiplying, 
dying, being born everywhere. It lay there now. Now it 
could bear no more. IJead. . . .’ 

‘Grey horror seared his flesh. . . . Cold oils slid along his 
veins, chilling his blood:. age crusting lym with a salt cloak. 
Well, I am here now. * Morning mouth bad images. Got up 
wrong side of the bed. Must begin again those Sandow’s 
exercises. On the, handa down.’ . . 

There are two letters and a card lying oij the hall floor. On 
one of the letters, addressed to Jbis wife, he recognizes the 
handwriting £>f Boylan (‘Blazes Boylan’) her impresario and 
the most recent of her lovers. ‘His quick heart slowed at 
once.’ The other letter and card are from his daughter Milly. 
He takes both letters and the card upstairs to Clarion, who 
greets hjm with: ‘Hurry up with that tea. I’m parched.’ 
Obedient, he goes down again, sets the tea to draw and his 
kidney to fry. He carefully lays out Jiis wife’s breakfast on a 
tray — ‘bread and butter, four, sugar, spoon, her cream’. 
Madam is served. She tells him that Boylan is* bringing the 
programme of the concert at w^iich she is to sing ‘Love’s Old 
Sweet Song’. . 

Mrs. Bloom, like many of he* sex, is apt when she wants 
something to revert to the language of gesture. Now Mr 
Bloom marks her pointing finger ahd lifts, one by one, various 
articles of clothing for her to see. 

‘ “No: that J»ook.” 

Other stocking. Her petticoat. • 

“It must have fell down,” she said.’ 
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She asks her husband to explain metempsychosis , 1 ‘met-him- 
pike-hoses’. 

‘ “That means the transmigration of souls.” 

“O, rocks!” she said. “Tell us in^plain words.” ’ 

Mr Bloom glances at the title. 

'Ruby: the Pride of the Ring. Hello. Illustration. Fierce 
ujlian with carriage whip. Must be Ruby pride of the on 
the floor naked. Sheet kindly lent. The monster Maffei desisted 
and flung his v}cti)n from him with an oath. Cruelty behind it all. 
Doped animals. Trapeze at Hengler’s. Had to look the other 
way. Mob gaping. Break your neck and we’ll break our 
siSes. Families of them. Bone them young so they metem- 
psychosis. That we live after death. Our souls. That a man’s 
soul after he dies. Dignam’s soul . . .’ 

Regretfully Mrs Bloom: ‘There’s nothing smutty in it.’ 

Mr Bloom, by nature informative, continues to expound to 
his wife the meaning of metempsychosis. 

‘The Bath of the Nymph over the bed.' Given away with the 
Easter number of Photo Bits'. Splendid masterpiece in art 
colours. Tea before.you put the milk in. Not unlike her .with 
her hair down: slimmer. She said it would look nice over the 
bed. Naked nymphs: Greece: and for instance all the people 
that lived then. 

He turned the pages back. 

“Metempsychosis”, fye said, “is what the ancient Greeks 
called it. Thfcy used to believe you could be changed into an 
animal or tree, fbr instance. What they called nymphs, for 
example.” 

Her spoon ceased ta stir the sugar. She gazed straight 
before her, inhaling through her arched nostrils. 

“There’* a. smell of burn,” she said. “Did you leave any- 
thing on the fire?” ’ 

He runs down just in time to save his kidney Jrom incinera- 
tion. (Several motifs which will frequently recur in the 
course of Ulysses are introduced in this passage: Ruby, the Pride 
of the Ring, metempsychosis, the Nymph, the monster Maffei .) 

Eating his breakfast, Mr Bloom reads Milly’s letter. She is 
just turned fifteen and apprenticed to a prpvincial photo- 
grapher. v 


1 Vide Chap. II, Metempsychosis. 
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‘There is a young student’, she writes, ‘comes here some 
evenings named Bannon his cousins or something are big 
swells he sings Boylan’s (I was on the pop of writing Blazes 
Boylan’s) song about those seaside girls. Tell him silly Milly 
sends my best respects.* Must now close with fondest love.’ 

The jingling rhymes of ‘Boylan’s song’ run in Mr Bloom’s 
head as he eats the kidney. 

All dimpled cheeks and curls , 

Tour head it simply swirls. 

Those girls , those girls , 

Those lovely seaside girls . 

(We have already heard of this Bannon in Telemachus. 
got a card from Bannon. Says he found a sweet young thing 
down there. Photo girl he calls her. 5 ) 

‘Milly too,’ Mr Bloom muses. ‘Young kisses: the first. Far 
away now past. Mrs* Marion. Reading lying back $ow, 
counting the strands of her hair, smiling, braiding. 

A soft qualm regret flowed down his backbone, increasing. 
Will happen, yes. Prevent. Useless: can’t move. Girl’s sweet 
light lips. Will happen too.’ 

Mr Bloom nov? visits the earth-closet the end of his gar- 
den, where he reads the prize story in Tit-Bits, ‘ Matcham's 
Masterstroke ’, by Philip Beaufoy, Playgoers’ Club, London, and 
considers the possibility of himself composing a ‘prize titbit’. 

‘Might manage a sketch. By Mr and Mrs L. M. Bloom. 
Invent a story for some proverb which? Timet I used to try 
jotting down on my cuff what she said dressing. . . . Biting 
her nether lip, hooking the placket of fier skirt. Timing 
her. 9.15. Did Roberts pay you yet? 9.20. What had 
Gretta Conroy 1 on? 9.23. What possessed me to buy this 
comb? . . .’ 

• • 

He recalls that fateful dance at which his wife first met 
Boylan. * ' 

‘ Rubbing smartly in turn each welt against her stocking 
calf. Morning after the bazaar dance when May’s band 
played Ponchielli’s dance of the hburs. Explain that morning 
hours, noon, then evening coming on, then night hours. 
Washing her teeth. That was the first night. Her head danc- 
ing. tier fansticks clicking. Is that Boylan well off? He has 
1 Grett^ Conroy figures in the story The bead in Dubliners. 
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moneys Why? I noticed he had a good smell off his bream 
dancing. No use humming then. Allude to it. Strange kind of 
music that last night. The mirror was in shadow. . . . Peer- 
ing into it. Lines in her eyes. It wouldn’t pan out somehow. 

Evening hours, girls in grey gauzey Night hours then black 
with daggers and eyemasks. Poetical idea pink, then golden, 
then grey, then black. Still true to life also. Day, then the 
‘'night.’ 

The ‘Dance of the Hours? is an important theme in Ulysses', 
it suggests symbolically the time-structure of the entire book. 

The bells of George’s Church toll the hour, reminding Mr 
BJoom of the funeral he has soon to attend. 

Heighof Heigho! 

Heigho! Heigho! 

Heigho! Heigho! 

‘Quarter to. There again: the overtone following through 
the air. A third. 

Poor Dignam!’ 


To Menelaus’ inquiry concerning the fate of Odysseus, 
Proteus made answer: ‘Him I saw on an island shedding 
plenteous te^rs in the halls of the nymph Calypso, who holds 
him there perforce; so he may not come to his own country, 
for he has by him no ships with oars, and no companions to 
send him on the way.’ 

The isle of Ogygia, Calypso’s home, was evidently situated 
far to the west of the Ionian seas. To return from it Odysseus 
had to travel Seventeen days, keeping the constellation of the 
Great Bear always on his ^efit hand. This, according to Dr 
Merry, proves that he had to sail from N.W. io S.E.. It has 
been suggested by some topographers that the home of the 
Atlantid Calypso»may have been situated beyond and north- 
west of the Strait of Gibraltar and that Ogygia may actually 
be identified with Ireland. But, however tempting it might 
be to apply this somewhat farfetched hypothesis to thg pre- 
sent occasion, the reasoned conclusions of M.' Berard (sum- 
marized in the following paragraph) as to the habitat of 
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Calypso must prevail. Moreover, as will be seen, the author 
of Ulysses in narrating, or, rather, indicating by allusions in 
Mr Bloom’s monologue and elsewhere, the early life of 
Marion Bloom, nie Tweedy, seems to imply, his acceptance of 
M. Board’s view. > 

Calypso lives in a ‘navel of the sea’, a woodland isle, where 
there is a great cave and meadows of violet and parsley. She 
is the daughter of the giant Atlas, that living column which, 
at the world’s end, upholds the sky. The pillar Atlas is* 
(according to Herodotus) beside the pillars of Hercules; 
there is a legend that Hercules relieved Atlas for a while at 
his task of upholding the firmament. The name of ‘Atlas’ 
has been given in modern times to a range of mountains In 
the vicinity of the Strait, but originally Atlas was a single 
mountain, now known as Apes Hill, on the African coast 
facing Gibraltar, the European ‘pillar’. Apes Hill was known 
to Strabo as Abila, a Semitic word meaning ‘the supporter’, 
the exact equivalent of the Greek ‘Atlas*. The Greek name 
of Gibraltar was Kalpe '(the pitcher, ttowl). Viewed, as the 
Phoenician adventurers first saw it, from thfe African coast, 
against the highlands of Algesiras, Gibraltar and the recess of 
the’sea which it flanks Have exactly thfe appearance of a ‘cup’ 
set in the coastline. Moreover it was the .bay rather than the 
Rock jhat interested a Phoenician trader. The Greeks, com- 
ing later, adopted and translated the Semitic nomenclature, 
and continued to call Gibraltar the ‘bowl’, Kalpe. 

On the opposite shore, ^dominated by Calypso’s mountain 
sire, is a little island named Perejil (Spanish: parsley ) which 
corresponds in many respects to Homer’s description of 
Ogygia, dense-wooded and studded with clumps of violets. 
But, as M. Berard points out, .Homer’s description of 
Calypso’s isle is evidently a composite picture. For example, 
the four Ogygian springs referred to in the Odyssey are not 
to be found in Perejil. These springs were evidently ‘im- 
ported* by Homer from the African or Spanish coast. The 
‘nautical instructions’, probabty of Phoenician origin, which 
Homer adapted for his account of Calypstfs isle, gave doubt- 
less a general description of the* western ‘end of the world’, 
including Mauretania, Gibraltar and the Spanish littoral; 
thesg Homer, has combined in his description of Ogygia. 
That island lias, therefore, both ‘Moorish’ and Spanish char- 
acteristicsr 
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The name of Calypso is clearly derived from the Greek 
kalupto (I hide, veil). Ogygia seems to be the Greek adapta- 
tion of a Semitic root which means ‘to surround’. 1 The island 
is low-lying, secret, dominated by the ‘columns’ of the two 
coasts, an omphalos . Yet, by a curiouf; transference, the name 
of the obscure islet, Nesos Kalupsous (the island of the hid- 
ing-place) was chosen by early seafarers to designate the 
'mainland of Spain. The Semitic root S-P-N-I is the exact 
translation of the Greek kalupto . I-spania, Spain, is the land - 
of-the-hiding-plac:, a mysterious far-west, whose secrets the 
astute Phoenician traders were too prudent lightly to divulge. 

Some three thousand years have passed since Odysseus 
abode, not without domestic, if spelaean, consolations, in the 
dark retreat of the veiled nymph. We have now Mr Bloom, 
wanderer in quest of advertisements, not adventure, a patient 
captive in the domestic penumbra of No 7 Eccles Street, 
servent of that inconstant nymph, (tie daughter of Major 
Brian Cooper Tweedy (sometime stationed at Gibraltar on 
service) and a Spanish Jewess, Lunica Laredo (‘lovely name 
she had’). 

Mrs Bloom was born at Gibraltar. In a lyrical passage of 
the Cyclops episode she is hailed: Tride Of Calpe’s rocky 
mount, the ravenhaired daughter of Tweedy. There she 
grew to peerless beauty where loquat and almond scent the 
air. The gardens of Alameda knew her step; the garths of 
olives knew and bowed.’ Her father’s second Christian name 
‘Cooper’ is probably another allusion to Calpe (there is a close 
etymological affinity between these names), and ‘Tweedy’ 
may be a suggestion of Mrs Bloom’s Penelope aspect, 2 as a 
weaver of webs, as well as of the mingled strands of her 
birth {tweed: ‘a wool-avid-cotton fabric usually with two 
colours combined in the yarn’). 3 She is perhaps only a 

1 Gf. Kalpc — die ring of sea, the bowl. There is thus a presage of 

the correspondences Calypso-Mrs. ( Bloom, Ogygia-Dublin, in the first 
episode, where Stephen watches c< the ring of bay and skyline’, ‘a bowl 
of bitter waters’. * 

2 This side of Mrs Bloom is discussed in my notes on the last episode, 

Penelope. * ^ • 

8 In Ulysses every detail is significant and we may be sure that none 
of the names arc irrelevant. The importance of names is a canon of 
esoteric thought: nomina are numina . * Imago animi 9 vitae , vultus nomen est. $ 
And an analysis of the names used in the Odyssey throws a flood of 
light on Homeric origins. Jtoth considerations are relevant in dealing 
with the names in Ulyises. \ 
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quarter Spanish, but to her husband she is a typical Spanish 
beauty. Thus, alluding to the woman who caused Parnell’s 
downfall, he muses: ‘she also was Spanish or half so. types that 
wouldn’t do things by halves, passionate abandon of the 
south, casting every sh?ed of decency to the winds.’ Some- 
times, too, he recognizes a strain of Moorish blood in her . 1 
‘That’s where Molly can knock spots off them (‘homemade 
Irish beau deg’). It’s the blood of the south. Moorish.’ # 

The key-word to the first part of Ulysses (the Telemachia) * 
is Usurpers’, Stephen was living in a world bf psurpers and 
serving alien powers, spiritual and temporal. Mr Bloom too, 
though in a different way, the way of the flesh, not of the 
spirit, is a reluctant exile in Ireland. He is never quite St 
home among the noble Danes of Dublin. ‘Denmark’s a 
prison.’ A piisoner perforce he languishes — there is no better 
word for his vague malaise. A secref voice unceasingly urges 
his return to the warm light and blue shadows of the East. 

‘Somewhere in the eqst: early morryng: set off at dawn, 
travel round in front of the sun steal a day’s .march on him. 
Keep it up for ever never grow a day older technically. Walk 
along a strand, stjrange land, come to a.qty gate, sentry there, 
old ranker too, old Tweedy’s big moustaches leaning on a long 
kind of a spear. ‘Wander through awned streets. Turbaned 
faces going by. Dark caves of c&rpet shops, big man, Turko 
the terrible , 5 seated crosslegged smoking a coiled pipe. Cries 
of sellers in the street. Drink water scented with fennel, 
sherbet. Wander ajong all day. Might meet a robber or two. 
Well, meet him. Getting on to sundown. The shadows of the 
mosquls along the pillars: priest with a scroll rolled up. A 
shiver of the trees, signal, the eveniijg wind. I pass on. Fad- 
ing gold sky. A mother watches from her doorway. She calls 
her children home in their dark language. High wall: beyond 
strings twanged. Night sky moon, violet, colour of Molly’s 
new garters. Strings. Listen. ’A* girl playing one of those in- 
struments wliat do } ou call them: dulcimers. I pass.’ 

In the next episode, the Lotus-eaters, his rpind is still steeped 
in the languors of this orient maginaire. For all his brisk 
activity Mr Bloom’s heart is set on rest. ‘Just loll there: let 

1 Cf. the Eusafrican isle ot Calypso, and the ‘Moorish* allusions in 
Irish historvyand Ulysses mentioned in ai> earlier chapter. 

1 Cf. Stepnen’s allusion to Turko the terrible (page io). 
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everything rip.’ The meeting with Dlugacz, a reminder of 
racial affinities, symbolizes the Recall of Odysseus from the 
far island of Calypso eastwards to his own country. The sun- 
burst, to the Irish a national emblem, is to Bloom a symbol of 
orient splendour; grey twilight, a clqud over the sun, of the 
shadow of death. Throughout the episode there is a rhythmic 
interchange of shadow and sunlight. The ‘hollow cave* 
where Calypso held Odysseus captive has its cpunterpart in 
‘the ‘yellow twilight’ of the bedroom presided over by the 
Nymph, whence Bloom emerges into the orange brightness 
of the streets. ‘He crossed to the bright side, avoiding the 
loose cellar-flap of number seven tyfive.’ Here, as so often in 
Uiysses, what seems meticulous realism is profoundly sym- 
bolic. The ‘cave’ motif reappears in the allusion to ‘dark 
caves’ of carpet-shops, the gloom of the privy. ‘He pulled 
back the jerky shaky door and came forth from the gloom 
into the air. In the bright light, lightened and cooled of limb, 
he carefully eyed his black trousers. ... A dark whirr in 
the air high up. . . . They tolled the hour: loud dark iron.’ 
The same contrast is brought out in the ‘Dance of the Hours’. 
Darkness is of the prison-house, the shackles of the flesh, 
all that withholds Mr Bloom from Zion, Odysseus from 
Ithaca. , 

The domain of the Agendath Netaim company wa§ to be 
planted with eucalyptus, the ‘wellrhidden’ flower (perhaps, 
the ‘wide-shading’ tree) ; the streets seen by Mr Bloom in his 
daydream ar^ ‘awned’; he often thinks of his wife (Calypso, 
the nymph, to him, but Penelope as she sees herself) in 
oriental dress, wearing a yashmak, as when, hallucinated, in 
Circe’s den, he beholds her, ‘a handsome woman in Turkish 
costume* beside her milage of datepalms standing before 
him. ‘A white yashmak violet in the night covers her face.’ 

In Book XXI of the Odyssey, when Penelope makes a 
formal and final appearance to the suitors carousing in her 
halls, she ‘held up her glistering tire before her face*.. Thus 
in the next episode Mr Bloom pictures Marion ‘looking at me, 
the sheet up to her eyes, Spanish, smelling herself,* when I 
was fixing the links in my cuffs’. (It is noteworthy that each 
time the reajder of Ulysses has the privilege of beholding her, 
Marion Bloom is between the sheets.) » . 

Again, in the Sirens episode, Mr Bloom won dbra: ‘Why do 
they hide their eari with seaweed hair? And Turks their 
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mouth, why? Her eyes over the sheet, a y ashmak. Find the 
way in. A cave. No admittance except on business.’ 

But, for Mr Bloom, Marion has more affinity with the 
divine and ‘splendid masterpiece’ above the bed than with 
the Ithacan weaver of veils. Every day a ration of cream is 
taken in for Marion’s exclusive regalement : 1 ambrosia for 
the fair-tressed nymph Calypso, to an immortal the food of 
immortality. , ‘The nymph placed beside him all mannen of. 
food to eat and drink, such as is meet for men. As for her she 
sat over against divine Odysseus, and the handmaids placed 
beside her ambrosia and nectar .’ 2 At the climax of the Nostos 
(Return), the interview between Stephen and Mr Bloom, tjje 
latter serves ‘extraordinarily to his guest . . . the viscous 
cream ordinarily reserved for the breakfast of his wife Marion 
(Molly)’. This serving of ambrosia to his young guest, his son 
but not according to, the flesh, not consubstantial, has a 
peculiar significance, coming as the service does from a^few, 
sonless, in quest of a sqn-father, his Messiah. 

Between the darkness of night, the grave, and the golden 
hours, domain of Helios the Quickener, there is stretched a 
gossamer veil of twilight, ‘the shepherd’s hour: the hour of 
holding: hour of tryst’. Thus the evening hours are lightly 
veiled in gauze, while the deadly night-hours wear black with 
daggess and eyemasks. The veil’is, indeed, the instrument of 
desire, a partial eclipse of beauty, as opposed to the blank 
night of a cave, a tomb, the loud dark iron of tolling bells.® 
The veil, oriflammy of la 'petite mort' is like a rmuche to set off 
the white lure of living flesh (for imperfection is the rowel of 
desire)/ a dusky yet benign recall of the little time man has 
to live as the hours dance death wqrds. 

Soles occidere et redire possunt: 

Nobis, cum semel occidit brevis lux, 

Nox est perpetua una domienda. 

Da mi basia mille, 'deinde centum. . . . 

• • . 

1 That iff* the custom of the house, its economics ; the ‘art* of this 
episode i% economics . 

2 Odyssey, V, 196-9. • 

• Compare the symbolism of the veil in the famous gesture of Isolde. 
The night invoked by Tristan is the love-night of death* of nie-wieder - 
envachens , and ip the fluttering of the veil there is a presage of the 
Liebestod , s 

sehnend verlangtef 
Liebestod! 
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The Bath 
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Genitals 

Botany, chemistry 
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Narcissism 
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5. THE LOTUS-EATERS* 

M r Bloom sets out for his day’s work at about 10 a.nt. 

His first errand is to visit the Westland Row Postoffice, 
where he hands across the counter the card of Henry Flower 
and receives the homage of a trusting.typist to ‘Dear Henry’s’ 
second blooming. On his way to the postoffice he passes a 
tea-merchant’s and the sight of the ‘finest Ceylon brands’ of 
tea exposed in the window evokes hk eternal Drang nach 
Osten. ' • 

‘The far east. Lovely, spot it must be: the garden of the 
world, big lazy leaves to float about'on, cactuses, flowery 
meads, snaky lianas they call them. Wonder is it like that. 
Those Cinghalese lobbing around in the sun in dolce far niente. 
Not doing ^hand’s turn. all day. Sleep six months out of 
twelve. Too hot to quarrel. Influence of the climate. Leth- 
argy. Flowers of idleness. *The air feeds most. Azotes. Hot- 
house in Botanic gardens. Sensitive plant*?. Waterlilies. 
Petals too tired to. Sleeping sickness in the air. Walk on rose- 
leaves. Imagine trying to eat tripe and cowheel. Where was 
the chap I saw in that picture somewhere? Ah, in the dead 
sea, floating on his back, reading a book with a parasol open. 
Couldn’t sink if you tried: so thick with salt! Because the 
weight of the water, no, the weight of the body in the water is 
equal to the Weight of the. Or is it the volume is equal of the 
weight? It’s a law something likfe that. Vance in High school 
cracking 'his fingcijoints, teaching. The edilege curriculum. 
Cracking curriculum. What is weight really when you say 
the weight? Thirtytwo feet per second, per second. Law of 
falling bodies: per second, per second. They all fall to the 
ground. The'earth. It’s the force of -gravity of the earth is 
the weight'.’ 
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Leaving the postoffice he scans and muses on the recruiting 
posters, ‘bearskin caps and hackle plumes’. ‘Redcoats. Too 
showy. That must be why the women go after them. 
Uniform. Easier to enlist and drill.’ 

Before he can open his letter he encounters one M’Coy, 
who figures in the story Giaie in Dubliners . ‘Mr M’Coy had 
been at one time a tenor of some reputation. His wife, who 
had been a soprano, still taught young children to play the 
piano at low terms. His line of life had not been the shortest 
distance between two points and for short periods he had 
been driven to live by his wits.’ ‘Mr M’Coy had recently 
ijiade a crusade in search of valises and portmanteaus to 
enable Mrs M’Coy to fulfil imaginary engagements in the 
country.’ Mr Bloom, aware of this unpleasing habit, detects 
the usual gambit in M’ Coy’s opening announcement. 

‘ “My missus has just got an engagement. At least it’s not 
settled yet.” 

Valise tack again, By the way no harm. I’m off that, 
thanks.’ 

Mr Bloom effectively checks the ‘boxwallah’s’ move by 
announcing that Mis Bloom too is shortly starting for a con- 
cert tour in the north. 

‘Didn’t catch me napping that wheeze. The quick touch. 
Soft mark. I’d like my job. Valise I have a particular fancy 
for. Leather. Capped corners, rivetted edges, double action 
lever lock. Bob Cowley lent him his for the Wicklow regatta 
concert last year and never heard tidings of it from that good 
day to this. 

Mr Bloom, strolling towards Brunswick street, smiled. My 
missus has just got an. Reedy freckled soprano. Cheesepar- 
ing nose. Nice enough in its way: for a little ballad. No guts 
in it. You and me, don’t you know? In the same boat. Soft- 
soaping. Give you the neecjle that would. Can’t he hear the 
difference? . . . Thought that Belfast would, fetch .him. I 
hope that smallpox up there doesn’t get worse. Suppose she 
wouldn’t let herself be vaccinated again. Your wife and my 
wife.’ 

M’Coy further annoys him by interfering with his observa- 
tion of an elegant lady climbing on to an ‘outsider’ on the 
opposite side of the road. Tied to the spot by hisianterlocutor, 
he has to suffer a passing tram to eclipse a cheribhed vision 
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of silk stockings. ‘Curse your noisy pugnose’ — this for the 
‘honking* driver. 

Escaped from the toils of the valise-hunter, Mr Bloom 
observes a hoarding which proclaims that Mrs Bandman 
Palmer will play Leah tcyiight. ‘Like to see her in that again. 
Hamlet she played last night. Male impersonator. Perhaps 
he was a woman.* Why Ophelia committed suicide?’ The 
thought of suicide recalls his father’s end (the memory, is 
amplified in the Hades episode), and the old Jew’s fondness 
for the scene ’ , 

‘where the old blind Abraham recognizes the voice and puts 
his fingers on his face. , 

“Nathan’s voice! His son’s voice! I hear the voice of 
Nathan who left his father to die of grief and misery in my 
arms, who left the house of his father and left the God of his 
father.” 1 t 

Every word is so deep, Leopold.’ 

At last he finds a deserted street where he can open his 
poste restante letter, in which a yellow flower^ with flattened 
petals is enclosed. ‘What does she say?’ 

‘Dear Henry, 

I got your last 'etter to me and thank you very much for it. 
Why did you enclose the stamps? I am awfully angry with 
you, I do wish I could punish you for that. I called you 
naughty boy because I do not like that other world. Please 
tell me what is che real mtaning of that word., Are you not 
happy in your home you poor little naughty boy? ... I 
often th,ink of the beautiful name you hive. Dear Henry, 
when will we meet? I think of you so often you have no idea. 

I have never felt myself so drawn tef a man as you. I feel so 
bad about. Please write me a long letter and tell me more. 
Remember if you do not I will punish you. So hoW you know 
what 1 will do to you, you naughty boy, if you do not wrote. 
. . . Henry dear, do not deny my request before my patience 
are exhausted. Then I will tell you all. Goodbye now, 
naughty “darling. I have such a, bad headache today and 
write by return to your longing 

MARTHA 

P.S. — Do tell me what kind of perfume does your wife use. 
I want to kn6w. » 

* 1 Like Stephen Dedalus. 
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He tore the flower gravely from its pinhold smelt its almost 
no smell and placed it in his heart pocket. Language of 
flowers. They like it because no-one can hear. Or a poison 
bouquet to strike him down. Then, walking slowly forward, 
he read the letter again, murmuring, here and there a word . 1 
Angry tulips with you darling manflower punish your cactus 
if you don’t please poor forgetmenot how I long violets to 
dear roses when we soon anemone meet all naughty night- 

stalk wife Martha’s perfume.’ 

• 

Mr Bloom* owes this epistolary romance with Martha to an 
advertisement he inserted in the Irish Times : Wanted smart lady 
typist to aid gentleman in literary work . 2 He chose Martha — it 
can hardly have been on account of her literary competence 
— from forty-four aspirants to the post. As he passes under a 
railway arch he tears up the envelope. ‘You could tear up a 
cheque for a hundred pounds in the^same way . 9 It reminds 
him of the million pound cheque cashed by Lord Iveagh of 
Guinness’s, and he tries to calculate the profits of the famous 
brewery. . 

‘Twopence a pint, fourpcnce a quart, eightpence a gallon 
of porter . 3 One and' four into twenty: fifteen about. * Yes, 
exactly. Fifteen millions of barrels of porter. 

’ What am I saying barrels? Gallons. About a .million 
barrels all the same.’ 

He passes All Hallows and, aft^er studying the announce- 
ment that th£ very reverend John Gonmee S.J. will preach on 
Saint Peter Clayer and the African mission, enters the 
church. 

‘Something going on!, some sodality. Pity so empty. Nice 
discreet place to be next some girl. Who is my neighbour? 
Jammed by die hour to slow music. That woman at mid- 
night mass. Seventh heavep. * 

As he watches the women receive the Host, Mr Bloom’s 
reflections are in his characteristic vein, irreverent, demotic, 
yet not without penetration. 

‘There’s^a big idea behind it, kind of kingdom of God is 

» 

1 This is one of the rare instances where the author o^ Ulysses explains 
his technique to the readfer. 

•See page 152. 8 Alas, these are pre-war prices!* 
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within you feel. First communicants. Hokypoky penny 
a lump. Then feel all like one family party, same in the 
theatre, all in the same swim. They do. I’m sure of that. 
Not so lonely. In our confraternity. Then come out a bit 
spreeish. Let off steam^ Thing is if you really believe in it. 
Lourdes cure, waters of oblivion, and the Knock apparition, 
statues bleeding. Old fellow asleep near that confession 
box. Hence .those snores. Blind faith. Safe in the arpis 
of kingdom come. Lulls all pain. Wake this time next 
year.’ • 

Leaving the church, he remembers that his wife has asked 
him to get a face-lotion made up for her. ‘Where is this? A/i 
yes, the last time. Sweny’s in Lincoln place. Chemists rarely 
move. Their green and gold beaconjars too heavy to stir.’ 
He orders the lotion at Sweny’s, promising to call for it later 
in the day. But he fails* to redeem his promise; history, in the 
form of Nausicaa, is, it seems, to blame. A lotus-eater, he 
forgets the hour of his Eeturning. For .himself he buys, and 
pockets, a cake of ‘swSet lemony’ soap. (We shall hear much 
of this soap in the course of Ulysses', it has a ‘little Odyssey’ all 
to itself, with which I .shall deal in ipy notes on the Ithaca 
episode.) Outside the chemist’s Mr Bloom encounters one 
Bantam Lyons (rhcntioned in The Boardiilg House in Dubliners 
as one* of ‘the Madam’s’ lodgers at fifteen shillings a week) 
who borrows his paper to see the runners in the Ascot Gold 
Cup. Mr Bloom says to him- ‘You can keep it. I was just 
going to throw it away.’ These words act like a charm on 
Bantam Lyons, who, exclaiming ‘I’ll risk 4 1’, hurries off to a 
bookmaker’s. The significance of Mr Bloom’s innocent re- 
mark will appear later: it involves the secret of a race and is 
destined to provoke a partial pogrom later in the day. Mr 
Bloom strolls on towards the ‘mosque of the .baths’, for the 
sweet, clean smells of the chemist’s shop and the lemony soap 
have oriented his desires to a ‘womb of warmth’, the Ham- 
mam. "As he turns under the shadow of the minarets, he has a 
brief regret that the quick morning sunlight which ‘in slim 
sandals’ ran to meet him in Eccles Street is already passing 
westwards away. 

‘Heavenly weather really. If life was always like that. 
Cricket weather. Sit around under, sunshades. Over after 
over. Out. They can’t play it here, DUck for six wickets. 
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. . . Heatwave. Won’t last. Always passing the stream of 
life, which in the stream of life we trace is dearer than them 
all.’ 


’ *On the tenth day we get foot on the land* of the lotus- 
eaters, who eat. a flowery food. So we stepped ashore and 
drew water, &nd straightway my company took their midday 
meal by the swift ships. Now when we had tasted meat and 
drink I sent forth certain of my company to go and make 
search what manner of men they were who here live upon 
the earth by bread, choosing out two of my fellows and send- 
ing a third with them as herald. So they went at once, and 
mired with the men of the lotus-eater?;, and so it was that the 
lotus-eaters devised not death for our fellows, but gave them 
of the lotus to tastes Now whosoever of them did eat the 
honey-sweet fruit of the lotus, had no more wish to bring 
, „ tidings nor to come back, but chose rather to abide there with 
the lotus-eating men, «ver feeding oft the lcftus, and forgetful 
of returning. Therefore I led them back to the ships weeping, 
and sore against tfieir will,, and dragged tliem beneath the 
benches, and bound them in the hollow barques. ButT com- 
manded the rest of my well-loved company to make speed 
and go on board the swift ships, lest haply any should eat of 
the lotus ancl be forgetful of returning. Right soon they 
embarked and sa*e upon the benches, and sitting, orderly 
they smote the grey sea water with their oars.’ 

Unlike most of the barbarians encountered by Odysseus 
on his travels, Cyclopes, Lestrygonians and the rest, the 
Lotus-eatert Were gentle and friendly folk; curiously enough, 
the present inhabitants of Pjerba (identified with Homer’s 
Lotusland) have received an official encomium from the 
French Marine, as being tris hospitallers. 

The name lotus teems to b^ve been applied by the Greeks to 
several distinct members of the vegetable kingdom, as well as 
to the plant which we now' know as the lotu 3 , the water-lily. 
Thus Herodotus and Polybius see in the lotus a tree which 
bears fruit like dates 01; figs (perhaps they mean the mango- 
tree), ‘but much more odorous’, and elsewhere Homer seems 



THE LOTUS-EATERS 

to mean by ‘lotus’ some kind of grass or clover, a good fodder 
for horses . 1 But here lotus is probably a Semitic root in the 
guise of a Greek homonym; it obviously means one of the 
many opiates for which oriental races have such a predilec- 
tion. There is a Semitic yord lot (it appears in the Old Testa- 
ment) which signifies a certain kind of perfume, perhaps 
narcotic. In the episode of the Lotus-eaters the lotus is 
evidently considered both as a scented flower and an opiate. 
The scented soap and the odours at Sweny’s have already 
been mentioned; there are several other references to scents 
— ‘Cochrane’s ginger ale (aromatic)’, the ‘almost no smell’ of 
Martha’s yellow flower, the smell of ‘fresh printed rag paper’. 
Martha asks ‘what kind of perfume docs your wife use?’ Mr 
Bloom visualizes Marion in bed, ‘the sheet up to her eyes, 
smelling herself’. 

But it is chiefly by it^ narcotic virtue that the lotus domin- 
ates this episode. The opening passage (already quoted) * Mr 
Bloom’s dream of a lane ) — Kennst du das Land . . . ? — where 
the teaflowers bloom } 2 places the mood of this chapter: 
languor and far niente. The letter from Martha Clifford re- 
calls to his mind, a picture he once saw: Martha and Mary. 

‘He 3 is sitting in their house, talking. Mysterious. . . . 
Nice kind of evening feeling. No more’ wandering about. 
Just loll there: quiet dusk: let everything rip. Forget. Tell 
about places'you have beeh, strange customs. The other one, 
jar on her head, was gettipg the supper: fruit, olives, lovely 
cop! water out of the well stonecold like the hole* in the wall at 
Ashtown. Must carry a paper goblet nejtf time I go to the 
trotting* matches. She listens with big dark soft eyes. Tell 
her: more and more: all. Then a sigh: silence. Long long 
long rest.’ ’ 

Wideleaved flowers, coolth of well-water, quiet lakes of 
lotus-land, these are the stuff of which his daydream is made. 
Even the thought of the brewery with its million barrels of 

• 

1 Odyssey, IV, 603, 604. 

a Ceylon is known to Buddhists as ‘the ferry to Nirvana*. It was in 
the ‘southern island* that Buddha appeared and taught the law of 
deliverance from Karma. Only there is the end of the wpary round of 
reincarnations, desired narcosis, in sight. 

* It*is noteworthy that Mr Bloom (except on one occasion, when the 
‘Cyclops* has provoked him beyond measure) avoids mentioning the 
name of Jesus — the Jew’s aversion from naming the Christian Messiah. 
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porter is interwoven with the lore of the lotus. ‘The bung- 
holes sprang open and a huge dull flood leaked out, flowing 
together, winding through mudflats all over the level land, 
a lazy pooling swirl of liquor bearing along wideleaved 
flowers of its froth .’ 1 f 

The lotus-eaters appear under many aspects in this 
episode: the cabhorses drooping at the cabrank (‘gelded too 
• . . Might be happy all the same that way’)*, doped com- 

municants at i\ll Hallows (land of the saints), ‘hypnotized- 
like’ soldiers'on the recruiting poster, placid eunuchs (‘one 
way out of it’), the watchers of cricket (‘sit around under sun- 
shades’) and, finally, Mr Bloom himself, flowerlike, buoyed 
lightly upward in the bath. There are many references to 
sleep and narcotics. The cabhorses are ‘too full for words’. 
‘A wise tabby, a blinking sphinx, watched from her warm sill. 
Pity to disturb them. Mahomed cut a piece out of his mantle 
not to wake her.’ Mr Bloom pictures a group of negro con- 
verts listening to their missionary: fitting round in a ring 2 
with blub lips, entranced, listening. 'Still life. Lap it up 
like milk, I suppose.’ ‘Good idea the Latin. Stupifies them 
first.’ . . » 

The eucharist is the symbol of all these anodynes. ‘The 
priest went along tfy them, murmuring, holding the thing in 
his hands. He stopped at each, took out a communiorf, shook 
a drop or two (are they in water?) bff it and put it neatly into 
her mouth. . . . Now I bet it makjss them feel happy. Lolli- 
pop. It does* Yes, bread of angels it’s called. There’s a big 
idea behind it.’ ‘Same in the theatre, all in the same swim.’ 
For (be theatre, too, is a form of ‘dope’. The euchaiSst ‘lulls 
all pain’. The old fellow sleeping in the church will ‘wake 
this time next year’. Thus those who ate of the honey-sweet 
lotus had nQ rqore wish to bring tidings nor to come back, but 
chose to abide there forgetful, of returning. 

A ‘water’ motif also runs through this episode, ^apposite both 

• 

1 Cf. Stephen’s thoughts as, at about the same hour, he watches the 
flowing tide (one of Averal instances of the symphysis between Blown’s 
mind and Stephen’s). Tt flows purling, widely flowing, floating foam- 
pool, flower qnfurling.’ Page 49. 

8 If each episode of Ulysses had a geometrical correspondence, that for 
the Lotus-eaters would be the circle. (The smooth chalice roundness of 
the lotus is distinctive) Elusions to circles and round objects are 
strikingly frequent in this episode. 
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to the lotus-flower 1 and to the technic: narcissism . ‘Lourdes 
cure, waters of oblivion’; ‘a lazy pooling swirl’; ‘the low tide 
of holy water’, etc. The metaphor quoted above ‘all in the 
same swim’ is another allusion to this motif. 

In her letter, which encloses a flower, Martha writes to Mr 
Bloom (‘Henry Flower’)^: ‘I often think of the beautiful name 
you have.’ This chapter of Ulysses is a veritable florilegium 
and it is appropriate that it should contain a passage fixing 
attention on the name (and pseudonym) of the hero and also 
a reference to his father. The latter, Rudolph Virag, 
formerly of Szombathely in the kingdom of Hungary, 
changed his name to ‘Bloom’ after settling in Ireland; Virag 
in Hungarian means flower . * 

The technic of this episode, narcissism , has obvious affinities 
with the lotus theme. Much of it is written in the form of the 
silent monologue and, if the texture here and in other 
episodes be compared, It will be found that Mr Bloom is ^ven 
more introspective than usual, is, in fact, watching his own 
reflections all the time, with a tender interest. ‘Will you be as 
gods? Gaze in your omphalos.’ (In the last line but two of 
the episode we see Mr Bloom literally following Stephen’s 
advice, in the bath.) MY Bloom is something of an adept in 
the rites of oriental ecstasy and the little language of the 
hypnotist, passwords to the lotusland of trance. Bent over 
the mirror of himself, wooed by the echo of his inner voice, 
drugged by his own perfume, the lotus-eater dreams out 
enchanted days. ‘He took off his hat quietly, inhaling his 
hairoil and sent his right hand with slow grace over his brow 
and hair.’ ‘Kind of a placid. No worry? The sublime in- 
difference of Tennyson’s Lotus-eaters 

Let us swear an oath, and keep at with an equal mind, 
In the hollow Lotus-land to live and lie reclined 
On the hills like Gods together, careless of maAkind. 

For they lie beside their nect&r., and the bolts are hurled 
Far below tlrfem in the valleys, and the clouds are lightly 
curl’d 

Round their golden houses, girdled with the gleaming world: 
While they smile in secret, looking over wasted lands, 

1 The poet of the Odyssey has, as M. B6rard points out,mhde a charac- 
teristic jeu de mots round the Semitic word lot; he has made the lotus the 
fruit of forgetting, hrfito, ArjOr], thus associating it with Lethe, the river 
of oblivion. , 
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Blight and famine, plague and earthquake, roaring deeps 
and fiery sands, 

Clanging fights, and flaming towns, and sinking ships, and 
praying hands. 

But Mr Bloom’s spiritual home^ lies further east than 
Attic Olympus; rather, one may surmise, on the flowery 
slopes of Mount Meru, where Devas in dazed contemplation 
await Nirvana. . 

The episode as a whole is dominated by two arts (now 
esteemed sciences) : botany and chemistry. Both of these con- 
tribute to the paraphernalia of eucharistic glamour: ‘flowers, 
iycense, candles’, as Mr Bloom observes. The arts of botany 
and the chemist’s are allied; the latter owes much to his 
precursors, the herbalists. ‘Homely recipes’, as Mr Bloom 
remarks, ‘are often the best: strawberries for the teeth: nettles 
and rainwater: oatmeal they say sfeeped in buttermilk.’ 
‘Thlt orangeflower. Pure curd soap. Water is so fresh. Nice 
smell these soaps have.’ . 

‘The chemist turned back page aftef page. Sandy shrivel- 
led smell he seems to have. Shrunken skull. And old. Quest 
for the philosopher’s stone. The alchemists. Drugs age you 
after mental excitement. Lethargy then. Why? Reaction. 
A lifetime in a night. Gradually changed your character. 
Living all the day among hci bs, ointments, disinfectants. All 
his alabaster lilypots. Mortar afid pestle. Aq. Dist. Fol. 
Laur. Te Virid. Smell almost cpre you like the dentist’s 
doorbell. . . .* Electuary or emulsion. The first fellow tfyat 
picked an herb to*cure himself had a bit of pluck. Simples. 
Want to be careful. Enough stuff here to chlorofofm'you. 
Test: turns blue paper red. Chloroform. Overdose of lauda- 
num. Sleeping draughts. Lovephiltres. Paregoric poppy- 
syrup bad fpr pough. Clogs the pores or the phlegm. Poisons 
the only cures. Remedy wherp you least expect it. Clever of 
nature.’ • 

It will be seen that this fragment of Mr Bloom’s silent 
monologue includes a number of the themes of this episode. 
In the closing sentences the'narcissus, water, chemistry, lotus 
and eucharist motifs are compounded in the chalice of Mr 
Bloom’s ablution. 

• 

‘Enjoy a bath now: ejean trough of water, cool enamel, the 
gentle tepid streani. This is my body. 
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He foresaw his pale body reclined in it at full, naked, in a 
womb of warmth, oiled by scented melting soap, softly laved. 
He saw his trunk and limbs riprippled over and sustained, 
buoyed lightly upward, lemonyellow ... a languid floating 
flower.’ 


153 



THE, EPISODES 
6. HADES 


scene The Graveyard 

hour ii a.m. 

organ Heart 

art , Religion 

colours White: JJlack 

symbol Caretaker 

tech.nic Incubism 
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A n ancient cab, littered with the crumbs of a de- 
parted picnic party, its upholstery mildewed and but- 
tonless, a properly lugubrious vehicle, conveys Messrs Bloom, 
Power, Simon Dedalus and Martin Cunningham to the ceme- 
tery, behind Dignam’s hearse. This is the first appearand in 
Ulysses of Simon Dedalus, Stephen’s consubstantial father. 
He is still the noisy laud&lor temporis acti we came to know in 
A Portrait of the Artist, * 

‘ “When you kjck out, for yourself, Stephen — as I daresay 
you will one of these days — remember, whatever you do, to 
mix with gentlemen. When I was a young fellow I tell you I 
enjoyed myself. I mixed with fifte decent fellows. Everyone 
of us could* do something. One fellow had a good voice, 
another fellow was a good actor, another could sing a good 
comic song, another was a good oarsman or a good racket 
pl&yer, another could tell a good story ajjd so on. We kept 
the balhrolling anyhow and enjoyed ourselves and saw a bit 
of life and we were none the worse fqr it either. But we were 
all gentlemen, Stephen — at least I hope we were — and bloody 
good honest Irishmen too. That’s the kind of fellows I want 
you to associate with, fellows of the right kidney. I’m talking 
to you as a friend, Stephen. I’don’t believe a son should be 
afraid of his ^father. No, I treat you as your grandfather 
treated me when I was a young chap. We were more like 
brothers than father and son. I’ll never fdrget the first day 
he caught me smoking. I was standing at the end of the 
South Terrace one day with some maneens like *myself and 
sure we thought we were grand fellows because we had pipes 
stuck in the corners of our mouths. Suddenly the governor 
passed. He didn’t say a word, or stop even. But the next 
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day, Sunday, we were out for a walk together and when we 
were coining home he took out his cigar case and said: — By 
the by, Simon, I didn’t know you smoked, or something like 
that. — Of course I tried to carry it off as best I could. — If you 
want a good smoke, he said, try one of these cigars. An 
American captain made me a present of them last night in 
Queenstown.” 

Stephen heard his father’s voice break into a, laugh which 
was almost a sob. 

“He was tfie Handsomest man in Cork at that time, by God 
he was! The women used to stand to look after him in the 

street.” ’ 

« 

Here is Mr Dedalus talking with some of his cronies in a 
bar at Cork, the scene of his youthful exploits. 

‘ “We’re as old as ws feel, Johnny. And just finish what 
you*have there and we’ll have another. Here, Tim or Tom 
or whatever your name is, give us the same again here. By 
God, I don’t feel more than eighteen myself. There’s that 
son of mine there not half my age and I’m a better man than 
he is any day of the week.” 

“Draw it mild now, Dedalus. I think it's time for you to 
take a back seat,” said the gentleman who had spoken before. 

“No, by God!” ‘asserted, Mr Dedalus. *T11 sing a tenor 
song against him or I’ll vault a fivebarred gate against'him or 
I’ll run with him after the houncls across the country as I 
did thirty yejrs ago along with the Kerry Boy and the best 
man for it.” 

“But he’ll beat you here,” said the little old man, .taping 
his forehead and raising his glass to drain it. 

“Well, I hope he’ll bfi as good a man as his father. That’s 
all I can say,” said Mr'Dedalus.’ 

It is not Surprising that Stephen felt ‘an abyss of fortune or 
of temperament’ sunder hiqi from liis father and his father’s 
friends, the great gulf nature has fixed between the types 
known to modern psychology as introvert and extravert. 
Mr Bloom, a mixed type, effusive at moments, yet prudently 
repressive in general of his own dark thoughts, was more akin 
to Stephen, that ‘changeling’ in his own home. 

Martin Cunningham is known to readers of the* story 
‘ Grace ’ ( Dubliners ) as ‘a thoroughly sensible man, influential 
and intelligent. H!is blade of human knowledge, natural 
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astuteness particularized by long association with cases in the 
police courts, had been tempered by brief immersions in the 
waters of general philosophy.’ He is naturally good-natured 
and tolerant, unlike Mr Dedalus, who, with all his bon- 
homie, has an overt antipathy to all that is not decently 
normal, against those who are not of the ‘hail-fellow-well- 
met’ persuasion. 

The fourth occupant of the cab, a Mr Power, was de- 
lineated in the same story, ‘Grace’. ‘Mr Power, a much 
younger man, was employed in the Royal Irish Constabu- 
lary Office in Dublin Castle. His inexplicable debts were a 
byword in his circle; he was a debonair young man.’ He js 
amiable and rather colourless; Mr Bloom finds him ‘a nice 
fellow’. 

As the cab rattles over the cobbled streets, past a patch of 
ripped-up roadway (the underworld is already appearing), 
the cortege is saluted on its way by passers-by: ‘a fine'*old 
custom,’ Mr Dedalus remarks. They pass ‘a lithe young man, 
clad in mourning, a .wide hat’, Stephen. Mr Dedalus re- 
marks that Stephen’s fidus Achates, Mulligan, is a ‘bloody 
doubledycd ruffian’, a counterjumper’s son. A few drops of 
rain fall. ‘Curious,’ Mr Bloom thinks, ‘like through a 
colander. I thought it would. My boots were creaking I 
remember now.’ 

The conversation of th& four men is scrappy and topical; 
it is clear that the three Irishmen, anyhow, would be the 
better for a drink, and happier in a speakeasy. As the washer- 
woman by the Anna Liffcy observes iq Work in Progress'. 
Ireland rsober is Ireland stiff. At this hour of the morn- 
ing, unstimulated, Mr Dedalus’ verve is in defect and his 
temper decidedly ‘stiff’; his comments on the passers-by are 
merely malicious or morose. Mr Bloom is the one whose 
thoughts are most in keeping with the occasion.* The dogs’ 
home they pass reminds him cff his dead father’s dog Athos, 
a scion } ptrhips, of the longlived Argos stock . 1 ‘Poor old 
Athos. Be good to Athos, Leop&ld, is my last wish. Thy will 
be done.* We obey them in the, grave . » . He took it to 
heart, pined away. Quiet brute. Old men’s dogs usually are.’ 
Presently some sententious remarks of the others on the ‘dis- 
grace! of the suicide’s end turn his thoughts again to his 
father’s tragic death. • % 

1 Odyssey, XVII, 290-323. 
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They pass Blazes Boylan out ‘airing his quiff* and the sight 
of his wife’s latest lover has its usual disquieting effect on Mr 
Bloom, who, to distract his own attention, meticulously ex- 
amines his nails. 

‘Mr Bloom reviewed the nails of his left hand, then those of 
his right hand. The nails, yes. Is there anything more in him 
that they she sees? Fascination. Worst man in Dublin. That 
kefcps him alive. They sometimes feel what a person is. In- 
stinct. But a type like that. My nails. I am just looking at 
them: well pared. And after: thinking alone. Body getting a 
bit softy. I would notice that from remembering. What 
oauses that I suppose the skin can’t contract quickly enough 
when the flesh falls off. But the shape is there. The shape 
is there still. Shoulders. Hips. Plump. Night of the dance 
dressing. . . .’ , 

'Hie sight of the ‘tall blackbearded'figure’ of a well-known 
Dublin moneylender, Reuben J. Dodd, elicits an imprecation 
from Mr Dedalus: ‘the devil break tfye hasp of your back!’ 
‘We have all been there,’ Martin Cunningham laments. Mr 
Bloom, in haste to disclaim confraternity, begins to tell how 
‘Reuben J.’s’ son attempted suicide without success. The 
youth jumped into the Liffey and was fished out by a boat- 
man whom ‘Reuben J.’ rewarded with a florin. ‘One and 
eightpence too much,’ is Mr Dedalus’ dry comment. 

At last they reach Glasnevin cemetery, where some other 
mourners haye already arrived. The service in the mortuary 
chapel begins, accompanied by the silent commentary* of 
Mr Bloom’s mondiogue. , ^ 

‘They halted by the fyier and the priest began to read out of 
his book with a fluent rroak. . . . 

Non intres in judicium cum servo tuo, Domine. 

Makes them feel more important to be prayed over in 
Latin. Requiem mass. Crape weepers. Black edged note- 
paper. Your name on the altarlist. Want to fetd well, sitting 
in there all the morning in thfe gloom kicking his heels waiting 
for the next please. Eyes of a toad too. What swells him up 
that way? Molly gets swelled after cabbage. Air of the place 
maybe. Looks full up of bad gas. Must be an infernal lot of 
bad gas round this place. . . . Down in the vaults of saint 
Werburgh’s lovely 4 old*organ hundred and fifty they have to 
bore a hole in the coffins sometimes to let out the bad gas and 
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bum it. Out it rushes: blue. One whiff of that and you’re a 
goner. . . . 

The priest took a stick with a knob at the end of it out of 
the boy’s bucket and shook it over the coffin. Then he walked 
to the other end and shook it again. Then he came back and 
put it back in the bucket 1 ) As you were before you rested. It’s 
all written down: he has to do it. 

Et ne nos inducas in tentationem. 

The server piped the answers in the treble. I often thought 
it would be better to have boy servants. Up to fifteen or so. 
After that of course. . . . 

Holy water that was, I expect. Shaking sleep out of it. He 
must be fed up with that job, shaking that thing over all the 
corpses they trot up. . . . 

In paradisum. 

Said he was going to paradise or ft in paradise. Says that 
over everybodv. Tiresome kind of a job. But he has to 'say 
something.’ 

The service ended, the' gravediggers come and ‘shove the 
coffin on their cart’. They walk past the O’Connell circle (an 
omphalos ); ‘in the middle of his people, old Dan O’. But his 
heart is buried at Rome ’ 1 and, near the grave of Mrs 
Dedalus, Simon Dedal us breaks down and weeps. ‘I’ll soon 
be stretched beside her. Let Him* take me whenever He likes.’ 
The mourners are joined by Mr Kernan (another of the char- 
acters in ‘Grace’), ‘a commercial traveller of the old school, 
of Protestant stock,, though converte*d to Catholicism at the 
time of his marriage. He was fond of gi'fing side-thrusts at 
Catholicism. ’ He makes a characteristic remark to Mr Bloom. 

‘The service of the Irish church, used in Mount Jerome, is 
simpler, more impressive, I must sa*y. 

Mr Bloom gave prudent assent. The language of course 
was another thing. 

Mr Kernan# said with solemnity: 

“/ am the resurrection and the. life. That touches a man’s 
inmost heart.” ’ 

The conservator, John O’Connell, tells them a funny story 
‘to cheer a fellow up’, as Martin Cunningham points out, 
‘pure .goodheartedness : damn the thing else.’ 

1 Daniel O’Connell died at Genoa. In acAirdajice with his last wish, 
his heart was taken to Rome, his body buried at Glasnevin. 
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‘The coffin dived out of sight, eased down by the men 
straddled on the gravetrestles. They struggled up and out: 
and all uncovered. Twenty. 

Pause. 

If we were all suddenly somebody else. 

Far away a donkey brayed. Rain. No such ass. Never see 
a dead one, they say. Shame of death. They hide. Also poor 
papa went away. . 

Gentle sweet air blew rdund the bared heads in a whisper. 

Whisper The gravediggers took up their spades and 

flung heavy clods of clay in on the coffin. Mr Bloom turned 
feis face. And if he was alive all the time? Whew! By Jingo, 
that would be awful! No, no: he is dead, of course. Of course 
he is dead. Monday he died. They ought to have some law 
to pierce the heart and make sure or an electric clock or a 
telephone in the coffin and some kind of a canvas airhole. 
Flag of distress. Three days. Rather long to keep them in 
summer. Just as well to get shut qf them as soon as you’re 
sure there’s no. ' • • 

The clay fell softer. Begin to be forgotten. Out of sight, 
out of mind.’ 

• . • • 

Hynes the reporter (a character in Ivy Day in the Committee 
Room) notes the fiames of mourners present and suggests 
they go round by ‘the chief’s grave’. , 

‘With awe Mr Power’s blank voice spoke: 

“Some say he is not i* that grave at all: That the coffin was 
filled with stones. That one day he will- come again.” • 

Hynes shook his head. , %# 

“Parnell will never come again,” he said. “He’s there, all 

that was mortal of hirft. Peace to his ashes!” ’ 

» 

Passing a statue of the Sacred Heart, Mr Bloom cen- 
sures the anatomical inaccuracy of the sculptor, but himself 
boggles at a classical reminiscence. ‘The Sacred Heart that 
is: showing it. Heart on his sleeve. Ought to l$b sideways and 
red it should be painted like* a real heart. Ireland was dedi- 
cated to it or whatever that. Seems anything biff pleased. 
Why this infliction? Would birds come then and peck like 
the boy with the basket of frujjt but he said no because they 
ought to have been afraid of the boy. Apollo that was.’ He 
watches an obese grey*rat wriggle under the plinth of a crypt; 
the sight of ‘the grey alive’ crushing itself in under the en- 
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trance to the charnel-house fixes itself in his memory and is 
recalled several times in the course of the day. He remem- 
bers that the last time he was here it was to attend the funeral 
of Mrs Sinico (vide ‘ A Painful Case 9 in Dubliners). As he is 
leaving the cemetery he encounters the solicitor, John Henry 
Menton, who has never fjprgiven Mr Bloom a trivial triumph. 

‘Got his rag out that evening on the bowling green because 
I sailed inside him. Pure fluke of mine: the bias. . . . Go£ a 
dinge in the side of his hat. Carriage probably. 

“Excuse me, sir,” Mr Bloom said beside th$m. 

They stopped. 

“Your hat is a little crushed,” Mr Bloom said, pointing. 

John Henry Menton stared at him for an instant without 
moving. 

“There,” Martin Cunningham helped, pointing also. 

John Henry Menton took off his hsrt, budged out the dinge 
and smoothed the nap with care on his coatsleeve. *He 
clapped the hat on his head again. 

“It’s all right now, 5 ’ Martin Cunningham said. 

John Henry Menton jerked his head down hi acknowledg- 
ment. 

“Thank you,” "he said shortly. 

They walked oq. towards the gates. Mr JJloom, chapfallen, 
drew behind a few paces so as not* to overhear. Martin laying 
down the law. Martin could wind a sappyhead like that 
round his little finger without his seeing it. 

Oyster eyes. Never mind. Be sorry after perhaps when it 
datvns on him. Get the pull over him that way. 

Thank you. How grand we are this morning.’ 


There are, 'in this episode, many recalls of the Nekuia . 1 
The four rivers of Hades have their counterparts in the 
Dodder, -the Liffey and the Gr^nd and Jloyal Canals of 
Dublin. Patrick Dignam, deceased, is an jivatar of Elpenor 

1 The episode of the Odyssey Mrhich describes the visit of Odysseus 
to the nether world (Book XI), generally known as the Nekuia, is really 
a Nekuomanteia , an evocation of the shades, like the calling up of Samuel 
by the witch of Endor or that of Melissa by PdHander’s envoys. 
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who, it will be remembered, broke his neck in a fall from the 
roof of Circe’s house, where he had been sleeping, heavy with 
wine. The end of Dignam, a ‘comical little teetotum always 
stuck up in some pub comer’, as Mrs Bloom describes him, 
was equally sudden and due to a series of rimilar indiscre- 
tions . 1 There is a direct allusion jfo the toame of Elpenor 
in Mr Bloom’s description of Dignam. ‘Blazing face: red- 
hqt. Too much John Barleycorn. Cure for a red nose. 
Drink like the devil till it turns adelite ’. 2 M. feerard derives 
the name of EL»penor from a Semitic root meaning ‘the blaz- 
ing-face’. The first shade encountered by Odysseus on the 
shore of Erebus was that of Elpenor. ‘At the sight of him I 
wept and had compassion on him; and uttering my voice 
spake to him winged words: “Elpenor, how hast thou come 
beneath the darkness and the shadow? Thou hast come 
fleeter on foot than I* in my black ship.” ’ Thus Bloom, 
arrived at the graveyard, soliloquises': ‘Coffin now. Got here 
before us, dead as he is’, and, later, at the mortuary chapel, 
when the coffin is lyifig on the bierylour tall yellow candles at 
its corners, ‘always in front of us’. 

This episode has a number of other Homeric parallels, 
more easily recognizable, nearer tKe surface, than the sym- 
bolic recalls in otjjer episodes. This comparative directness 
of allusion may be ascribed to the near affinity of the ancient 
and modern narratives, each of vyhich records •& visit to the 
abode of the dead — the domain of Hades, Glasnevin ceme- 
tery. Thus the amiable Cunningham is doomed to the labour 
of Sisyphus ‘pressing a monstrous stone with hands and feet, 
striving to roll it towards the brow of a hill. But oft as h^was 
about to hurl it over the top, the weight would drive him 
back, so once again to ‘the plain rolled the stone, the pitiless 
thing. And he once more kept heaving and straining, and 
the sweat die while was pouring down his limbs, and the dust 
rose upwards from his head/ The 'pitiless thing’ for Cun- 
ningham is ‘that awful drunkard of a wife of His. Setting up 
house for her time after time'and then pawning the furniture 
on him every Saturday alrqpst. Wear out the heart of a stone, 
that. Leading him the life of the damned. Monday mom- 

1 'Pareil accident', as M. Berard *aptly remarks pf Elpenor’s end, 
'n' arrive qu'apris me longue beuverie’. * 

* Cf. the reflection^ of foung Patrick Aloysius Dignam (page 341): 
‘His face got all grey instead of being red like it was.’ , 
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ing start afresh. Shoulder to the wheel.’ The last words are 
also, perhaps, an evocation of the doom of Ixion. The toil of 
the Danaids has its Ulyssean counterpart in the neverending 
trouble of an old tramp. ‘On the curbstone before Jimmy 
Geary the sextan’s, an old tramp sat, grumbling, empting the 
dirt and stones fut of J^is huge dustbrown yawning boot. 
After life’s journey.’ 

On its way to the cemetery the cab is held up by a drove, of 
branded cattfe 

‘lowing, slouching by on padded hoofs, whfckyig their tails 
slowly on their clotted bony croups. Outside them and 
through them ran raddled sheep bleating their fear. , 

“Emigrants,” Mr Power said. 

“Huuuh!” the drover’s voice cried, his switch sounding 
on their flanks. “Huuuh! out of that!” 

Thursday of course. ^To-morrow is killing day.’ 

The driver with his switch may be likened to ‘the great 
Orion driving the wild, beasts together over the mead of 
asphodel . . . with a Strohg mace all of bronje in his hands, 
that is ever unbroken’. 

Father Coffey wears the mask of Cerberus. ‘Father Coffey. 

I knew his name was like a coffin. Dominenamine. Bully about 
the muzzle he looks. Bosses the show. Muscular Christian. 
Woe betide anyone that looks crooked at him: priest. Thou 
art Peter. Burst sideways iike a sheep in clover Dedalus says 
he will. With a belly on 1pm like a poisoned pup.’ There is 
anpther, more direct, allusion to Cerberus, wlfose name Mr 
Bloom cannot recall, in his comment on tfce hawker’s barrow 
of cakes'at the entrance to the graveyard: ‘Simnel cakes those 
are, stuck together: cakes for the dead. Dogbiscuits. Who 
ate them?’ • 

The caretaker, John O’Connell, personifies (lades him- 
self; he was a well-known Dublin character, of a longevity 
worthy of his prototype. ‘John O’Connell. He never forgets 
a friend.’ All the mourners make a point of speaking well of 
the caretaker — an echo of the*Euripidean eulogy of Hades 
and sucK euphemisms as the designation Af the Eumenides, 
la veuve for the guillotine and so forth. ‘Quietly, sure of his 
ground, he traversed the dismal 1 fields.’ There is an epic 

lf The derivation of ‘dismal* is dies mali',* here the word is, perhaps, 
a foretaste of the dies irae that is to come in the halls of Circe. 
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turn in this phrase, a recall of ‘the dank house of Hades’ and 
the Cimmerian land, shrouded in clouds and mist. Mr Bloom 
remembers with surprise that John O’Connell is a married 
man. 

‘Wonder how he had the gumption to propose to any girl. 
Come out and live in the graveyard? Dangle that before her. 
It might thrill her first. Courting death . . . Shades of night 
hcTvering here with all the dead stretched about. The 
shadows of the^tombs when churchyards yawn and Daniel 
O’Connell must be a descendant I suppose who is this used to 
say he was a queer breedy man great catholic all the same 
like a big giant in the dark. Will o’ the wisp. Gas of graves. 
Want to keep her mind off it to conceive at all. Women 
especially are so touchy.’ 

To Mr Bloom the ‘gumption’ which got John O’Connell 
hiswife was, perhaps, not unlike that which won Proserpine 
for her dark lord, most ‘catholic’ 1 of all the gods; but awe of 
Hades has stayed the candour norrqa.1 to his silent monologue. 

The mourners pass the monuments of Daniel O’Connell 
and Parnell, the shades of Heracles and Agamemnon. The 
latter hero, like Parhell, came to his end through a woman; 
‘there is no more faith in women’. When Odysseus had 
greeted these and other heroes ‘the soul o i Ajax alone stood 
apart, being still angry for the victory wherein I prevailed 
against him, in the suit by the ships concerning the arms of 
Achilles, thaf his lady mother had set for a prize; and the 
sons of the Trojans made award and Pallas Athene. Would 
that I had never' prevailed and won such a pri?e’. % The 
attitude of John Henry Menton and the episode on the 
bowling green recall thfi aloofness of Ajax, who, like Menton, 
requited a proffered service with a snub and passed ‘grandly’ 
on. * « 

The incident of the man in the macintosh (which will be 
recalled by Mr Bloom several times in the course of his day) 
offers interesting possibilities* for Joycean interpretation in 
the light of Homeric precedent. When the gravediggers are 
about to lower th^ coffin to'its resting-place, Mr Bloom, look- 
ing round^ wonders: ‘Now who is that lanky looking galoot 

1 The etymology of the name Hades is uncertain, but* the most plausible 
of the derivations which have been suggested is from &da> or £d<5a>, so 
that Hades would mean *the all-embracer’ — the exact equivalent of 
'catholic*. 
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over there in the macintosh? Now who is he I’d like to know? 
Now I’d give a trifle to know who he is. Always someone 
turns up you never dreamt of. A fellow could live on his lone- 
some all his life. Yes he could. Still he’d have to get some- 
one to sod him after he died though he could dig his own 
grave . . .’ When the ceremony is over, Hynes, the reporter, 
makes his round recording the names of those present. 

‘ “And tell. us,” Hynes said, “do you know that fellow.in 
the, fellow was over there in the . . .” 

He looked around. * • 

“Macintosh. Yes I saw him. Where is he now?” 

“M’Intosh,” Hynes said, scribbling. “I don’t know who hp 
is. Is that his name?” 

He moved away, looking about him. 

“No,” Mr Bloom began, turning and stopping. “I say, 
Hynes!” 

Didu’t hear. What? Where has he disappeared to? Not a 
sign. Well of all the. Hq,s anyone here seen? Kay ee double 
ell. Become invisible.* GcJod Lord, what became of him?’ 

There is something uncanny about this Burberry’s dummy 
dubbed M’lntosh, the thirteenth mourner , 1 and Mr Bloom 
adds the incident to the growing repertoire of memories 
whence he aptly* draws as Bloomsday lnoves on towards 
Penelope’s ijight. In the Eumaeus episode, when Mr Bloom 
and Stephen, slowly convalescent from the drugged ecstasy 
of the brothel (where M’lntosh ljas, of course, made a 
spectral entry and disappearance), sit talking in*the cabman’s 
shelter, the former, reading the Telegraph, finds recorded 
amongst the mourners present ( L. Boom, C. P. M'Coy, Dash 
M’lntosh and several others’. Mr Bloom, though nettled by the 
mutilation of his name, points out to his companion the 
names of M’Coy and Stephen ‘who were conspicuous, need- 
less to say, by their total absence (to say nothing of M’lntosh)’ 
at Dignam’s funeral. ♦ 

1 One sees this M’lntosh as one t>f those ominous and more-than- 
unnecessapy persons in an Ibsen play— Gregers Werle in the Wild Duck , 
for instance, which concludes: I 

*g reoers {looking straight before him). In that case, I’m glad my 
destiny is what it is. 

relling. Excuse me. What is your destiny? 

gregers {going). To be the thirteenth sk tatjle. 

relling* The devil it is!’ 
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In the Nekuia there is a curious passage, unusually am- 
biguous for the Odyssey, dealing with the Melampus legend 
(Odyssey XI. 281-98). This passage (suspected to be an 
interpolation) seems to have been introduced to lead up to 
the longer digression in the fifteenth book of the Odyssey 
(corresponding to the Eumaeus episode in Ulysses ), relating to 
Theoclymenos. Telemachus is about to embark from Pylos, 
oi> his way back to Ithaca, where he is destined to meet his 

father at Eumaeus’ hut. 

# 

‘Thus he Was busy thereat and praying and making burnt- 
offering to Athene, by the stern of the ship, when a man came 
nigh him, a stranger, that had slain his man and turned out- 
law from Argos. He was a soothsayer, and by his lineage he 
came of Melampus, who of old time abode in Pylos, mother 
of flocks, a rich man and one that had an exceeding goodly 
hoy^e among the Pylians, but afterward he had come to the 
land of strangers, fleeing from his country and from Neleus 
the great-hearted, psoudest of living men, who kept all his 
goods for a fulj year by force. All that time Melampus lay 
bound with hard bonds in the halls of Phylacus, suffering 
great pains for the sake of the daughter of Neleus, and for the 
dread blindness of soul which the goddess, the Erinnys of the 
grievous stroke, ha'd laid on him. Howsoever he escaped his 
fate, and drave away the lowing kine from Phyjace tb Pylos 
and brought the maiden home to' his own brother to wife.’ 

There follows a lengthy genealogy tracing the descent of 
Polypheides from lyielampus, and concluding: ‘Apollo made 
the high-souled Polypheides a seer far the chief of- human 
kind, Amphiaraus being now dead. He removed his dwelling 
to Hypheresia, being angered with his father, and here he 
abode and prophesied to all men. This man’s son it was, 
Theoclymenos by name, that now drew nigh and stood by 
Telemachus.’ The speculations of M. Berard as to why this 
irrelevant personage is introduced and his linkage traced at 
such length are pertinent to ‘the M’lntosh mystery. 

‘Here, as in other instances, an interpolation is enclosed at 
both ends by the! same line (thus the M’lntosh “interpola- 
tion” is preceded by “ burying him. We come to bury Caesar ” and 
followed by the words “Only man buries. . . . Bury the dfad"); 
the relevance of th^s passage is of the slightest when the part 
played by this Theoclymenos in the Odyssey is considered. 
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This famous seer, whose genealogy is given us in thirty almost 
incomprehensible verses, must have been associated (in some 
legend which has not survived) with the later life of Ulysses 
or Telemachus. He figures only in the last books of the 
Odyssey and then merely to repeat the same banal pro- 
phecies (Books XV and ^VI) and to warn the suitors (Book 
XX). . . . In the Epic Cycle the Odyssey was followed by the 
Telegony; w^s this Theoclymenos one of the heroes of tjie 
Telegony? Did he figure in the first lines of that epic as a 
compeer of Telemachus and Ulysses? And whs gome allusion 
made in those opening lines to the manner in which Tele- 
machus rescued him at Pylos? Was it in order to explain th^J 
allusion that this obscure and pointless passage was inter- 
calated in the Odyssey?’ 

M. Berard goes on to point out the mystery which sur- 
rounds the movements* of Theoclymenos after his arrival in 
Ithaca. When Odysseus^ disguised as a beggar, arrives at the 
palace, the suitors discuss where he is to’sleep; Theoclymenos 
they seem to ignore. ‘Where did the latter slfcep that night? 
He did not accompany the suitois or Telemachus; he did not 
stay with Ulysses. It is unlike Homer thus to abandon one of 
his characters without having assured him bed and shelter. 
Yet ne$t day he reappeared at the palace when the slaughter 
of the suitors was about to begin.’ There is a strangely 
modern touch about this mystery man from pylos as a 
newspaper man of to-ddy would • ‘feature’ him. Indeed, 
M^Intosh-Thcoclymenor is always with vs; he is the hunch- 
back one never fails to see in the left-hand corner seat of the 
front row of the gallery on every ijrst night, the bearded 
Russian priest who never misses aji international football 
match, that old woman in a moleskin coat with a packet of 
peppermint lozenges who is always in evidertce*in the Nisi 
Prius court when mixed cases of equity are being heard. The 
itat civil of sudh queer fish is written on their shells, as, to the 
Romans, Ibsen, when living fti their city, was merely the 
Cappellont — the fellow with the big hat. . 

The ambiguous prophecy of Teiresias is recalled by a men- 
tion of Robert Emmet, the text of whose ‘last wards’ is cited 
at the close of Che episode of the Sirens. ‘ When my country takes 
her place among the nations of the earth, then and not till then, let my 
epitaph be, written: I Have Done .’ The equivocation of that 
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utterance lies, of course, in the fact that, assuming that 
Emmet had the normal desire for prolongation of life, he 
was, in reality, impetra ting a long postponement of Ireland’s 
freedom — a double-edged postulate like the oracle’s Ibis 
redibis nunquam in hello peribis , and akin to the strange rig- 
marole, about a wayfarer who takes* an oar for a winnowing- 
fan and death that shall come from the sea, which the Theban 
sew rendered to Odysseus. • 

Even though such recalls of the Nekuia be disregarded by 
the reader, the effect of the technic of ‘incubism’ as applied 
in this episode is ample in itself to produce — and with, appar- 
ently, the most commonplace materials — a mortuary atmos- 
phere at least as intense as that of Homer’s ‘dank house of 
Hades’ or the Gravediggers’ Scene in Hamlet. Allusions are 
expressly made to the latter; the gravediggers, for instance, 
are numbered and Mr feloom, recalling Shakespeare’s scene, 
admires his ‘profound knowledge of the human heart’. The 
air presses down upon the mourner^; the very earth seems to 
open in fissures to receive them. 'Facilis descensus . . . ‘The 
carriage, passing the open drains and mounds of rippedup 
roadway before the t tenement houses, lurched round the 
comer.’ The tramp’s huge boot ‘yawns’ as he empties the 
dirt out of it. ‘They follow: dropping into a hole one after the 
other.’ The idea of the bfcd, ‘bed of death ghostcandled’ 
{vide Proteus), is woven into Mr Bloom’s soliloquy.' His father’s 
suicide. ‘Thought he was asleep at first. Then saw yellow 
streaks on hfe face. Ha*d slippeef down to the foot of the 
bed.’ He pictures his own death. 

‘Well it is a long rest. Feel no more. It’s the moment you 
feel. Must be damned unpleasant. Can’t believe it at first. 
Mistake must be: someone else. Trv the house opposite. 
Wait, I wanted to. I haven’t yet. Then darkened death- 
chamber. Light they want. Whispering around you. Would 
you like to see a priest? Then rambling arid wandering. 
Delirium all you hid all your life. The death struggle. His 
sleep is not natural. Press Jus lower eyelid. Watching is his 
nose pointed is hijjaw sinking are the soles of his feet yellow. 
Pull the pijlow away and finish it off on the floor since he’s 
doomed.* 

There is a down\yarcf movement, the stifling pressure of an 
incubus from beginning to end. Mr Bloom sees a -barge in a 
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lock: ‘a man stood on his dropping barge between clamps of 
turf. . . . Dropping down, lock by lock, to Dublin.’ The 
horse which draws the hearse has a tight collar ‘pressing on a 
bloodvessel or something*. Various forms of burial, pre- 
historic positions of inhumation, some of which, perhaps, 
are allusions to Jewish fitual, are recalled — closing up the 
orifices, cremation, sea-burial, the Parsee fires, mummifica- 
tion. Mr Bloom has a grotesque inspiration in sepulchral 
economics: ‘Holy fields. More room if they buried them 
standing . 1 Sitting or kneeling you couldn’t! Standing? His 
head might come up some day above ground in a landslip 
with his hand pointing. All honeycombed the ground mu$t 
be: oblong cells.’ One of the gravediggers bends to ‘pluck 
from the haft (of his spade) a long tuft of grass’ — a ritual 
gesture. There is a persistent use of mortuary metaphor, apt 
to deepen the Cimmerian 2 dusk of the charnelhouse: ‘fellow 
like that mortified if women are by’, ‘whole place gone to hell’, 
‘Every mortal day a fresh batch’. The ghoulish rat serves as a 
link between the graveyafrd and the Lestrygonian (esurient) 
motifs; in Mr Bloom the ‘baser’ or, rather,' ‘basic appetites 
are rarely dormant. ‘Ojne of those chaps would make short 
work of a fellow. Pick the bones clean no matter who it 
was. Ordinary meat for. them. A corpse is meat gone 
bad. Well and what’s cheese? Corpse of milk.’ Mr Bloom 
lunches frugally off a cheese sandwich (compensated at tea- 
time by a more substantial meal). 

The bodily organ related to this 'episode is the heart. 

‘ “/ apt the resurrection and the life . THht touches a man’s 
inmost heart.” 

“It does,” Mr Bloom said. * 

Your heart perhaps but what price the fellow in the six feet 
by two with his toes to the daisies? No touching that. Scat 
of the affections. Broken heart. A pump after all, pumping 
thousands of gallons of blood every day. One fine day it gets 
bunged up and there you ar$. Lots of them lying around 
here: lungs, hearts, livers. Old rusty pumps: damn the thing 
else. The resurrection and the life. Once|you are dead you 
are dead. That last day idea. Knocking them all up out of 
their graves. Gome forth, Lazarus! And he came fifth and 

1 Thus kings and warriors were buried pagan Ireland. 

* The Semitic root KMR signifies darkness . Thus Kimeriri is used in 
the Bible to describe an eclipse of the daylight, a sudden darkness. 
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lost the job. Get up! Last day! Then every fellow mousing 
around for his liver and his lights and the rest of his traps. 
Find damn all of himself that morning. Pennyweight of 
powder in a skull. Twelve grammes one pennyweight. Troy 
measure.’ 

• 

The Epic glory reduced to a littl<| dust in a skull, pulvis et 
umbra. . . . 

Thinking of the suicide’s degradation, Mr Bloom muses: 
‘they have no mercy on that here or infanticide. Refuse 
Christian burial. They used to drive a stake of wood through 
his heart in the grave. As if it wasn’t broken already. . . .’ 
Mr Bloom’s heart, anyhow, is in the right place. 
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THE EPISODES 
7. AEOLUS 


T he scene of this episode is the office of the Freeman's 
Journal and National Press ^ which Mr Bloom visits in 
order to arrange for the publication of an advertisement of 
Alexander Keyes’ ‘high class licensed premises’. He also 
hopes to persuade the editor that the Telegraph , an evening 
paper under the same management, should give his client a 
‘puff’ in the ‘Saturday* pink’ edition* of that journal. Mr 
Keyes has had an inspiration which Mr Bloom explains to 
Councillor Nannetti, business-manager of the Freeman. ‘Like 
that, see. Two crossed keys here. A efrcle. Then here the 
name of Alexander Keyes, tea, wine and spirit merchant . . . 
The idea is the house of keys. .You know, councillor, the 
Manx parliament. Innuendo of home rule. Tourists, you 
know, from the isle of Man. Catches the eye you see. Can you 
do that?’ Mr Bloom undertakes ta produce 'the design in 
question, which has already appeared in a Kilkenny paper; 
it is this errand which, in the next episode but one, takes him 
to the national library. 

Besides the business activities of Mr Bloom, this episode de- 
picts the inner life of a daily papef and there are realistic 
descriptions of the Telegraph editor, Myles Crawford, and of a 
conversation on journalistic topics between him and some of 
his cronies, M&r Dedalus, Professdr Ma,cHugh, Ned Lambert 
and others. After Mr Dedalus has left — the eloquence of one 
Dan Dawson, as reported in the Freeman and retailed viva voce 
by Ned Lambert, has given him a thirst — in quest of refresh- 
ment, Stephen appears, in his role of ‘bullock-befriending 

• I • . 

1 This office was burnt down during the| rising of 1916. The paper 
ceased publication a few years ago, after an existence of a century and 
a half. 
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bard’, escorted by Mr. O’Madden Burke. Stephen has come 
to deliver Mr Deasy’s letter on the epidemic of foot and 
mouth disease. He is regaled with a symposium of journalistic 
reminiscence, and profits by his temporary affluence to lead 
the editorial party to a neighbouring bar. * “Chip of the old 
block!” the editor cried, slapping Stephen on the shoulder. 
“Let us go.” ’ * 

In this episode Stephen and Mr Bloom come near each 
otter but do not meet. The foreman has insisted that, if 
Keyes is to get his ‘little puff’ in the Telegraph , the advertise- 
ment must be renewed for three months. Mr Bloom hurries 
off in search of Keyes to arrange the matter. Meanwhile 
Stephen arrives. When Mr Bloom returns Stephen is already 
leading his thirsty retinue barwards, walking beside Mac- 
Hugh. The editor follows, in conversation with O’Molloy. 
Mr Bloom hurries, breathless, towards the former. ‘Just this 
ad .'I spoke with Mr Keyes just now. 'He’ll give a renewal for 
two months, he says. After he’ll see. But he wants a par to 
call attention in the- Telegraph top,' the Saturday pink . . 

What will I t ell him, Mr Crawford?’ 

The editor’s reply is terse and rude. 

Mr Bloom catches sight of Stephen in front. ‘Wonder is 
that young Dcdalus the moving spirit. Has a good pair of 
boots on him today. Last time I saw him he had his heels in 
view.’ 

Thus in this episode, as in the subsequent scene at the 
national library, Mr Bloom and his spiritual son rome within 
an ace of meeting pach other. That meeting and the culmin- 
ating ‘recognition’ take place only when Bloomsday nears 
its climax, in the Maternity Hospital and Brothel scenes; 
destiny is fulfilled only at the third attempt. 

In Aeolus the text is split up into brief sections, each headed 
with a caption composed in the journalistic manner . 1 An 
early section in which O’Molloy is described handing round 
cigarettes is headed: the calumet of peace. "A reference to 
the Nelson Column is headed: horatio is cynosure this 

1 It will be noticed that the style of the captions is gradually modified 
in the course of the; episode; the first are comparatively dignified, or 
classically allusive, in the Victorian tradition; later captions reproduce, 
in all its blatancy, the catchpenny slickness of the ipodem press. This 
historico-literary technique, here inaugurated, is a preparation ‘for the 
employment of the same method, but on the grand scfcle, a stylistic 
lour deforce, in a lateV episode, the Oxen of the Sun ^ 
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fair june day; in a later section Professor MacHugh re- 
marks to Stephen: ‘You remind me of Antisthenes, a disciple 
of Gorgias, the sophist. It is said of him that none could tell 
if he were bitterer against others or against himself. He was 
the son of a noble and a bondwoman. And he wrote a book 
in which he took away the palm of beauty from Argive Helen 
and handed it to poor Penelope.’ This passage is headed: 

SOPHIST WALLOPS HAUGHTY HELEN SQUARE C/N 
PROBOSCIS. SPARTANS GNASH JIOLARS. 

ITHACANS VOW PEN IS CHAW. 

The conversation in the editorial office turns mainly on 
journalistic ‘shop’. Ned Lambert reads Dan Dawson^s 
speech: — the transcendent translucent glow of our mild Irish twilight 
that mantles the vista far and wide till the glowing orb oj the moon 
shines forth to irradiate her silver effulgence. ‘High falutin stuff,’ 
thinks Mr Bloom. ‘Bladderbags.’ ‘Doughy Daw!’ MacHagh 
cries. 

‘what ’wetherup 'said 

‘All very fine to jeer at it now in cold print but it goes down 
like hot cake that stuff. He was m the Ijakery line too wasn’t 
he? Why they call him Doughy Daw. Feathered his nest well 
anyhow . . . Daughter engaged to that Chap in the inland 
revenue office with the motor. Hooked that nicely. Enter- 
tainments open house. Big blow out. Wethctup always said 
that. Get a grip of them {?y the stomach.’ 

This Wetherup is mentioned again in Ulysses (page 167) in 
a similar, context — a statement of the advantages of keeping a 
good table and open house. Nothing more is known of this 
curiously named personage, whose only claim to immortality 
seems to lie in the phrase quoted above. 

Professor MacHugh, in a jhetorical flight, ’Compares the 
Irish and Greeks, pioneers of spirituality against materialist 
empire-buildets of past and presfent tijnes. 

‘ “The Greek! Kyriosl Shining word! The vowels the Semite 
and the Saxon know not. Kyrie! .The radiance of the intel- 
lect. I ought to profess Greek, the language of the mind. 
Kyrie eleisonl The closet-maker and the cloaca-maker will 
never he the lords of our spirit. We lire liege subjects of the 
catholic chivalry of Europe that founflered at Trafalgar and 
of the empire the spirit, not an imperiufh , that went under 
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with the Athenian fleets at Aegospotami. Yes, yes. They went 
under. Pyrrhus, misled by an oracle, made a last attempt 
to retrieve the fortunes of Greece. Loyal to a lost cause ...” 

“They went forth to battle,” Mr O’Madden Burke said 
greyly, “but they always fell.” ’ 

Myles Crawford tells the tale of 'the great Gallahcr’ (see 
the story of this successful journalist in Dubliners: A Little 
Cloud), who brought off a ‘scoop’ at the time qf the Phoenix 
Park political murders (1881), by telegraphing details of the 
murderers’ movements to the New York World in an ingenious 
code, based on an advertisement in a back number of the 
freeman. 

‘ “History!” Myles Crawford cried. “The Old Woman of 
Prince’s Street was there first. There was weeping and 
gnashing of teeth over that. Out of an advertisement. 
Gregor Grey made the’ design for it. That gave him the leg 
up? Then Paddy Hooper worked Tay Pay who took him on 
the Star. Now he’s got in with Blumenfield. That’s press. 
That's talent. Pyatt! he was all their daddies.” 

“Clamn dever,” Lenchan said to Mr O’Madden Burke.’ 

Lcnehan, the practised parasite (vide Two Gallants in 
Dubliners), is much in evidence in this episode, and, amongst 
other witticisms, launches a conundrum which sticks in Mr 
Bloom’s mind and is recalled by him several times in the 
course of the day. 

Q,. What opera reserpblcs a railway line? 

A. The Rose of Castille. See the wheeze? Rows of cast steel. 
Gee! ^ 

MacHugh quotes ‘the finest display of oratory" he ever 
heard’, an ex tempore speech by John F. Taylor in reply to one 
‘pouring the proud man’s contumely upon the new move- 
ment’ for the. revival of the Irish tongue. 

‘Mr chairman, ladies and gentlemen: Great was my admiration in 
listening to the remarks addressed to the youth of Breland a moment 
since by my learned friend. It seemed to me that I had been trans- 
ported into a country far away from this country, into an, age remote 
from this age, that I stood in ancient Egypt arid that I was listening 
to the speech of some high-priest of that land addressed to the youth- 
ful Moses. And it seentjid to me that I heard > the voice of that 
Egyptian high-priest raised in a tone of like haughtiness hnd pride. I 
heard his words and their meaning was revealed to me. 
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FROM THE FATHERS 

It was revealed to me that those things are good which yet 
are corrupted which neither if they were supremely good nor 
unless they were good could be corrupted. Ah, curse you! 
That’s saint Augustine . 1 

— Why will you Jews not accept our culture , our religion and our 
language? You are a tube of nomad herdsmen , we are a mighty peo- 
ple. You have no cities nor no wealth ; our cities are hives of humanity 
and our galleys , trireme and quadrireme , laden with all manner mer- 
chandise, furrow the waters oj the known globe . You have but emerged 
from primitive conditions; we have a literature , a priesthood , an age- 
long history and a polity . You pray to a local and obscure idol ; ouk 
temples , majestic and mysterious , are the abodes of Isis and Osiris , of 
Horus and Ammon Ra . Yours serfdom , awe and humbleness ; ours 
thunder and the seas . Israel is weak and few are her children; Egypt 
is an host and terrible are her arms . Vagrants and daylabourers«are 
you called; the world trembles at our name. 

But ladies and gentlemen , had the youthful Moses listened to and 
accepted that view of life , had he bowed his head and bowed his will 
and bowed his spirit before that arrogant admonition he would never 
have brought the chosen people out of their hobse of bondage nor fol- 
lowed the pillar of the cloud by day. He would never have spoken with 
the Eternal amid lightnings on Sinai's mountaintop nor ever have 
come down with the light of inspiration shining in his countenance and 
bearing in his arms the tables of the law , graven in the language of the 
outlaw ? 2 * 

‘He ceased and looked at them, enjoying silence. 

OMINOUS — FOR HIM 

J. J. O’Molloy said not without regret: 

“And yet he died without having entered the land of 
promise / 9 • • 

“A sudden-at-the-moment-though-from-lingering-illness- 
often-previousty-expectorated-dcrfiise,” Lenehansaid. “And 
with a great future behind him/’ * 

1 It is characteristic of this episode that the Father of the Church 
chosen by Stephen in his citation and expletive should be one of the 
greatest rhetoricians of all time. 

1 It is significant, also that this was the p&sage from Ulysses chosen 
by Mr Joyce for a gramophone record (H. jA. V. Paris) of his voice, 
as being the most rhetorical passage in the book and thus most easily 
reproducible (at the time of reading: 1923). 
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The opening passage of this eloquent oration and the 
oriental comparison involved are suggestive of the trans- 
migration motif discussed in an introductory chapter. The 
Promised Land theme is further developed in the course of this 
episode in the anecdote invented by Stephen, entitled A 
Pisgah Sight of Palestine or the Parab'le of the Plums, an ironic 
fable of two ancient Dublin vestals Mio consume twenty-four 
ripe plums on the summit of Nelson’s monumeqt, spitting out 
the plumstones slowly between the railings onto the panor- 
ama of Dublin far below. 


‘Then we came to the isle Aeolian, where dwelt Aeolus 
. in a floating island, and all about it is a wall of bronze 
unbroken and the cliff runs up sheer from the sea. His twelve 
children too abide there in his halls, six daughters and six 
lusty sons; and, behold, he gave His daughters to his sons to 
wife. And the steaming house echoes all around its outer 
court by day.’ Odysseus stayed a whole month with Aeolus 
and was kindly entreated by him. On his departure Aeolus 
gave him a walldt containing all the ndisy winds, closely 
bound with a silver thong* ‘for him Cronos mqde keeper of 
the winds, either to lull or to rbuse what blasts he will’. 
Sped by a favouring zephyr, Odyyseus arrived within sight of 
his home and could even perceive his folk tending the beqeon 
fires. But, when he laid him down to sleep, his shjp’s com- 
pany, imagining that the wallet was stuffed with treasure, 
loosed the silver thong! The winds broke out and drove tfce 
ship violently back to" the isle Aeolian. And now Aeolus’ 
temper had changed; he cursed Odysseus, ‘vilest of living 
men’, and bade him begone»with all speed. 

The characteristic pf thcpalace of the Kingmf the Winds is 
its noisiness. This is not (as .implied in Butcher and Lang’s 
translation) the sound of revelry by day, but a continued 
roaring of the prisoned winds. 

xyiorjev di re dihjua n£QLoitva%i&rai aiXfj. 

Mr Bloom’s approach to the editorial offiefe, lorded over by 
Myles Crawford, Ruler of the Winds, is beset with a chaos of 
noises, trams ‘right and left parallel clanging ringing’, the 
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thud of ‘loudly flung sacks of letters’ loaded in vermilion 
mailcars, and a rumble of barrels. ‘Grossbootcd draymen 
rolled barrels dull thudding out of Prince’s stores and bumped 
them up on the brewery float . 5 (The last words are, perhaps, 
a subsidiary recall of the ‘floating island 5 of Aeolus.) ‘He 
passed in through the sidedoor and along the warm dark 
stairs and passage, alon£ the now reverberating boards . . . 
Thumping, thumping. Through a lane of clanking drums 
he made his way towards Nannetti’s reading closet . 5 All 
through the opening passage of this episode We Jiear the surge 
and thunder of the printing-press and Mr Bloom has difficulty 
in making himself audible to Nannetti, who, accustomed to 
this tumult, ‘slips his words deftly into the pauses of the clank- 
ing 5 . (This passage indicates that Mr Bloom has a soft voice, 
an excellent quality in a canvasser. No direct description of 
the hero of Ulysses is given in ^.ny part of the work and we 
have to build up our iinpression of his manner and apjifcar- 
ance from such small hints as this.) 

This analogy between the daily pres! and the palace of the 
winds is seen to be curiously appropriate if we consider the 
factual basis of Homer’s anthropomorphic description of the 
isle of Aeolus, gift with A wall of bronze,* which can be identi- 
fied, beyond all reasonable doubt, with tjie island of Strom- 
boli. Among the volcanic products found on this island is a 
metallic ore which adheres in flakes to the surface of the 
rocks. This substance is smooth-polished and brilliant as a 
mirror. Another volcanic* product is pumice-tstone; though 
recently there have been no such eruptions at Stromboli, 
ancient -deposits of pumice-stone are found on the island and 
af certain periods Stromboli may h^ye resembled the isle of 
Santorin as it was seen by the French traveller, Thevenot. 

‘Flames suddenly rose from the sea-bed in the harbour and 
from morning till evening there was an eruption of pumice- 
stone, which tvas hurled up int# the air with the noise of a 
cannorfade, The air was pois§ned and many persons died. 
The waters of the Archipelago were so thickly strewn with 
floating Blocks of pumice-stone that, when the wind blew from 
a certain quarter, the harbours were blocked and ships could 
only enter when their company had otened a way with poles . 5 

This is the most probable explanation of the floating 
island of Aeolus. The Aeolian island rose sheer from a 
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wide belt of buoyant pumice-stone on which it seemed to 
float. 

Zeus made Aeolus keeper of the winds. Thus, speaking of 
the isle of Strongule (Stromboli), Martianus Capella ob- 
served: ‘The smoke and flames of Strongule announce the 
direction of the winds; to this very day the islanders can pre- 
dict in advance the wind to be expeited.’ This belief that by 
observation of a volcano it is possible to foretell.the direction 
from which the wind will come is based apparently on the 
fact that the .winds appear to have some influence on the 
nature of a volcanic eruption. Thus Spallanzani in his 
Ypyages mentions that on Stromboli ‘when there is a northerly 
wind, the smoke is white and thin and there are few explo- 
sions; when the wind is southerly the smoke is thick and black 
and spreads widely over the island; explosions are frequent 
and violent.’ This information was given him by the 
islafiders, who further affirmed that, A^hen the smoke is thick 
and explosions are frequent, these phenomena precede the 
coming of a southerly Vind by several days. Spallanzani was, 
personally, unable to decide whether there was any truth in 
the alleged possibility of making meteorological forecasts 
by observation of the volcano. Strabo’s view seems more 
rational. ‘Observation shows that wind faqs the flames of the 
volcano and calm weather .calms them.’ 

This ancient dispute as to whether the volcano is a meteoro- 
logical prophet, a ‘lord of the winds’, or the ‘lord’ is really 
a servant, obedient to the winds* caprice, has an obvious 
journalistic analogy^ on which it is needless to insist. * 

The brazen walls of the palace of Aeolus have, perhaps, 
their counterpart in the, tramlines, ‘rows of cast steel’, which 
encircle the office. The .episode begins with a description of 
the trams starting from the terminus, bound for various parts 
of the city* stowing, shunting, changing trolley, swerving, 
gliding parallel. Towards the close of the episode we read of 
a short circuit, the doldrums: ‘at various points along the 
eight lines tramcars with motionless trolleys stood in their 
tracks, bound for or from Rathmines, Rathfamham, Black- 
rock, Kingstown and Dalkey, Sandymount Green, Ringsend 
and Sandymount tower, Donnybrook, Palmerston Park and 
Upper Rathmines, all Still, becalmed in short circuit’. The 
idea of ‘circulation’, in its journalistic as well as its urban 
application, recursTrequently in this episode and it is relevant 
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that Stromboli was known to the Greeks as Strongule, the 
circular island. 

A buoyant debris, vomited by the printing machines, like 
pumice from a volcano, litters the offices — ‘strewn packing- 
paper’, ‘limp galleypages’, light ‘tissues’ which, 'rustling up’ 
in every draught, ‘floated softly in the air blue scrawls and 
under the table came t& earth’. 

It will be remembered that Aeolus’ conduct towards 
Odysseus displayed that capriciousness which, as sailors know 
to their cost, is characteristic of the keeper, of the winds. 
After a friendly welcome and generous gifts at his first visit, 
Aeolus, on the enforced return of his guest, had nothing but 
harsh words for him. Thus, too, the Editor, when Mr Bloom 
hurries off to ‘fix up’ the matter of Keyes’ ‘ad ’, genially 
waves him away. 

‘ “Begone!” he said. “The world* is before you.” 

“Back in no time,” "Mr Bloom said, hurrying out.’ * 

But, when Mr Blooiji returned, the Editor’s mood had 
changed and he refused to listen, to his’ soft- voiced suppliant. 
‘A bit nervy. Look out for squalls.’ And Mr Bloom, prudent 
mariner, deemed it safjr not to insist. , 

Odysseus had almost reached his destination, Ithaca, and 
could see the beacons burning on the coast, when the com- 
munistic zeal of his men frustrated their homecoming and the 
tempest drdve him back.. The theme of undeserved frustra- 
tion, of a goal nearly, but not quite, attained, recurs under 
several aspects in this episode. Ther’e is, for instance, the case 
of ‘Moses who ‘died without having entered the land of 
promise?, Mr Bloom’s eleventh-hour failure to secure the 
promise of a ‘puff’ for his client in the evening paper; of J. J. 
O’Molloy who tries to get a loan frpm the editor but has to 
‘take the will for the deed’; who starts to tell a^story about 
chief Baron Palles — ‘everything was going swimmingly’ — 
when he is brusquely interrupted by Lenchan, and that is the 
end of his attempt. J. J. O’Molloy hftnself, indeed, was one 
of life’s failures: ‘cleverest felfow at the junior bar he used 
to be’, but ill-health frustrated the promise of his youth: ‘a 
mighthave-been’. 

Bushe K. G. is another who failed to ‘arrive’*. 

‘“Bushe?” tHe editor said. “Well, res. Bushe, yes. He has 
a strain of it in his blood. Kendal Bushe or I mean Seymour 
Bushe.” . 
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“He would have been on the bench long ago,” the pro- 
fessor said, “only for . . . But no matter.” ’ 

(The professor’s aposiopesis guards its secret; in the cause 
of Bushe’s frustration we have one of the few instances in 
Ulysses of a mystery unexplained.) . 

The journalist’s metier, like the wedlock of the children of 
Aeolus, involves an illicit union, of aspiration and compro- 
mise, of literature and opportunism; occasionally, too, the 
journalist, watchful of the way the wind is blowing, secures 
his transfer from'" conservative to liberal qr labour organs, or 
vice versa, a party misalliance . 1 ‘Bulldosing the public!’ the 
editor exclaims. ‘Give them something with a bite in it!’ 
‘Sufficient for the day is the newspaper thereof .’ 2 The prac- 
tice-of journalism is akin to the ancient art of rhetoric; the 
pressman, in fact, is a modern equivalent of the orator in a 
Greek city state. ‘Cities are taken’, an old adage ran, ‘by the 
ears' ; for modern use, amend: ‘by the eyes’. It was therefore 
fitting that this episode should teerq with oratorical effects. 
The orator relies on argumentation to ‘produce that convic- 
tion which is thS object of his art, and, according to Aristotle, 
the foundation of argumentation is th,e enthymme , or syllogism 
with one premise suppressed; the general technique of this 
episode is, therefore, ‘enthymemic’ . The hearer of oratory may 
be a mere seeker of esthetic enjoyment, a Oem^oq, or one 
who forms a judgment on what is to come, or on what is 
past. There are three kinds of oratory (according to Aris- 
totle), appropriate respectively to each of the three kinds of 
hearer; the deliberative (yevog av u(lov?£vx ixov) , the forensic 
(y. dixavixov) and the expository (y. imdeuaixov). All three 
kinds are illustrated it* this episode. The flowery prose of 
Dan Dawson is expository; the fragment (quoted hereafter) 
of a speech by Seymour Bushe, defending an accused person 
in the Chilcls murder case (several times mentioned in the 
course of Ulysses ) is forensic; Taylor’s speech, comparing the 
arrogance of an Egyptian high-priest with that of Mrjustice 

Fitzgibbon, ‘pouring the pro’ud man’s contumely’ upon a 

« • 

1 The Freeman itself (I quote from the O’Connell Centenary Record), in 
the course of. its long career, ‘passed through strange vicissitudes, at 
one time for, at another against, Irish interests’. • . 

1 The rendering of this pHrase in the French translation may interest; 
it is but seldom that a translation succeeds in being even terser than 
an epigrammatic original: A ckaque jour suffit son quotidien. ( Ulysse , p. 156.) 
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proposed revival of the Irish tongue, is deliberative . 1 The 
reference to the Childs murder, a case of fratricide, recalls 
to Stephen the Ghost’s speech in Hamlet : 

And in the porches of my ear did pour . . . 

Shakespeare’s metaphor returns to Stephen’s mind in his 
evocation of another Iri^h orator, the great tribune Daniel 
O’Connell. After listening to MacHugh’s declamation of 
Taylor’s speech — ‘That is oratory’ — , Stephen muses: ‘Gone 
with the wind. Hosts at Mullaghmast and Tara of the 
kings . 2 Miles of eaifc of porches. The tribune’s words howled 
and scattered to the four winds. A people sheltered within 
his voice. Dead noise. Akasic records of all that ever any- 
where wherever was. Love and laud him: me no more.’ 
Stephen’s reference to Akasic records (the expression recurs 
in a subsequent paragraph) is a reminder of the esoteric belief 
in the indestructibility ( of thoughts and words. On a higher 
plane ‘consciousness is in indirect relations with the all but 
infinite memory of Nature, which is preserved with imperish- 
able perfection in the hll-£mbracing medium known to occult 
science as the Akasa .’ 3 Each thought, silent or expressed, has 
its own immortality, an Akasic record* Thus Stephen, re- 
membering his dead mother’s trinkets locked away in a 
drawer and her vanished laughter (‘phantasmal mirth, folded 
away: musk-perfumed’), thought*: ‘Folded away in the mem- 
ory of nature with her toys.’ It is fitting that this, the only 

1 This speech is an apt example of the manner in ^hich eloquence 
aided by the rhetorical device of a far-fetched, not to say false, analogy, 
can produce conviction in the listener’s mind. The resemblance between 
the movement for a revival of the Irish tongue and the situation of the 
Chosen People in the land of Egypt was Really of the slightest; the 
question at issue for the latter was not the revival of a dead or moribund 
tongue, nor is there any reason to believe that the Egyptians sought 
to impose their culture on the Jews. The speaker uses the argumentvm 
ad hominem by comparing his hearers’ race with the Chosen People, an 
argwnentum ad fidem in exploiting for the purposes of his similitude their 
belief in the miriculous origin of the tables of*the law, and an argumentum 
ad passiohes in his description of thj browbeating of a small, inspired 
race by the arrogant spokesman of a mighty empire. Yet it is impossible 
to read, a fortiori to hear, this speech 'without being in some measure 
convinced by the speaker’s eloquence. / * 

1 At the Tara political meeting (August. 1843) The Times estimated 
that million Irish assembled to hear O’Ccnnell’s oratory; at Mullagh- 
mast "(October 1843), a similar meeting, O’Connell was crowned by 
the sculptor Hogan. , 

•A. P. Sinnetf. The Growth of the Soul, page 2x6. 
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mention of the Akasa in Ulysses (in whose structure, however, 
this theory of the indestructibility of thought has an impor- 
tant place) should occur in the Aeolus episode, for Akasa 
(Sanskrit: sky) is the invisible sky of the mystics, the propeller or 
aerial vehicle of immaterial energy as well as its storehouse, 
just as air in movement is the vehicle of oratory, ‘words 
scattered to the four winds’. * 

The thirty-two pages of this episode comprise a veritable 
thesaurus of rhetorical devices and might, indeed, be adopted 
as a text-boo^: fbr students of the art of rhetoric. Professor 
Bain has remarked that in the course of the plays ‘Shake- 
speare exemplifies nearly every rhetorical artifice known’. 
Doubtless this might be said of any copious writer, such as 
Miss Braddon or Scott, whose work extends over many de- 
cades and scores of volumes, but the gathering together under 
the pen within the space of thirty-two pages, in the one 
episode of Ulysses which deals exclusively with rhetoric, of 
nearly all the important, misleading enthymemes elenchated 
by Quintilian and his successors,, and the making out of 
such elenchaticm a lively organic part of a very living or- 
ganism, is a hoax of quite another colour. An enumeration 
of some of the technical devices employed (the list given here- 
under is far from tjping exhaustive) has mqre than a merely 
academic interest, for it shows that the journalist of totfay has 
invented nothing; all the tricks qf his trade Wtere already 
known and classified by the Schoolmen. 

Only in two instance? is the rhetorical artifice employed 
mentioned by nama in the text. One is the passage wlitere 
J. J. O’Molloy quotes the forensic eloquence of Seymour 
Bushe, describing the Jtfoses of Michelangelo: that stone effigy 
in frozen music , horned and* terrible, of the human form divine > that 
eternal symbol of wisdom and prophecy which, if aught that duP ima- 
gination or ttte hUnd of sculptor has wrought in marble of soultrans- 
figured and of soultransfiguring deserves to live, deserves to live. ‘His 
slim hand with a wave'graced echo and fall.’ Here the terms 
‘echo’ and ‘fall’ are technically exact. The other instance is 
Professor MacHugh’s comment on Stephen’s fable: Two 
Dublin V estals. . 

‘ “Anne Kearns has {the lumbago for which she rubs on 
Lourdes water given her by a lady who got a bottlefuhfrom 
a passionist father. Florence MacCabe takes a crubeen and 
a bottle of double X for supper every Saturday.” # 
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“Antithesis,” the professor said, nodding twice. 5 

The advertisement of Alexander Keyes with its design of 
two crossed keys (to illustrate which Mr Bloom ‘crossed his 
fingers at the tip 5 — a ritual gesture), in imitation of the 
emblem of the Manx parliament, ‘an innuendo (yet another 
rhetorical allusion is here) of home rule 5 , forms part of the 
queer assortment of mental flotsam, fragments of which bob 
up at frequent intervals to the surface of Mr Bloom’s con- 
sciousness in the course of the day. Seemingly irrelevant, this 
motif is, nevertheless, associated with one bf jthe ‘magical’ 
themes of Ulysses , the legend of Mananaan MacLir, the 
founder of the Manx nation. The Book of Fermoy relates 
that Mananaan was a necromancer who had the power of 
enveloping himself in a mist (cf. the ‘steaming home’ of 
Aeolus) to outwit his enemies. The name MacLir means ‘son 
of the sea’; Aeolus, too, is the son of Poseidon, the oceans’ 
ruler; each, from a seagirt palace, controls the air of the rflul- 
titudinous seas. ‘Airs romped around him (Stephen), nipping 
and eager airs. They are coming, waVes . . . the steeds of 
Mananaan (Proteus episode, page 38).’ (The "nipping airs’ — 
‘waves, steeds of, Mananaan’ association is perhaps a pre- 
paration for the subsequent Aeolus-Mananaan analogy.) 
Later, a mention ^of King Lear (page 181). recalls to Stephen 
the linfe: 

Flow over them with your whves and with your waters , Mananaan , 
Mananaan MacLir .... , > 

Mananaan is mentioned in a ‘mystical’ context in the 
episode ‘of the Oxen of the Sun , and, finally, in the Circe 
episode, makes a grotesque entry in person. In the cone of the 
searchlight behind the coalscuttle , ollave , polyeyed , the bearded figure 
of Mkmnaan MacLir broods , chin on knees . A cold seawind blows 
from his druid mantle . About his % head writhe eels* and elders . . . 
He roars ‘witfya voice of waves’; wails ‘with a voice of whist- 
ling seawind'. (Here Stephen’s visiorl of the god of Man is 
combined, by the chemistry of dreams, with a memory of A.E. 
(Mr Russell), ‘ollave, holy eyed’? whom he has seen earlier 
in the day at the National Library.) The first word littered 
by Mananaan is the mystic monosyllable aum, which is held 
by some occultists to be ‘a resume of every science, contained 
in the three letters a (creation), u (conservation), m (trans- 
formation). 5 The knowledge of this wolrct was the first step, 
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according to mystics of the east, to knowledge of that still 
higher word, which rendered him who came to possess its 
key nearly the equal of Brahmatma himself. That ultimate 
word was engraved in a golden triangle and preserved in a 
sanctuary of which Brahmatma alone held the keys. Thus 
Brahmatma ‘bore on his tiara two crossed keys, symbol of the 
precious deposit of which he had the( keeping’. 1 Crossed keys 
are, therefore, an emblem of|he ultimate word qf existence as 
well as of Mananaan, lord of spirits of the air, and Alexander 
Keyes, spirit .merchant. This linking up of the vulgar with 
the esoteric, as here in the sequence: Alexander Keyes’ ‘ad’ — 
Keys — Isle of Man — Mananaan — aum — Brahmatma’s secret 
Word, is characteristic of the Joycean method and it is appro- 
priate that several items of the series should be named in the 
Aeolus episode, for Mananaan MacLir, that northern ‘pay- 
nim, who at his pleasure kept by necromancy the land of 
Mah in mists’, is own brother to Poseidon’s son, ruler of the 
fog-girt a isle of Aeolia. 

A gale of wind is bidwing through this episode, literally and 
metaphorically? Doors are flung open violently, Myles Craw- 
ford blows violent puffs from his cigarette, the barefoot news- 
boys, scampering in, Create a hurrica!ne which lift the rustling 
tissues into the air the swing-doors draughtily flicker to and 
fro. ‘They always build one door opposite another for the 
wind to. Way in. Way out.’ Mr Bloom describes the ways of 
journalists and the decline of O’Molloy in windy metaphors. 

‘Practice dwindling Losing heart. Gambling. Debts of 
honour. Reaping the whirlwind. . . . Believe he does some 
literary work for the Express. Wcllread fellow. Myles Craw- 
ford began on the Independent. Funny the way those news- 
paper men veer about when they get wimd of a new opening. 
Weathercocks. Hot and cold in the same breath. Wouldn’t 
know which to believe. One. story good till you hear the 
next. Go for one another baldheaded in the papers and then 
all blows over. Hailfefiow well met the next moment.’ 

As Swift observes, ‘some t maintain these Aeolists to have 
been very ancient in the world’. (I have already noted, that 
all the artifices exploited by the modern pressman were the 

1 Isis Unveiled, II; 3?. 

* ‘II arrive solvent que la fum6e se ripand sur l'fle enti&re et l’obscur- 
cit comme un brouillaid pluvieux.’ Spallanzani. 
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stock-in-trade of the rhetor in the Agora.) The source of the 
Aeolists’ inflatus, Swift: tells us, was ‘in a certain region well 
known to the Greeks, by them called Zxoxla, or the land of 
darkness. And although many controversies have arisen up- 
on that matter, yet so much is undisputed, that from a region 
of the like denomination the most refined Aeolists have bor- 
rowed their original, from whence in every age the zealous 
among their priesthood have brought over their choicest in- 
spiration, fetching it in their own hands from the fountain 
head in certain bladders, and disploding it among the sec- 
taries in all nations, who did, and do, and ever will, daily 
gasp and pant after it ’. 1 Not otherwise do our modem 
Aeolists supply with punctual emphasis our ‘daily gasp’, re- 
layed on wings of wind from a land of darkness, or loose on us 
a wallet of noisy canards bound with a silver thong. 

Professor MacHugh recalls an Aeolian epithet of classical 
times. ‘Fuit Ilium. The sack of windy Troy. Kingdoms of fhe 
world. The masters of t)ie Mediterranean are fellaheen to- 
day.’ ‘Aeolisms’ abound in the course’ of the episode? ‘big 
blow out’, ‘the vent of his jacket’, ‘windfall Vhen hi kicks 
out’, ‘the moving, spirit’., ‘if I could raise the wind’, ‘a cure 
for flatulence’, etc. Mr Bloom, when he leaves the noisy isle, 
has a file of ‘caporing newsboys in his wake, the last zig- 
zagging white on the breeze a mocking kite, a tail of white 
bowknots’. 

Red is the colour associated with this episode; its appro- 
priateness to the theme, the blood-Warming, flag-wagging, 
red-ragging ‘stunts' of newsmongers, out to stimulate their 
circulation, is obvious. There are no crimes described in 
Ulysses and few allusions to such subjects, but in this episode 
we hear of two cases ®f murder. In thyp first pages we find ref- 
erences to red mailvans, to the ‘rougy cheeks’ of the tenor 
Mario and to ‘Red Murray’, a .Freeman employee. Stephen’s 
blood is ‘wooed- by grace of language’ and he blushes. Craw- 
ford, the editor, has a ^scarlet-beaked fkce, crested by a comb 
of feathery hair’; his straw hit ‘aureoles his scarlet face’. 
This Aeolus-Crawford, lord of the 1 air, has much of the bird in 
his appearance; like the librarian, he is a ‘bird-god, moony- 
crowned’. When he reappears in the XHrce episode he 'strides 
jerkily, a quill between his teeth. His spariet beak blazes 
within the aureolqof his straw hat.’ ‘His jock’s wattles wag.’ 

, 1 A Tale of a Tub, Section VIII. 
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He walks in jerks, gawkily, like a long-legged bird, apt sym- 
bol of the rhetoric art, long-necked, heavy-billed, a scarlet 
flamingo. 

EXAMPLES OF RHETORICAL FORMS IN AEOLUS 

PAOE DEVICE 


1 12 THE WEARER OF THE 

CROWN 

% Grossbooted draymen rolled 
barrels dullthudding out of 
Prince’s stores and bumped 
them up on the brewery 
float. On the brewery 
c float bumped dullthudding 
barrels rolled by gross- 
booted draymen out of 
Prince’s stores. 

1 13 steered by an umbrella. 

4 All his brains are in the nape 
of his neck. 

Fat folds of neck, fat, neck, 
fat, neck. 

Co-ome thou lost one , 

Co-ome thou dear one. 

1 14 THE CROZIER AND THE 

PEN 

They watched the knees, legs, 
boots vanish. 

Working away, tearing away. 

1 15 More Irish than the Irish. 


If you want to d^iw the 
cashier is just going to 
lunch. • 

1 16 Hell of a racket they make. 

Maybe he understands what I. 

1 1 7 Slit . . . Almost hui^ian the 

way it silt to call attention. 
Doing its level best to speak. 

1 18 mangiD, kcirtaP. • 

And then the lamb and the 

cat aqd the dog ^id the 
stick and the wrfter . . . 
Citronlemon. 

1 19 ‘The ghost walks v ’ 


Metqnomy. 

Chiasmus (a sentence in which the 
terms of the second of two 
parallel phrases reverse the 
order of the first). 


Metaphoi . 

Diasyrm ( c a pulling to pieces’: mild 
sarcasm). 

Anaphora. 

« • 

Diaeresis. 

Concrete Synecdoche . 

Asyndeton. • 

Epiphora. • 

Place (the using of a name, in the 
$amr phrase, both as a name 
and to signify the qualities of 
the person or persons to wliom 
it is applied). * 

Enthymeme. 

Hyperbaton (transposition — as in 
Silver and gold have I none). 

Anacoluthon . 

Onomatopoeia . 

Prosopopoeia . 

Metathesis. 

Polysyndeton (plethora of conjunc- 
tions), 

Idiotism (‘Bloomism’). 

Hypotyposis (vision). The classical 
example of this visionary imag- 
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PAGE 


Agonizing Christ, wouldn’t it 
.give you a heartburn . . . ? 
tho’ quarrelling . . . 

’neath the shadows . . 
o’er 

pensive bosom i 

overarching . . . overarsing , 

120 ‘A recently discovered frag- 

ment of Cicero’s.’ 

• , * 

12 1 Peaks towering high on high 
Blessed and eternal God! 
‘The moon,’ professor Mac- 

Hugh *said, ‘He forgot 
Hamlet.’ 

the vista far and wide 
^Doughy Daw’! he cried. 

122 ‘North Cork militia! We won 

every time! North Cork and 
Spanish officers!’ 

123 O, HARP EOLIAN! 
‘That’ll be all right,’ Myles 

Crawford said more calmly. 
‘Never you fret. That’s all 
right.’ * 

‘I hear feetstoops.’ 

‘It wasn’t me, sir. It was the 
big fellow shoved me, sir.’ 

124 ‘The accumulation of the 

anno Domini .’ 

125 ‘Steal upon larks.’ 

‘Stems to be,’ J. J. O’Molloy 
said . . , ‘but it is not al- 
ways as it seems.’ \ 


DEVICE 

ination of things not present as 
being before the eyes is a passage 
from Pope’s ‘Elegy to an Unfor- 
tunate Young Lady’: 

‘ What beckoning ghost along the 
moonlight glade 

Invites my steps , and points to yonder 
shade? 

’ Tis she; but why that bleeding bosbm 
gored , 

Why dimly gleam i the t visionary sword ? 9 

Another example of hypotyposis is 
Stephen’s vision of Dante’s three 
rhymes as ‘three by three, ap- 
proaching girls’. 

Apostrophe. 

Apocope 

Aphaeresis. 

Syncope. 

Solecism. 

Paradiastole. 

Irony (Professor MacHugh is refer- 
ring to Dan Dawson’s high- 
falutin speech). 

Paregmenon. 

Ecphonesis. , 

Prolepsis (anticipation : sure 

enough, in his next words Dan 
Dawson ‘features' the glowing orb 
of the moonf 

Synonomy. 

Hypochorisma. 

Paralogism. 


Synaerejis. 

Exergasia (use of different phrases 
to express the &imS idea). 

Anagram . 

*Epanaphora (combined use of Ana- 
phora and Epiphora ). 

Metalepsis (one trope under an- 
othe^). 

Truncated simile. 

Epanalepsis (beginning a clause 
with a word that is made to end 
the next clause). 
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PAGE DEVICE 

THE CALUMET OF Xenia. 

PEACE 

12 6 9 Twas rank and fame that Synoeceiosis . 

tempted thee 9 

’ Twas empire charmed thy heart. 

‘We haven’t got the chance of Catachresis (metaphor bold to a 
a snowball in hell.’ degree of impropriety). 

‘Vast, I allow: but vile.’ Syncnoresis (concession, a rhetorical 

device for enlisting sympathy 
before a tirade). 

‘The Ron^in*. . . brought to Parenthesis . 

every new shore on which 
he set his foot (on our shore 
• he never set it) only his 
cloacal obsession.’ 

‘Our old ancient ancestors Tautology. 

* 

127 ‘Youth led by Experience Abstract Synecdoche and Allegory . 

4 visits Notoriety.’ 9 

‘That old pelters. 5 Topika . 

‘Was he short taken?’ Anastroph 4 (word, that usually 

• (;ome? first, placed last). 

‘By Jesus, she had the foot and Parataxis. 

mouth disease and no mis- 
take! That night ^she threw 
the soup in the waiter’s face 
in the Star ^nd Garter. 

Oho!’ 

128 Dominus! Lord! Metaphrase. 

129 ‘They went forth to battle but Litotes. 

they always fell.* 

‘Boohoo!’ luenehan wej)t. Mimesis (he mimics the grief of 

« Pyrrhus’ followers). ‘ 

1 carCt see the Joe Miller Antinomasia (use of a proper for a 

common name: here ‘Joe Miller’ 

Jot joke) . 

‘ The Rose of Castille. . . # Rows Paronomasia. 
of cast steel. Gee!’ 

‘I feel strong weakness.’ Oxymoron. 

130 ‘The turf,’ Lenehan put in. * Synathroesmus (accumulation by 

‘Literature, the pres^ . . t enumeration).* 

‘ . . . the gentle art of adver- 
tisement.’ 1 

‘The vocal muse.’ « 

‘Dublin’s prime favourite.’ Pleonasm. 

‘I caught a cold in the park. Awcesis, 

The gate was open. 

‘See it in your face. See it in Anaphora (redundant repetition of 
your eye.* same words at the beginning of 

pauses). 
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PAGE 

13 1 ‘Look at here. What did Ig- 

natius Gallaher do? (et 
seqq.).' 

132 CLEVER, VERY 
‘Madam, Pm Adam. And 

Able was I ere I saw Elba.’ 
‘That’s press.* * 

‘father of scare journalism and 
brother-in-law of Chris 
Callinan.* 

‘Clamn dever.’ 

133 Would anyone wish that 

mouth for her kiss? How 
do you know? 
underdarkneath 
n>«uth south: tomb womb 
‘I hold no brief, as at present 
advised, for the third pro- 
fession but . . .* 

‘your Cork* legs are running 
away with you.* , , 

‘Sufficient for the day is the 
newspaper thereof.* 

134 ‘He would havG f been on the 

bench long ago only for . . . 
But no matter,’ 

135 Muchibus thankibus. 

‘The speech of a finished 

orator . . . pouring in chas- 
tened diction, I will not say 
the vials of his wrath but 
* pouring the proud man’s 
corjtumely on the new 
movement.’ 

136 ‘He looked (though he as 

not) a dying man.’ 

I heard his words and their mean- 
ing was revealed to me. 

FROM THE FATHERS 
It was reveAled to me that 
those things are good, etc. 

137 ‘Ah, curse you!’ 

Ton are a tribe qf nomad herds- 
men . . . 

You have no cities nor no 
\vealth . . . 

You have but emerged from primi- 
tive conditions ... \ 
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Dl'A'ICP. 

Anacoenesis (‘communication*: the 
pul-yourself-in-his-place method, 
used by the editor to explain 
Gallaher’s ‘stunt’). 

Hysteron Protcron. 

Palindrome (reversible sentences). 

Professional Jargon . 

Zeugma. 

Metathesis. 

Apostrophe. 

Anastomosis. 

Hornoioteleuton. 

Epilrops (permission — a form of 
concession ). f 

Hibernicism. 

% 

Epigram. 

Aposiopesis % . * 

Parody . 

Paraleipsis (omission of a possible 
argument, which, however, is 
stated). 


Epanortfwsis (correction of a pos- 
sible, misunderstanding). 
Epanalepsis (taking up the last 
words of a previous clause). 


Sarcasm (the speaker ‘shows his 
teeth’ in rictus: Cf. GK. Sarcos). 
Incrementum (a piling-up of points 
in at) argument). 



JAMES JOYCE’S ULYSSES 


PAGE 

all manner merchandise 

Jhad the youthful Moses . . . 
bowed his head and bowed his 
will and bowed his spirit. . . . 

‘A sudden - at - the - moment- 
though - from - lingering - 
illness - often-previously- ex- 
pec torated-demise . * 

' expectorated (for ‘expected’) 

138 ‘We will certainly refuse to 

partake of f strong waters, 
will wc not?* 

‘I hope you will live to see it 
' published.* 

139 DEAR DIRTY DUBLIN 

‘They had no idea it was that 
high.’ 


140 A newsboy cried: 

‘Terrible tragedy in Rath- 

mines! A .child bit by a 
bellows!’ 

K. M. A. 

1 41 ‘With a heart and a half if I 

could . . .’ 

142 SPEEDPILLS VELOCIT- 

OUS AEROLITHS 
Poor Penelope. Penelope 
Rich. 

( c 

143 Hackney cars, cab", delivery 

waggons, mailvans, etc. 

‘Call it, wait,* the professor 
said, opening his long lips 
to reflect.* ‘Call it, let me 
sec . . ’ 

ANNE WIMBLES , « 


DEVICE 

Archaeism. 

Anabasis (gradation). 

Polyhyphenation . 
Periphrasis . 

t 

Paragoge. 

Tapinosis. 


Charientism (mild sarcasm). 

The passage which follows is a 
Parable. 

Oratio recta-obliqua (giving, by 
quotation of a vulgar form, 
vivacity to the flatness of a third- 
personal report). 

Anticlimax . 


Abbreviation. . 

Hyperbole. 

Neologism. 

Epdnodos (repetition in inverted 
order; here combined with anti- 
thesis) . 

Aparithmesis' (enumeration by a 
detail of things in corresponding 
words of the same grammatical 
character). 

Aporia (dubitation). 


Hapax Legomenons* 
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SCENE 

HOUR 

ORGAN 

ART 

SYMBOL 

TECHNIC 


The Lunch 

i p.m. 

Esophagus 

Architecture 

Constables 

Peristaltic 
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THE EPISODES 
8. THE LESTRYGONIAN& 


T houghts of lunch are never far from Mr Bloom’s mind* 
throughout this episode. The only immediate business 
he has in hand is a visit to the national library to trace, in a 
back humber of the Kilkenny People, an advertisement which 
he has promised one of his customers to get republished. 
Meanwhile he profits by the empty hour to indulge nis 
Wanderlust, his hobby of seeing the habitations of many men 
and observing their Various minds. ‘A sombre Y.M.G.A. 
young man, watchful among the warm sweet fumes of 
Graham Lemon’s^ placed a throwaway, in a hand of Mr 
Bloom. . . . Elijah is coming. Dr John Alexander Dowie, 
restorer of the church in Zion, is coming.’ Dilly Dedalus, 
‘lobbing about’ outside Dillon’s 'auctionrooms. excites Mr 
Bloom’s compassion. ‘Must be selling off some old furniture. 

. . . Good Lord, that poor child’s dress is in flitters. Under- 
fed sihe looks too. Potatoes and marge, marge and potatoes. 
It’s after they feel it. Proof of the puddiifg. Undermines the 
constitution.’ Grossing a bridge, he watches a brewery barge 
puff its way seawards, the gulls flapping strongly about it. 
‘Wait. Those poor birds.’ Compassionate, he buys two Ban- 
bury cakes. , , 

‘He broke the brittle paste and threw its fragments down 
into the LifFey.*. . . They wheeled, flapping weakly. I’m not 
going to throw any more. Penny quite enough. Lot of thanks 
I get. No{ even a caw - They spr^d foot and mouth disease 
too. If you cram a turkey, say, on chestnut meal it tastes like 
that. Eat pig like pig. But then why is it that saltwater fish 
are nqt salty? How is that?’ 

The timeball on the Ballast Office reminds him of Sir 
Robert Ball’s Story of the Havens, and the Cryptic word paral- 
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lax enters his mind. ‘I never exactly understood/ That is 
perhaps why this word so fascinates Mr Bloom — for we have 
not heard the last of ‘parallax’ by any means. The oriental in 
Mr Bloom is ever in quest of the Word, and, just as any son 
may be the Messiah, so any word of mystery — why not Paral- 
lax ? — might be the Word Ineffable. But commonsense asserts 
itself, the earth-sense of Mrs Bloomy who has a short way with 
sveh ‘abstruosi ties’ as parallax or metempsychosis: ‘met him 
pike hoses she called it. . . . She’s right after all. Only big 
words for orjiiAary things.’ 

‘A procession of whitesmocked men marched slowly to- 
wards him along the gutter, scarlet sashes across their boards. 
Bargains. Like that priest they are this morning: we have 
sinned: we have suffered. He read the scarlet letters on their 
five tall white hats: H,E.L.Y.’S. Wisdom Hely’s. Y la'gging 
behind drew a chunk of bread frojn under his foreboard, 
crammed it into his mouth and munched as he walked.’ 

He remembers the*time when he Worked for Hely and how 
he disliked tho corvee of collecting debts at a convent. ‘A 
nice nun there, really sweet face. ... It was a nun they 
say invented barbdd. wire.’ Days When Milly was a kiddy. 
Her tubbing night. 

‘American soap I bought: elderflower. Cosy smell of her 
bathwater. Funny she looked soaped all over. Shapely too. 
Now photography Poor papa’s daguerreotype atelier he 
told me of. Hereditary taste. 

He walked along the curbstone. 

Stream of life . . .’ 

Those were good times, halcyon days, when Marion was 
gentle yet. ‘Swish and soft flop her slays made on the bed. 
Always warm from her. Always liked to let herself out. Sit- 
ting there after till near two,* taking out her hairpins. Milly 
tucked up in beddylaouse* Happy. Happy.* That was the 
night. . . .’ , 

His musings are interrupted by the greetings of Mrs Breen, 
an old flame, now married to an ‘old mosey lunatic*. 

‘ “There must be U new moon out,” she said. “He’s 
always bad then. Do you know what he did last night?” 

Her hand ceased to rummage. Her eyes fixed themselves 
on him, wide in Alarm, yet smiliJhg. 
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“What?” Mr Bloom said. 

Let her speak. Look straight in her eyes. I believe you. 
Trust me. 

“Woke me up in the night,” she said. “Dream he had, 
a nightmare.” 

Indiges. 

“Said the ace of spadtjs was walking up the stairs.” 

“The ace of spades!” Mr Bloom said. 

She took a folded postcard from her handbag. 

“Read that,” she said. “He got it this morping.” 

“What is it?” Mr Bloom asked, taking the card. “U.P.?” 

“U.P.: up,” she said. “Someone taking a rise out of him.* 
It’s a great shame for them whoever he is.” 

“Indeed it is,” Mr Bloom said. 

Sho took back the card, sighing. 

“And now he’s going round to Mr* Menton’s office. He’s 
going to take an action*for ten thousand pounds, he say?.” 

She folded the card into her untidy bag and snapped the 
catch. • * . * 

Same blue serge dress she had two years* ago, the nap 
bleaching. Seen its best days. Wispish ijiair over her ears. 
And that dowdy toque, tfiree old grapes to take the harm out 
of it. Shabby genteel. She used to be a t?£ty dresser. Lines 
round her mouth. Only a year or so older than Molly. 

See the eye that woman gave her, passing. Gruel. The 
unfair sex.’ 

Mr Bloom learns, from Mrs Breen 'that their friend Mina 
Purefoy is in the lying-in hospital, Holles'Street. ‘She’s three 
days bad now.’ As he walks on, undecided where to take 
his lunch, he inwardly condoles with *tfie unfortunate Mrs. 
Purefoy. . 

‘Sss. Dth, dth, dth ! Three days imagine groaniilg on a bed 
with a vinegared handkerchief round her forehead, her belly 
swollen out! Phew! Dreadful simply! ‘Child’s head too big: 
forceps. ^Doubled up inside her trying to butt its way out 
blindly, groping for the way out. Kill me that would. Lucky 
Molly got over hers lightly. They ought to invent something 
to stop that. Life with hard labour. TVilightsleep,idea. . . .’ 

The*sight of a squad of constables reminds him how he got 
involved in a crowd of young medicals demonstrating against 
the Boer war. ‘Silly billies'- mob of young* cubs yelling their 

/ *97 



JAMES JOYCE’S ULYSSES 

guts out.’ Mr Bloom has little sympathy with political 
fanatics, though he takes an academic interest in the tech- 
nique of conspiracy, James Stephens’ ‘circles of ten’, for in- 
stance. (This James Stephens, a conspirator, who escaped 
from jail with the aid of the turnkey’s daughter, must not be 
confused with the eminent writer of the same name.) 

A heavy cloud hides the sun, and his mood is darkened by 
a* sense of the endless, futile routine of things,- trams passing 
one another, ingoing, outgoing, ceaselessly clanging along 
grooved circuits. 

‘Useless words. Things go on the same; day after day; 
‘squads of police marching out, back; trams in, out. Dignam 
carted off. Mina Purefoy on a bed groaning to have a child 
tugged out of her. One born every second somewhere. Other 
dying every second. Since I fed the birds five minutes. Three 
hundred lucked the bucket. « 

Cityful passing away, other cityful coming, passing away 
too: other coming on, passing on- Houses, lines of houses, 
streets, miles qf pavements, piledup bricks, stones. Changing 
hands. This owner, that. Landlord never dies they say. 
Other steps into his shoes when he gets his notice to quit. 
They buy the place up with gold and still they have all the 
gold. Swindle in !t somewhere. Piled up in cities, worn away 
age after age. Pyramids in sand. Built on bread and onions. 
Slaves Chinese wall. Babylon. Big stones left. Round towers. 
Rest rubble* sprawling submits, .jenybuilt, Kei wan’s mush- 
room houses, built } of breeze. Shelter for the night. . 

No one is anything. , 

This is the very jvorst hour of the day. Vitality. Dull, 
gloomy: hate this hour. Feel as if I had been eaten and 
spewed.’ • 

He sees’A.E. (Mr Geo. Russell) in conversation with a 
young woman and wonders i'f she is Lizzie Tjvigg, one of the 
numerous Dublin girls whb answered his advertiseijient for a 
typist ‘to aid gentleman in. literary work’. 

‘My literary efforts have had the good fortune td meet with 
the approval of the eqiinent poet A.E.,’ she wrote. ‘His eyes 
followed the high figure in homespun, beard and bicycle, a 
listening woman at his side. Coming from the vegetarian. 
Only weggebobbjes and fruit. Don’t eat a beefsteak. If you 
do the eyes of that cow will pursue you through .all eternity. 
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They say it’s healthier. Wind and watery though. Tried it. 
Keep you on the run all day. Bad as a bloater. Dreams all 
night. Why do they call that thing they gave me nutsteak? 
Nutarians. Fruitarians. To give you the idea you are eating 
rumpsteak. Absurd.’ 

Mr Bloom enters a restaurant but the sight of the carni- 
vores at their feed revolt* him. 

‘Men, men, ‘men. 

Perched on high stools by the bar, hats shoved back, at the 
tables calling for more bread no charge, swilling, wolfing 
gobfuls of sloppy food, their eyes bulging, wiping wetted, 
moustaches. A pallid suetfaced young man polished his 
tumbler knife fork and spoon with his napkin. New set of 
microbes. A man with an infant’s saucestained napkin 
tucked round him shovelled gurgling*soup down his gullet. 
A man spitting back on»his plate: halfmasticated gristle: too 
teeth to chewchewchew it.’ 

Nauseated, Mr Bloom hacks out. ‘Couldn’t eat a morsel 
here. . . . Out. I hate dirty eaters.’ * 

He remembers .the time when he was employed in the 
cattle-market. 

‘Wretched brutefe waiting for the poleaxe to split their 
skulls open. Moo. Poor trembling calves. Meh. Staggering 
bob. Bubble and squeak. “Butchers’ buckets wobble lights. 
Give us that brisket off the hook, Plup. Rawhead and 
bloody bones. Flayed glasseyed sheep, hung from their 
haunches, sheepsnouts bloodypapered snivelling nosejam 09 
sawdust. Top and lashers going out. Don’t maul them 
pieces, young one.’ 

(‘Top and lashers’ are butcher’s terms'for certain parts of the 
slaughtered animal. The butcher is addressing an assistant 
who checks th% meat as it is carried out.) 

It is not surprising that Mr Bloom, after his reminiscence 
of the variegated massacre of the slaughter-house, considers, 
almost approvingly, the daintier diet of the cannibal. The 
realism of such passages will, doubtless, distress some of the 
omnivores who read them, but civilized man is apt to forget 
that as* he dies so he lives ‘beastly’ (to quote Buck Mulligan) 
and, but for his soul and its prospect of metempsychosis, 

would have little to brag about. ... 
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At last, in Davy Byrne’s, after a cheese sandwich and a 
glass of Burgundy, Mr Bloom is aware that his dark mood is 
passing and yields to an evocation of remembered beauty. 

‘Stuck on the pane two flies buzzed, stuck. 

Glowing wine on his palate lingered swallowed. Crushing 
in the winepress grapes of Burgundy. Sun’s heat it is. Seems 
t<* a secret touch telling me memory. Touched his sense 
moistened remembered. Hidden under wild ferns on Howth. 
Below us bay sleeping sky. No sound. The sky. The bay 
purple by the Lion’s head. Green by Drumlcck. Yellow- 
green towards Sutton. Fields of undersea, the lines faint 
Drown in grass, buried cities. Pillowed on my coat she had 
her hair, earwigs in the heather scrub, my hand under her 
nape, you’ll toss me all. O wonder! Coolsoft with ointments 
her hand touched me,* caressed: her eyes upon me did not 
turn away.' Ravished over her I lay,«full lips full open, kissed 
her mouth. Yum. Softly she gave me in my mouth seedcake 
warm and chewed. Mawkish pulp her mouth had mumbled 
sweet and sour with spittle. Joy:' I ate it: joy. Young life, 
her lips that gave me pouting. Soft, warm, sticky gumjelly 
lips. Flowers her eyes were, take rfte, willing eyes. . . . All 
yielding she tossed my hair. Kissed, she kissed me. 

Me. And me now. 

Stuck, the flies buzzed. 

His downcast eyes followed the silent veining of the oaken 
slab. Beauty* it curves: curves *are beauty. Shapely god- 
desses, Venus, Juno: curves the world admires . . . naked 
goddesses. Aids to digestion. They don’t care what man 
looks. All to see. Na^er speaking. I mean to say to fellows 
like Flynn. Suppose she did Pygmalion and Galatea what 
would she say first? Mortal! Put you in your proper place. 
Quaffing ftectar at mess with gods, golden dishes, all am- 
brosial. Not like a tanner lunch we have, boiled mutton, 
carrots and turnips, •bottfce of Allsop. Necfar, imagine it 
drinking electricity: god’s food. Lovely forms of woman 
sculped Junonian. Immoatal lovely. And we stuffing fond 
in one hole and out behind: food, chyle, blood, dung, earth, 
food: have, to feed it Ike stoking an engine.’ 

Meanwhile the other customers at Davy Byrne’s ate dis- 
cussing the runners for the Ascot Gold Cup; Bantam Lyons 
tells Paddy Leonard that Mr Bloom has given him a tip for 
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the race — a lie which is destined to land Mr Bloom later in 
the day in trouble with a Cyclops. On his way to the 
Museum (to examine the anatomy of the Greek goddesses 
there exhibited) he plays the Good Samaritan to a blind 
piano-tuner. 

‘Poor fellow! Quite a boy. Terrible. Really terrible. 
What dreams would heffiave, not seeing. Life a dream for 
him. Where *is the justice being born that way? All these 
women and children excursion beanfeast burned and 
drowned in New York. Holocaust. Karma they call that 
transmigration for sins you did in a past life the reincarnation 
met him pikehoses.’ • 

Approaching the museum, he espies Blazes Boylan in the 
offing; as before (see the Hades episode) on the occasion of a 
similar glimpse of his wife’s lover, Mr Bloom’s perturbation 
is indicated by a breaking up of the silent monologue a*d a 
self-deluding attention to something about his person. The 
comedy is played teg himself, not for the benefit of possible 
onlookers. Anything to gc*t over this mauvais ffiomentl 

‘Look for something I. 

His hasty hand went* quick into a po’cket, took out, read 
unfolded Agenda^th Netaim. Where did # I? 

Afternoon she said. 

I am looking for that. Yes, that. Try all pockets. Handker. 
Freeman. Where did I? Ah, yes. Trousers. Purse. Potato. 
Where did I? • • * 

Hurry. Walk quietly. Moment more. My heart. 

His hand looking for the where did I put found in his hip 
pocket soap lotion have to call tepid paper stuck. Ah, soap 
there! Yes. Gate. 

Safe!’ 


One of the preoccupations of the^Homeric heroes as they 
landed at each unknown isle was to discover the kind of food 
on which the inhabitants lived. The Odyssean formula ‘men 
who live upon this earth by bread’ , is not an empty peri- 
phrasis for ‘human beings’; the food a* nation eats is, to a 
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certain extent, the criterion of its civilization, just as the 
library of an educated man is often the index of his mental 
make-up. Pausanias speaks contemptuously of the Arcadians 
as eaters of acorns and wearers of pigskins and there can be 
little doubt that Odysseus and his companions would have 
ranked the Arcadians lower in the scale than ‘men who live 
by bread*. Dr Merry’s suggestion tfyat the expression aixov 
S8<i, ~ree (bread-eaters) merely ‘distinguishes mortals from 
Gods and brutes, if it be anything more than a fixed epithet’, 
seems hardly to 'go far enough. It was expedient for wan- 
dering Greeks to ascertain the table-manners of the folk 
whose land they had made — whether they were to encounter 
the charm of kindly lotus-eaters, the culture of the bread- 
line, or — most urgent problem of all — the perils of cannibal 
hospitality. 1 Had Odysseus known the diet of the ‘strong 
Lestrygonians’, he would certainly have dissuaded his com- 
panibns from mooring their ships betVeen the jutting cliffs 
of the port of Lamos. The decoy, ‘noble daughter of Lestry- 
gonian Antiphates’, inVeigled them, to the hall of her father, 
where ‘they found his wife, huge of bulk as a mountain peak 
and loathly in their fight’. She called renowned Antiphates 
who forthwith ‘clutched up one of the company and made 
ready his midday njeal’. Then he raised the warcry and the 
huge Lestrygonians cast at the ships of Odysseus with great 
rocks ‘and anon there rose from the fleet an evil din of men 
flying and ships shattered withal. And like men spearing 
fishes they bare home their hideotis meal’. 

As in the Odyssey so in the record of Bloomsday the pangs 
of hunger and rites of refection have their appointed place. 
The persistence of the hunger motif’ in the Odyssey is note- 
worthy; it makes itself heard in time and out of time, as, for 
instance, when Odysseus is making an impassioned appeal 
to King Alcindus (Book VII), or, again, at the dramatic 
moment when Odysseus is about to re-enter his palace (Book 
XVII). The preoccupation when, where and how to pro- 

1 Early Mediterranean travellejs were, in fact, less interested in the 
nationality and language of the peoples they encountered than in the 
kind of food they ate. There were fish-eaters (lx$vo<pdyoi), eaters of 
elephants, of grasshoppers (still used as an ingredient of an appetizing 
far-eastern curry), and galactophages who lived on mare’s milk.. The 
wandering epicure of those days had a vast choice of plats rigionaux, far 
surpassing that of any Parisian restaurant;, but he ran the risk of having 
to furnish in his person the pike de resistance. 
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cure the next meal is ever with the wandering man, be he 
Greek or Jew. In the Lestrygonian episode, however, the 
esurient theme dominates all others and is developed to a 
climax of disgust, followed by a quiet close — Mr Bloom’s 
frugal lunch of a sandwich and glass of wine. 

The technic of the episode is based on a process of nutri- 
tion -.peristalsis, ‘the automatic muscular movement consisting 
of wavelike sontractions in successive circles by which nuAi- 
tive matter is propelled along the alimentary canal’. This 
process is symbolized by Mr Bloom’s pauses Jsefore various 
places of refreshment, the incomplete movements he makes 
towards satisfaction of the pangs of hunger which spasmodi- 
cally urge him onward, and their ultimate appeasement. 
A direct reference to the movement of alimentation is appar- 
ent in Mr Bloom’s scheme for watching some coloured food 
(‘spinach say’) wind its way through 'the human body. ‘Then 
with those Rontgen ra’ys searchlight you could. . . . Watch 
it all the way down, swallow a pin sometimes come out of the 
ribs years after, tour* round the body, ‘changing biliary duct, 
spleen squirting liver, gastric juice coils erf intestines like 
pipes.’ Peristaltic, too,, are the movements of ‘Lamppost’ 
Farrell, the eccentric pedestrian who zigzags along the Dub- 
lin streets, looping round the lampposts.* There is, perhaps, 
another illustration of this technic in Mr Bloom’s reflections 
on the appe4.rar.ee of pregnant women. ‘Funny sight two of 
them together. . . . Molly and Mrs Moisei. Mothers’ mee£* 
ing. Phthisis retires for the time being, then returns. How flat 
they look after all of a sudden! Peaceful eyes. Weight off 
their minds.’ The rise and fall of cities, rising again, falling 
again; the ‘same old dingdong always’ of nature; increase, 
decay; the philosophies of each epoch, minced, chewed up 
(‘never know whose thoughts you re chewing’), re-formed 
into tissue seemingly new for a next generation, hashed again 
and served up as the plat du-jour to, admiring modernists — 
everything happens again, and again, and again. Yet, as Mr 
Bloom, despite his passing nausea, is aware, we come back 
to the banquet with appetite renewed, like the ‘ravenous 
terrier’ he watches in Duke’s Lane, yhich, choking up a ‘sick 
knuckly cud’, returns to its vomit again with new zest. 

Hfere, as in the preceding episodes, the metaphors em- 
ployed are'in harmony with the theme, and alimentary allu- 
sions add, their pungency to the heavy rioonreek of Dublin’s 
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lunch-hour. Thus the pro-Boers are ‘young cubs yelling 
their guts out’, sentimental verse is ‘creamy dreamy stuff’, 
Mrs Bloom is ‘well nourished’, judges are ‘crusty old topers’, 
Paddy Leonard adjures Bantam Lyons if he is ‘worth his 
salt’ to give him the straight tip for the Gold Gup. The art of 
architecture, which is one of the subjects treated in this 
episode (the references to buildings i;ange from the pyramids 
arid the Chinese wall to the Dublin Museum, designed by Sir 
Thomas Deane), is blended with the nutritive theme in Mr 
Bloom’s allusiori to ‘cream curves of stone’. Mr Joyce’s 
method of selective terminology is further illustrated by the 
nomenclature of persons or places seen or mentioned by Mr 
Bloom in his silent monologue. Thus he pauses at Butler's 
monument house corner, remembers how he ‘played the 
monkey’ at Goose Green , recalls Vinegar Hill and the ‘ Butter 
Exchange Band ’, passes the Provost’s House, occupied by the 
reverend Dr Salmon. ‘ 

There are some direct recalls of the Homeric description of 
the disaster which befell Odysseus’ companions at Lamos. 
‘The gulls swooped silently two, then all, from their heights, 
pouncing on prey., Gone. Every morsel. , Aware of their 
greed and cunning he shook the powdery crumb from his 
hands. They nevef expected that.’ Mr Bloom pictures a 
communal kitchen with a isoup pot as big as the Phoenix 
Park. Harpooning flitches and hindquarters out’of it.’ The 
descent of the gulls, pouncing on prey, recalls the onslaught 
of the Lestrygonians, swooping doWn from their cliffs on the 
unexpected quarry, and the soup pot may be likened to 'the 
ring of the harbour, where the crews of all the Achae'an ships 
save that of Odysseus*(<who had prudently moored without) 
were drowned or harpooned by the cannibals. Lestrygonian, 
too, is the theme of Mr Bloom’s limerick (unquotable, like so 
many of the bfest limericks) on the sad end of a reverend 
missionary, Mr MacTrigger, who was eaten jip with zeal, 
and his dyspeptic ‘feel ‘as ifl had been eaten and spewed’. 

The callous king Antiphates is symbolized by Mr Bloom’s 
imperious hunger; the sightf and reek of food are the decoy, 
his daughter, and the Jiorde of the Lestrygonians may be 
likened to the teeth, Homer’s ‘hedge of teeth’, a palisade of 
stalwart sentinels. Famine, in fact, that greatest tyrant of all, 
has launched more ships and burnt more towers than Beauty 
herself, ruin of cities. Hunger could worst even the loyalty of 
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Irish catholics, as Mr Bloom observes. 'Why 1 left the church of 
Rome? Bird's Nest? (A society for the ‘conversion’ of catho- 
lics.) ‘They say they used to give pauper children soup to 
change to protestants in the time of the potato blight. Society 
over thfe way papa went to for the conversion of poor 
jews. Same bait. Why we left the church of Rome?’ The 
converts during the potato blight (1847) were known as 
‘soupers’ and the term ‘boiled protestants’ which the Irish 
sometimes use for boiled potatoes may owe its origin to this 
conversion d la Wetherup . 1 In this connexibn.it is interest- 
ing to observe the Ulyssean word-technique carried a stage 
further in Mr Joyce’s Work in Progress, where the mastication 
of food and its disintegration are reflected in a similar treat- 
ment of language, as in the following description of a copious 
meak ‘All the vitalmines is beginning to sozzle in chewn, 
fudgem, kates and epas and naboc a*nd erics and oinnos on 
kingclud and xoxxoxo Arid xooxox xxoxoxxoxxx till I’m fust- 
fed like fungstif.’ Here the ‘masticated’ words can easily be 
reconstructed by the reader: kates Being ‘steak’, kingclud 
‘duckling’, oinnos ‘onions’ (with, perhaps, a* tang of Greek 
wine) and so on. In the final .stages ,of this metabolism 
alphabetic differences are reduced to* a minimum, letters 
becoming mere noughts and crosses (vowels and consonants) 
and a mess of cabbage ( xoxxoxo ) ,• followed by boiled protest- 
ants en purge (with a dash of beef extract), completes the 
bellyful. t 

'See. page 122, What Wetherup Said. 
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9. SCYLLA AND CHARYBDIS 


I n the first episode of Ulysses , Haines, the Englishmaif, 
his curiosity aroused by a hint from Buck Mulligan, asks 
Stephen Dedalus what is his idea of Hamlet. 

‘ “'No, no,” Buck Mulligan shouted in pain. “I’m not 
equal to Thomas Aquinas and the fifty-five reasons hejhas 
made to prop it up. Wait till I have a few pints in me first.” 9 
Nothing daunted, Haipes persists in asking what Stephen’s 
theory is. 

Tt’s quite simple,’ Buck Mulligan explains/ ‘He proves by 
algebra that Hamlet’s grandson is Shakespeare’s grandfather 
and that he is himself the ghost of his 'own father.’ 

Haines, baffled by Mulligan’s Hiberniar? exuberance, mur- 
murs vaguely: ‘I read a theological interpretation of it some- 
where. The' Father and Son idea. The Son striving to be 
atoned with the Father.’ 4 

The ‘paternity motif’, one of the “main themes of Ulysses , 
parodied by Mulligan, misunderstood* by Haines, has a 
prominent place in the structure of Scylla and Charybdis. It 
is, perhaps, on account of the dominance of this theme, which, 
applied to the mystery of Godhead^ has been so fruitful a 
cause of misunderstanding and dissension in t the Christian 
Church, that this episode is ’the subtlest and hardest to 
epitomize of all the eighteen episodes of Ulysses . 1 

Scylla and Charybdis deals almost entirely with Shakespear- 
ian criticism and especially with § the personality of Hamlet, 
and records a long Platonic dialogue in the Dublin National 
Library between Stephen Dedalus, Mr Best, John Eglinton 
(Magee), Mr George Russell (A.E.), and ‘Quakerlyster’ (the 

1 As “far as 1 can ascertain, amongst the thousands of notices or 
criticisms of Ulysses which have appeared, this chapter has never been 
specifically mentioned — not even in Germany. 
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librarian) on these matters; it includes some lyrics, a short 
passage in blank verse and another in dramatic form. Thus 
the three forms of literature defined by Stephen in A Portrait of 
the Artist (page 251) — lyrical, epic and dramatic — are all re- 
presented in this episode, whose ‘art’ is literature. There are 
innumerable Elizabethan echoes and Shakespearian idioms, 
and all the speakers at times tend to imitate the poet’s various 
styles and borrow his rhythms. Synge, too, figures in the 
brief parodic speech put in the mouth of Buck Mulligan, 
when he is complaining that, while he and Haines were wait- 
ing thirsty in a tavern for the arrival of Stephen with funds for 
,the purchase of drinks, he had merely received a sententious 
telegram from the latter. 

‘ “It’s what I’m telling you, mister honey, it’s queer and 
sick we were, Haines and myself, the time himself brought it 
in. ’Twas murmur we did for a gallus potion would rouse a 
friar, I’m thinking, and he limp with leching. And we one 
hour and two hours and three hours in Connery’s sitting civil 
waiting for pints apiece.” 

He wailed. * 

“And we to be there, mavrone, and you to be unbeknownst 
sending us your cohglomerations the way we to have our 
tongues out a yard long like the drouthy clerics do be fainting 
for a pussful.” ’ < * 

The episode abounds in abrupt contrasts, formal speeches 
alternating with clownery, argot, with metaphysics. Each of 
the speakers in the dialogue has his appropriate tempo;, thus 
there is a choppy curtness about Stephen’s renjarks, Mr 
Russell’s have a sinuous and studied smoothness, John 
Eglinton is shrewdly 'matter of fact. 

Mr Bloom makes a .brief visit to the Library to consult 
the Kilkenny People (about Keyes’ advertisement) and leaves 
about the same time as Stephen, passing out between him 
and Buck Mulligan. < , ' c 

‘A man passed out between them, bowing, greeting. 

“Good day again,” Bufck Mulligan said. 

The portico. 

Here I watched the Wds for augury. Aengus of the birds. 
They go, they come. Last night I flew. Easily flew. Men 
wondered. Street of harlots after. A creamfruit melon he 
held to me. In. You will see.’ 
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Here Stephen is unconsciously exercising the prophetic 
faculty which Irish tradition attributes to all bards, whether 
of Avon or Erin. (There was an earlier allusion to this 
dream in Stephen’s Proteus monologue.) Stephen appar- 
ently takes little or no notice of Mr Bloom, though the 
latter, a wise ‘father’, observes Stephen with such marked 
interest as to elicit a lewd jest from the irrepressible Buck. 
The quiet, almost unnoticed entry and departure of hfr 
Bloom, protagonist of Ulysses, the father whom Japhet- 
Stephen seeks, and the small apparent effect oY lys passage on 
the symposium of Dublin litterateurs rapt in the pure ecstasy 
of literary exhibitionism, lends a motive of rich dramatic, 
irony to the episode. 

It is as if a company of eminent politicians were discussing 
round a dinner-table some burning topic — say, the career of 
Lenin. They argue the pro and the ton with rising excite- 
ment as the argument tightens about a nucleus, the cruj? of 
their debate. There is a sudden lull in the conversation — is it 
twenty past the hour, or .are they merely pausing to take 
breath? An apologetic knock is heard at the door; a waiter 
enters and in guttural accents asks if he, can take away the 
plates. The host nods impatiently. They recommence their 
discussion with renewed ardour; they hav<j not even noticed' 
the man’s discreet entry and soundless exit. Yet that waiter 
was a budding Lenin, the next ‘Messiah’ — and they knew 
him not! 

Thus, for Stephen and the others; absorbed* in their dis- 
cussion of Hamlet and the mystical estate of fatherhood, that 
mystery ’founded like the world, macro- and microcosm, 
upon the void’, Mr Bloom (Odysseus art recognized by Tele- 
machus), to whose atonement with his Second Person the 
huge, cosmic movement of Ulysses is tending, is merely A 
vague, importunate visitor who wants to consdlt the Kilkenny 
People , goodness knows why. Stephen is unaware of the link 
which unites him with prosaic Mr Bloom — indeed, at no 
time does his conscious self avow his union; it is, rather, 
Bloom, nearer to the earth-moth*er, to the instinctive, who 
grasps, dimly albeit, the creator’s purpose regarding their 
complementary interrelation. Nevertheless, Stephen is clair- 
voyant enough to feel that there is ‘something in the air’, 1 

1 The Bloom ‘aura*, perhaps, ‘fine like what du f you call it gossamer, 
fine as anything* (Page 357). 
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he perceives Bloom with the inward eye, as Hamlet his 
father’s spirit, but without Hamlet’s recognition. ‘A dark 
back went before them. Step of a pard, down, out by the 
gateway, under portcullis barbs.’ The episode ends in the 
tense silence of a dream- wQrld, sibylline afterswoon. 

‘ Kind air defined the coigns of houses in Kildare street. 
No birds. Trail from the housetops two plumes of smoke 
tended, pluming, and in a flaw of softness softly were 
blown. 

Cease to strive. Peace of the druid priests of Cymbeline, 
hierophantic: from wide earth an altar. 

Laud we the gods 

And let our crooked smokes climb to their nostrils 
From our bless' d altars' 

m 

i 

,The allusion to augury (‘Here I ( watched the birds. * . . 
No birds.’) is one of the many links between Ulysses and the 
Portrait , and illustrates the way in which ideas, once they 
have formed an association in Stephen’s mind, ever after re- 
appear together. In the earlier scene, standing on the steps 
of the Library, under the portico, on a late March evening, 
.he watched the flight of the. birds and counted their number: 
‘Six, ten, eleven:* and wondered were they odd or even in 
number. Twelve, thirteen: for two came wheeling down 
from the upper sky.* 

‘Their cry* was shrill, and clear and fine and falling like 
threads of silken light unwound from whirring spools. * . . 

And for ages men had gazed upward as he was.gazing at 
birds in flight. The. qolonnade above him made him thank 
vaguely of an ancient temple and the ashplant on which he 
leaned wearily of the curved stick of an augur. A sense of fear 
of the unknown moved in the heart of his weariness, a fear of 
symbols and portents, of the ‘hawklike man whose name he 
bore soaring out of liis cap'tivity on osierwbven wings, of 
Thoth, the god of writers^ writing with a reed upon a 
tablet and bearing on kis narrow this head the cusped 
moon.* 

Thus, in Ulysses, in this scene at the Library, he muses: 
‘coffined thoughts around me, in mummycases, embalmed in 
spice of words. Thoth, god of libraries, a birdgod, jnopny- 
crowned. And I *h«ard the voice of that Egyptian high 
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priest . 1 In painted chambers loaded with tilebooks .’ (The birdgod 
Thoth thus serves as mediator between the ideas literature- 
library and birds-augury .) 

The legends of Daedalus, the hawklike man, and of Icarus, 
also, are recalled by Stephen in the course of this episode. 

‘Fabulous artificer, the hawklike man. You flew. Where- 
to? Ne\vhaven-Dieppe, steerage passenger. Para and back. 
Lapwing. Icarus. Pater,* ait. Seabedraggled, fallen, welter- 
ing. Lapwing you are. Lapwing he.’ 

The allusion here is to Stephen’s hurried rfiti^rn from Paris 
in obedience to his father’s telegram: another dying come home 
father. It is one of many links between this and the Protein 
episode (the art of philology is naturally affiliated with that 
of literature) , in which, as here, we find' ‘Egyptian’ motifs em- 
ploye,dand references to the ‘Hamlet’ side of Stephen Dedalus, 
as, to example, ‘in the moon’s midWlatches I pace the path 
above the rocks, in sabltf silvered, hearing Elsinore’s tempting 
flood’. The words ‘You flew’, besides their reference to the 
flight of Daedalus (and Stephen’s fromTaris), arc a prepara- 
tion for Stephen’s dream-flight and the watching of the 
auspices. , , 

Such are a few of the numerous tross-references and 
allusions, literary, Jegendary, or personal t (^Stephen Dedalus,* 
which abound in this episode, many-headed and elusive as 
the monsterScyJia herself. It remains to consider the general 
import of this quasi- Platonic dialogue, in which Stephen plays 
the role of a Socrates, and bf the curious conclusion to which 
the "young symposlarch leads his reluetant elders along a 
dialectic tightrope. Briefly, that conclusion is that in the play 
of Hamlet the author identifies himself rather with Hamlet 
pire than with Hamlet fils , and that, therefore, the groundling 
in his opinion of the personality of Shakespeare is clean 
abused. It must, however, be noted that Stephen ‘never takes 
himself quite seriously in his role of.dialectician. Thus at one 
moment. he asks himself: * 

‘What the hell are, you driving at? 

I know. Shut up. Blast you! I have reasons. 

Amplius. A dhuc. Iterum. Postea. % 

Are you condemned to^do this?’ 

1 A* reminiscence of John F. Taylor’s speech, quoted in the Aeolus 
cpjsode* There is a touch of the birdgod Thodi in Aeolus-Crawford, 
as there is a touch of literature in journalism? > 
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When the symposium is over John Eglinton takes Stephen 
to task. ‘ “You are a delusion. You have brought us all this 
way to show us a French triangle. Do you believe your own 
theory?” 

“No,” Stephen said promptly.’ 

For Stephen, in fact, it is the intellectual interest, the 
aesthetic vaVue of the dialogue that counts, rather than the 
‘truth’ of its conclusion. For, crudfely speaking, one conclu- 
sion is as good as another — provided, only, it be ‘fitting’. 
There is an aesthetic validity, acceptable to the spirit, and 
that is the only absolute. 

, The discussion opens with a platitude from John Eglinton: 
‘Our young Irish bards have yet to create a figure which 
the world will set beside Saxon Shakespeare’s Hamlet.’ 
Stephen, before replying to this dictum, an opening gambit 
after Socrates’ heart, carefully composes the setting of his 
sta^e. « 

‘Composition of place. Ignatius Loyola, make haste to help 
me.’ • f ‘ . 

‘It is this hotir of a day in mid June. The flag is up on the 
playhouse by the bankside. The be^r Sackerson growls in the 
pit near it, Paris garden. Canvasclimbers who sailed with 
Drake chew theinsausages among the groundlings. . . . The 
play begins. A player comes on under the shadow, made up 
in the castoff mail of a court buck’ — a suggestive analogy is 
here established: Stephen is wearing Buck Mulligan’s castoff 
shoes — ‘a wellset man \Vith a bass voice. It is the ghost, the 
king, a king and no king, and the player is Shakespeare." . . . 

Hamlet , I am thy father's spirit 

To a son he speaks, the son of his soul, the prince, young 
Hamlet and to the soh of his body, Hamnet Shakespeare, 
who has died In Straitford that, his namesake may live for ever. 

Is it possible that that player Shakespeare, a ghost by 
absence, and in the vesture of buried Denmark, a, ghost by 
death, speaking his own wosds to his own son’s name (had 
Hamnet Shakespeare lhtecf he would have been prince Ham- 
let’s twin) is it possibly, I want to know, or probable that he 
did not draw or foresee the logical conclusion of those 
premises: you are the dispossessed son: I am the murdered 
father: your mother is the guilty queen, Ann Shakespeare, 
born Hathaway?” 
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Ann’s character is now discussed and John Eglinton cruelly 
compares her to Xantippe. From her Socrates learnt his 
dialectic, ‘and from his mother how to bring thoughts into 
the world’. Yet all the lore he learnt from women could not 
save him from ‘the archons of Sinn Fein and their naggin of 
hemlock’, t 

‘ “He had a good groatsworth of wit,” Stephen said, “and 
no truant mdhiory. He carried a memory in his wallet as he 
trudged to Romeville 1 whistling The girl I left behind me. . . . 
That memory, Venus and Adonis , lay in the bedchamber of 
every light-of-love in London. Is Katharine the shrew ill- 
favoured? Hortensio calls her young and beautiful. Do yoft 
think the writer of Anthony and Cleopatra^ a passionate pilgrim, 
had his eyes in the back of his head . . . ? Good: he left her 
and gained the world of men. But .his boy women are the 
women of a boy. Theirlife, thought, speech are lent thenj by 
males. He chose badly? He was chosen, it seems to me. If 
others have their will Ann hath a wa^. By cock, she was to 
blame. She put the comether on him, sweet and twentysix.” ’ 
John Eglintott points out that Shakespeare’s later plays 
breathe a spirit bther than that of bitterness — the spirit of 
reconciliation. 

‘ “There can be'no reconciliatiqn,” Stephen said, “if there 
has not been a sundering. ... If you want to know what are 
the events which cast their shadow over the hell of time of 
King Lear, Othello, Hamlet ? Troilus and Cressidh, look to see 
When and how the shadow lifts. What softens the heart of a 
man, shipwrecked in storms dire, Tried, like another Ulysses, 
Pericles, prince of Tyre?” 2 , • 

Head, redconecapped, buffeted, brineblinded. 

“A child, a girl placed in his arirfs, Marina. . . .” 
“Marina, a child of storm,, Miranda, a wendfer, Perdita, 
that which w^s lost. What was losf is given back to him: his 
daughter’s child. My dearest wife, PeHcles says, was like this 
maid. Will any man love the daughter if he has not loved the 
mother?”. ’ * * 

1 Romeville: cant word for London. In thb Proteus episode, seeing the 
‘ruffian and his mort, spoils sking at her back’, trudging up the sand, 
Stephen recalled the line of the jargon song: Bing awast to Romeville 
then. . . . 

* An imitation of Shakespeare’s rhymed endirjgs. This is one of the 
rare mentiops of the name Ulysses (cf. pages 203, 316, 711). 

213 



JAMES JOYCE’S ULTSSES 

But, if he was touched by the appeal of his own image in his 
daughter’s child, belief iii himself had none the less been 
untimely killed. ‘Assumed dongiovannism’, London, where 
‘life ran high in those days’, cannot save him. There was in 
him ‘a new passion, a darker shadow of the first, darkening 
even his own understanding of himself’. Like King Hamlet’s, 
Ids soul has been stricken mortally, poison poured in the 
porch of a sleeping ear. • 

‘The poisoning and the beast with two backs that urged it 
king Hamlet’t; ghost could not know bf were he not endowed 
with knowledge by his Creator. That is why the speech 
is always turned elsewhere, backward. . . . He goes back 
weary of the creation he has piled up to hide him from him- 
self, an old dog licking an old sore. But, because loss is his 
gain, he passes on towards eternity in undiminished person- 
ality, untaught by the wisdom he has written or by the laws 
he has revealed. His beaver is up. tie is a ghost, a shadow 
now, the wind by Elsjnore’s rocks or what you will, the sea’s 
voice, a voice heard only in the heart Of him who is the sub- 
stance of his shadow, the son consubstantial with the father.’ 

There follows a creed: ‘He Who Himself begot. . . . Who 
let Him bury, stood up, harrowed hell, fared into heaven and 
there these nineteen hundred years sitteth’on the right hand 
of His Own Self . . .’ indicating the rapprochement which is 
gradually being made throughout this episode between 
Shakespeare and the Creator. « • 

‘A father’, Stephen continues, ‘is a necessary evil. He wrote 
the play in the months that followed his father’s ‘death. If 
you hold that he, £ greying man with two marriageable 
daughters, with thirtyfive years of life, nel mezzo del cammin di 
nostra vita, 9 with fifty of experience is the beardless under- 
graduate front Wittemberg then you must hold that his 
seventyyear old mother is. the lustful queen. No. The corpse 
of John Shakespeare does nbt walk the night. From hour to 
hour it rots and rots. He rests* disarmed of fatherhood, hav- 
ing devised that mystical estate upon his son. Boccaccio’s 
Galandrino was the first and last man who felt himself with 
child. Fatherhood, in the sense of conscious begetting, is un- 
known to man. It is a mystical estate, an apostolic succession, 
from only begetter to only begotten t On that mystery and not 
on the madonna which the cunning Italian intellect flung to 
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the mob of Europe the church is founded and founded irremo v- 
ably because founded, like the world, macro- and microcosm, 
upon the void. Upon incertitude, upon unlikelihood. Amor 
matris, subjective and objective genitive, may be the only 
true thing in life. Paternity may be a legal fiction.’ 

‘Judge Eglinton summed up. / "■*' 

“The truth is midway,’’ he affirmed. “He is me ghost and 
the prince. He is all in all.” 

“He is,” Stephen said. “The boy of act one is the mature 
man of act five. All in all. In Cymbeline, in dthtllo he is bawd 
and cuckold. He acts and is acted on. Lover of an ideal or a 
perversion, like Jos<5 he kills the real Carmen. His unremit* 
ting intellect is the hornmad Iago ceaselessly willing that the 
moor in him shall suffer.” 

“Cuckoo! Cuckoo!” Cuck Mulligan clucked lewdly. “O 
word of fear!” 

Dark dome received,* rever bed. 

“And what a character is Iago!” undaunted John Eglinton 
exclaimed. “When all is said Dumas Jits (or is it Dumas phe?) 
is right. 1 * * * * After God Shakespeare has created most.” ’ 

‘The playwright who wrote the folio of this world,’ Stephen 
observes, in epilogue, ‘and wrote it badly (He gave us light 
first and the sun two days later) , the lord of things as they are 
whom the most Roman of catholics call dio boia, hangman 
god, is doubtless all in all ih all of us, ostler and butcher. . . .’ 

To the Dubliners who heard and. argued vdth the young 
Socfates in their midst, Stephen’s Shakespearian hypothesis 
seemed, doubtless, a juvenile paradox, and ‘Judge’ Eglinton’s 
gloss a happy compromise. If, however, the texture of this 
dialogue and, especially, the import of the ‘theolologicophilo- 
lological’ 8 excursions of Stephen’s argument be closely ex- 
amined, it will be found that a good deal moreis ifnplied than 
the mere portrayal of Shakespeare, as a Cocu Magnifique or the 
discovery of a new ‘cqmplex* ki Hamlet. The mystery of 
paternity, in its application to, the First and Second Persons 
of the Trinity, to King Hamlet and the Prince, and, by 
implication, to the curious symbiosis of Stephen and Mr 

1 This confusion of substanc£, of the Dumas pbe-et-Jils, is a recall of 

Stephen’s and Sabellius’ hypothesis. 

* Cf. Hamlet’s ‘tragical-conycal-historical-pastoral scene’ and Swift’s 

‘historitheophysiological account of zeal’ {Tale of a Tub). 
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Bloom, is ever in the background of Stephen’s Shakespearian 
exegesis. All through this chapter he is capturing in a net of 
analogies, is symbolizing (in the exact meaning of this word: 
throwing together ) the protean manifestations of the creative 
force (one of whose dynamics in the animate world is the rite 
pf procreation, paternity) . God (Father and Son) — Shake- 
speare — Stephen Dedalus: all are vehicles of a like energy. 
And the artist himself, creator of'the saga of Dublin, the 
Viking city, is by a subtle cross-allusion drawn into the 
net. # * ' 

‘Why’, asks Stephen, ‘is the underplot of King Lear in which 
Edmund figures lifted out of Sidney’s Arcadia and spatch- 
cocked on to a Celtic legend older than history?’ 

‘ “That was Will’s way,” John Eglinton defended. “We 
should not now combine a Norse saga’with an excerpt from 
a novel by George Meredith. Que voulez-vous? Moore would 
sa^? He puts Bohemia on the seacoast and makes Ulysses 
quote Aristotle.” ’ 

(There is, it happens — but not ^alcidentally — in this very 
episode a phrase ‘lifted out of’ Meredith: ‘The sentimentalist 
is he who would enjoy without incurring the immense debtor- 
ship for a thing done.’) 

‘The motion is $nded. Gravediggers bury Hamlet pere and 
Hamlet fils. A king and a. prince at last in death, with in- 
cidental music ... If you like the epilogue look long on it: 
prosperous Prospero, the good man rewarded, Lizzie, grand- 
pa’s lump of fove, and nuncle Richie, the bad man taken *off 
by poetic justice to* the place where the bad niggerrf go. 
Strong curtain.’ *' 

‘Nuncle Richie’, here, is the third brother of William 
Shakespeare and is ‘recorded in the works of sweet William’ 
in the character of Richard Crookback, that ‘whoreson 
crookback’* who ‘makes love ,to a widowed Ann (what’s in 
a name?), woos and \yips h§r a whoreson ^nerry widow. 
Richard the conqueror, third brother, came after. William 
the conquered.’ (The last words quoted here recall Manning- 
ham’s story of the burgher’^ wife who ‘bade Dick Burbage to 
her bed’; Shakespeare bad overheard her invitation and fore- 
stalled the favourite, and, when the latter came knocking at 
the gate, cried through the doorr William the conqueror came 
before Richard III.) Behind the Shakespearian allusions in 
Stephen’s epilogue, there is here an undoubted recall of a 

216 



SCYLLA AND CHARYBDIS 
passage 1 in the Proteus episode, where Stephen speaks of his 
own ‘nuncle Richie’ and his niece ‘little Crissie, ‘a lump of 
love’: another subtle indication of the William Shakespeare- 
Stephen Dedalus correspondence. 


Scylla is one of the few place-names used in the Odyssey 
which have persisted unchanged till the presefit day. At the 
entry to the Straits of Messina, the city of Scylla, perched on a 
cliff ‘that beetles o’er his base into the sea’, still dominates the 
treacherous strip of water that separates Sicily from the 
mainland. The city suffered severely in the earthquake of 
1 783* and the tip of the promontory .on which it stands was 
detached. A cavern, opening to the west, ‘turned to Erebus’, 
once existed in the side of the cliff ; it collapsed in the carth- 
qqake. ‘The rock is smooth and sheer , l Homer tells us, ‘as it 
were polished. And in tKe midst of the cli§f is a dim cave 
turned to Erebus, towards the place of darkness . . . And 
therein dwelleth' Scylla, yelping terribly.’ Such ‘yelping’ 
caverns are frequently found on the coast. Sometimes their 
clamour is caused by the passage of wind* through a narrow 
opening, sometimes by the flux and reflux of waves along 
their rocky base,, The name Scylla is derived from a Semitic 
word skoula, a rock, and the full titlp of the promontory was 
Skoula Km? a, the sheer rock. Preferring, as usual, an anthro- 
pomorphic interpretation of Phoenician toponomy, Homer 
makes Scylla the daughter of Kratais,,‘ which bore her a bane 
to mortals’, and yielding to the temptation of making a pun 
on the exotic word Skoula, attributes* to Scylla the -voice of a 
little Greek bitch, skulax. • 

Opposite Scylla lies the whirlpool of Charybdis, who ‘sucks 
down her black water and thrive a ’day she spouts it forth’. 
The name Charybdis lias no # signification in Greek; Lewy 
finds in .it the transliteration bf a Semitic name, which 
actually existed in Syria, Khar oube meaning ‘the hole of 
ruin’; this meaning is reproduced in the Honjeric epithet 
dhn ) applied to Charybdis, ‘deadly’. Spallanzani gives an 
interesting description of the treacherous waters of the strait. 

1 Page 39- 
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‘When the wind is against the current and an in- 
experienced or imprudent navigator shortens sail to pass the 
narrows, his ship, the prey of opposing forces, is shattered 
against the rock of Scylla or wrecked on the shoals. For this 
reason twenty-four sturdy and courageous seamen keep 
gyatch nighrj and day on the Messina shore. At the first 
sojnid of thp warning cannon they man their light boats 
and hasten to tow off the ship in distress. The current does 
not extend right across the strait but follows a winding course 
and our mariners, aware of its deviations, can come to the 
rescue of the ship. But if the steersman refuse or forget to 
^jsk for their succour, for all his skill, he can hardly escape 
disaster. In the midst of whirlpools and the cross-seas stirred 
up by the violence of current and wind he cannot take his 
soundings, nor can he cast anchor, for the seabed is rocky and 
affords no purchase. No skill in navigation will avail him; 
his 'only hope of safety lies in the courage and skill of the 
rescue-party from Messina.’ 

The motifs of the sheer, steadfast rock of Scylla and the 
restless whirlpool of Charybdis, a sea of troubles, are utilized 
in a symbolic sense, in this episode. The stability of Dogma, 
of Aristotle and of Shakespeare’s Stratford are contrasted 
with the whirlpool of Mysticism, Platonism, the London of 
Elizabethan times. Shakespeare, Jesus and Socrates, like 
Ulysses, the man of balanced genius, pass bravely’ out, though 
not unscathed, from between these perils of the soul. ‘A man 
passed out between theih, bowing* greeting.’ The departure 
of Mr Bloom from tiie metaphysical twilight of th,e library 
into a ‘shattering daylight of no thoughts’ symbolizes such an 
escape. This idea of evasion pervades the closing pages of the 
Portrait and was already associated in Stephen’s mind with the 
conditions pf Irish thought — the mystic school of the Celtic 
twilight 1 and over against it die sheer dogmatism of jesuits 
and nationalists. ‘Whe,n the soul of a man itf born in this 
country there arer nets flung^at it to hold it back from flight. 
You talk to me of nationality, '■language, religion. I shall try 
to fly by those nets.’ * 

1 It is noteworthy that tfie only explicit reference, in this episode, 
which deals with the art of literature, ti the Irish literary movement 
(elsewhere in Ulysses almost completely Ignored) is placed in the mouth 
of ribald Buck Mulligan and wedged betjveen ten lines of doggerel and 
the concluding ‘hailequinade’, Mulligan’s obscene playlet. 
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‘Elizabethan London lay as far from Stratford as cor- 
rupt Paris lies from virgin Dublin.’ Stephen, escaping, 
flew to Paris: Shakespeare to London; but each was 
destined to return to ‘that spot of earth where he was’ 
born’. 

In the dizzy whirl of Charybdis Shakespea.4 was long*" 
enthralled. 

‘Twenty years he lived in London and, during part of that 
time, he drew a salary equal to that of the Lord Chancellor of 
Ireland. His life was rich. His art, more tHhn the art of 
feudalism, as Walt Whitman called it, is the art of surfeit. 
Hot herringpies, green mugs of sack, honeysauccs, sugar of 
roses, marchpane, gooseberried pigeons, ringocandics. Sir 
Walter Raleigh, when they arrested him, had half a million 
francs on his back including a pair of fancy stays. . . . 
Twenty years he dallied there between conjugal love an4 its 
chaste delights and scortatory love and its foul pleasures.’ 
But ‘the note of banishment, banishment from home, sounds 
repeatedly from the Two Gentlemen of Verona onward till Pro- 
spero breaks his staff, buries it certain fathoms in the earth 
and drowns his b6ok. . : . Man delight? him not nor woman 
either. He returns after a life of absence to that spot of earth 
where he was borxl, where he has always bfecn, man and boy, 
a silent witness and there, his journey of life ended, he plants 
his mulberry tree in the’ earth. Then dies. The motion is 
ended.’ . . * 

The i(^ea of possible shipwreck between paired perils, of 
the constraint of a dilemma, manifests itself under various 
aspects. In the opening lines of the episode the quaker 
librarian purrs: ‘And we have, have we not, those priceless 
pages of Wilhelm Meister? A great poet on a great brother 
poet. A hesitating soul taking* arms against a sea of troubles, 
torn by conflicting doubts. ... . Tlv; beautiful, ineffectual 
dreamer who comes to» grief ag&inst hard Tacts ( Scylla — the 
rock).’ > , 

Stephen sees himself between ‘the Saxon smile and yankee 
yawp’. His allegiance is claimed both by ‘corrupt Paris’ and 
‘virgin Dublin’. The ‘Charybdis’ element is suggested by the 
comparatively frequent use of French words in this episode — 
as, for example, the references to Hamlet pire et fils. A French 
poster is mentioned: 1 
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Hamlet 

ou 

Le Distrait 
Pike de Shakespeare 

“It’s French, the French point of view. Hamlet 
~ou ...” w 

‘“The absent-minded beggar,” Stephen ended.’ 

And Stephen is ever aware of the perils that beset him from 
his hearers — thc»‘bane of rfiiscreant eyes, glinting stern under 
wrinkled brows’, steadfast John, Scylla: and, on the other 
hand, Charybdis, the suavity of ‘beautifulinsadness Best’; he 
is aware, too, of the perils inherent in his theme and in his 
dialectic skilfully steers a course between the maelstrom of 
metaphysics and reef of realism. 

The organ of the body to which this episode is related is the 
brain, cruellest of all the instruments„that man has forged for 
his own undoing. We feel a tensity of cerebration that is 
almost pain in Stephen’s dialectical progress towards a para- 
doxical conclusion, the cul de sac of a mystery. On that 
mystery the book Ulysses, all religion and every explana- 
tion of the univefse is founded— “-‘upon the void. Upon 
incertitude, upon unlikelihood.’ This spirit of incertitude is 
materialized in the Circe episode, where* phantoms of the 
‘feast of pure reason’ 1 — Shakespeare among them — gestic- 
ulate mechanically, inane puppets, in a danse macabre. 
Like the writhing sea,weed watched by Stephen on the 
Dublin foreshore, ‘lifted, flooded, and let fall. . . . To no 
end gathered: vainly then released, forth flowing, "wending 
back.’ 

‘Joyce’s work’, Professor Curtius has remarked in a pene- 
trating article on Ulysses , 2 ‘springs from a revolt of the spirit 
and leads to the destruction of the world. With implacable 
logic he presents in hjs Walpurgis-night, amid larvae and 
lemurs, a vision 1 of the end of the -world. A metaphysical 
nihilism is the substance of Joyce’s work. The world, macro- 
and microcosm, is founded upon the void. . . .* All this 
wealth of philosophical and theological knowledge, this 
power of psychological and aesthetic analysis, this culture of a 
mind schooled in all the literatures of the world — all* these 
gifts serve but to spend themselves* to refute themselves in a 

t 

l Page 56a. * Neue Schweizer Rundschau . Heft I, January, 1929. 
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world-conflagration, a flaming welter of metallic iridescence. 
What is left? An odour of ashes, the horror of death, sorrow 
of apostasy, pangs of remorse — Agenbite of Inwit.’ 1 

1 But all these are excellent aesthetic material for the artist. I cannof 
help thinking that the learned critic overestimates the pessimism of 
Ulysses , and, perhaps, does not sufficiently bear in mind^nhe fact that 
its author is an Irishman. Both Stephen and Bloom have their consola- 
tions — Stephen in his art, Blopm in his keen interest in iftaterial details. 
And both (Blodm especially) have a strong sense of humour. 
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THE EPISODES 
io. THE WANDERING ROCKS 

T f 

he structure of this episode is curious and unique 
in Ulysses. It consists of eighteen short scenes followed by 
a describing a viceregal passage through Dublin. All these 

scenes take place in the streets of Dublin between the hours of 
3 and 4 p.m., and th-jir synchronism is indicated by '•the 
insertion in each fragment of one or more excerpts from other 
fragments, which serve t6 fix the correspondences in time. In 
its structure and its technic (‘labyrinth’) this episode may be 
regarded as a small-scale model of Ulysses as a whole. The 
first, and longest, *of the ’eighteen sections’ describes the pere- 
grinations of Father Conmee, the Jesuit rector of Clongowes 
Wood College, ‘th’e decentest rec.tor that was ever at Glon- 
gowes’ (vide A Portrait of the Artist). Other sections describe 
the movements oi Stephen Dedalus, of Mr Bloom, of a one- 
legged sailor (who receives <alms from Mrs Bloofn) , a meeting 
between Mr Dedalus and his daughter Dilly, a conversation 
between Buck Mulligan and Haines in a tearoom, the pur- 
chase of fruit by Blazes Boylan as an offering to Mrs Bloom 
and the wanderings of several minor personages, who re- 
appear in the course of Ulysses. * 

In the second section we sep Corny Kellehur, ’the under- 
taker, lounging in his doorway, chewing a blade of hay. 
‘Corny Kelleher sped a silent jet of hayjuice arching from 
his mouth while a generous yhjte arm from a window in 
Eccles Street flung forth a coin.’ In the next section the 
patriotic minstrelsy of the oneleggnd sailor elicits a re- 
sponse. ‘The blind of the »window waS drawn aside. A card 
Unfurnished Apartments slipped from the sash and fell. A 
plump and generous arm ( shone, was seen, held forth from a 
white petticoatbodice and taut shiftstraps* A woman’s hand 
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flung forth a coin over the area railings.’ In the ninth section 
Lenehanis describing to M’Coy (the husband of the singer, 
Mrs Bloom’s rival) an annual dinner-party presided over by 
The mayor, Val Dillon, which Mrs Bloom graced by her 
presence. . 

‘ “I know,” M,’Coy broke in. “My missus sang there once.’’ 

'“Did she?** Lcnehan said. 

A card Unfurnished Apartments reappeared on the window- 
sash of No. 7 Eccles Street. 

He checked his tale a moment but broke out in a wheezy 
laugh. 

“But wait till I tell you,” he said. . . .’ 

Lenehan proceeds to tell the story of his drive home at 
‘blue o’clock the morning after the night before’ beside Mrs 
Bloom, ‘a gamey mare and no mistake’, with Bloom on the 
oth~r side of the jaunting car pointing out and naming ‘all 
the stars and comets in the heavens’. 

The cometary gesture of Mrs Bloom thus serves to fix 
exactly the synchronism of these three sections. 

This method’, abruptly used, is apt to produce a confusing 
effect (that this confusion is purposive and relevant will be 
seen in the technical exegesis which follows). Thus a section 
which describes Eoylan’s typist at work begins as follows. 

‘Miss Dunne hid the Capel Street library copy of The 
Woman in White far back in her drawer and rolled a sheet of 
gaudy notepaper into her typewriter. 

Too much mystery business in it. Is he in love with that 
one, Marion? Change it and get another by Mary Cecil 
Haye. 

The disk shot down the groove, wobbled a while, ceased 
and ogled them: six. 

Miss Dunne clicked on the, keyboard: 

“16 June 1904.” ’ . 

(One is tempted to surmise that Miss Dunne is none other 
than ‘Martha Clifford’, t^e .typist with whom Mr Bloom, 
or, rather, ‘Henry Flower’, is carrying on a poste restante 
flirtation. The allusions to ‘mystery business’ and ‘Marion, 
give coloui to this theory; but these are, perhaps, some 
of the many false clues scattered through this episode, 
which, like wrecker’s beacons, arc intended (for reasons 
which will be given later) to take the reader off his course.) 
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The second sentence of this extract is incomprehensible till 
the reader arrives at the ninth section, wherein is described 
an invention of Tom Rochford, hero of the ‘booty’s vest’ — a 
mock Greek turn — for indicating to patrons of a music-hall* 
which turns are over and which turn is now in progress on 
the stage. t 

‘ “See?” he Said. “Say it’s turn six. In here, sec. Turn 
Now On.” t 

He slid it into the left slot for them. It shot down the 
groove, wobbled a while, ceased, ogling them: six.’ 

(This description of the ‘ogling disks’ is, perhaps, to be 
interlocked with references to the ogling minstrel, Eugene 
Stratton — his poster is one of the ‘seamarks’ in this episode — 
who will be called to the stage in obedience to them.) 

Again, at the close of the first section, Father Gonmce, 
walking on his way to Artane, encounters ‘a flushed young 
man’, accompanied by ^ young woman coming from a gap 
of hedge. 

‘The young woman, beht and with slow care detached from 
her light skirt a clinging twig. . 

Father Conmee blessed both gravely and turned a thin 
page of his breviary. Sin: Principes perseouti sunt me gratis: 1 et 
a verbis tuis formidavit cor meum.’ > 

The quotation is from Psalm 1 19, which, like this episode, 
is divided into brief sections, each being headed with a 
Hebrew letter. According to the Kabbalists thp letter Sin or 
Schin corresponds to all vegetable substances, for each Hebrew 
letter is fyeld to indicate either an attribute of the Divine 
Name or a celestial or mundane quality of the universe, as 
well as a number. Here, as so often Ih Ulysses, behind the 
obvious relevance of a citation, we discover an occult 
innuendo. _ , 

In the eighth section Ned Lambert conducts a visitor over 
the ancient site of the council chamber of Saint Mary’s 
Abbey, ‘the most historic spot ill all Dublih’, where Silken 
Thomas proclaimed himself a rebel in 1534 and the Jews once 
held theii' synagogue (Mr Bloom refers to this later, page 

6 45 ). * 

1 The words principes persecuti 'sunt me gratis are here symbolical of the 
r61e ofTather Conmee in this Chapter; as will be shown later, he is 
pitted against the counter-subject of the episode, the Viceroy, as the 
Irish Catholic Church against British rule, Christ against Caesar. 
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Ned Lambert < 

‘stood to read the card in his hand. 

“The RdVerend Hugh C. Love, Rathcoffey. Nice young 
* chap he is. He*fc writing a book about the Fitzgeralds he told 
me. He’sywell up in history, faith.” 

'' The young woman with slow care detached from her light 
skirt a clinging twig. 

“I thought you were at a new gunpowder pldt,” J. 
J. O’Molloy said.’ 

Mr Bloom} in the course of his wanderings, visits the book- 
shop whence he procures the ‘curious 5 literature beloved by 
'his wife, and, on this occasion, takes for her, after inspecting 
The Awful Disclosures of Maria Monk, Aristotle’s Masterpiece (a 
work known to Mrs Bloom as ‘The Aristocrat’s Master- 
piece’ and containing lurid illustrations of embryonic 
growth) and Fair Tyrants by James Lovebirch, a luscious 
(PAmerican) pornographic work entitled Sweets of Sin. He 
reads a passage fronj this erotic ‘shocker’, which, as remem- 
bered phrases from it frequently crop 'up in his silent mono- 
logue, must be quoted in extenso. 

‘All the dollarbfljs her husband gave hefr were spent in the 
stores on wondrous gowns and costliest frillies. For him! For 
Raoul! ... * 

Her mouth glued on his in a luscious voluptuous kiss 
while his hands felt for the opulent curves. . . . 

“You are ‘late,” he gpoke hoarsely, eying her with a sus- 
picious glare. The. beautiful woman threw off her eable- 
trimmed wrap, displaying her queenly shoulders and heaving 
embonpoint. An imperceptible smile played round her per- 
fect lips as she turned to him calmly.’ 

At the same moment, perhaps, Stephen Dedalus, too, is 
examining books, on a huckster’s bookcart. 

‘ “Twopence each,” .the .huckster said. “Four for six- 
pence.” * f . 

Tattered pages. The Irifh Qeekeeper. Life and Miracles of the 
Curd of Ars. Pocket Guide to Killarney. 

I might find here one of my pawned schoolprizes. Stephano 
Dedalo, alumna optimb, palmam fenenti. 

Father Conmee, having retd, his little hours, walked 
through the hamlet of Donnycainey, murmuring vespers. 

Binding too good probably, what is this? Eighth and ninth 
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book of Moses. Secret of all secrets. Seal of King David. 
Thumbed pages: read and read. Who has passed here before 
me? . . . How to win a woman’s love. For me this. Say the 
following talisman three times with hands folded: * 

Seelyilonebrakada femininum! Amor me solo! Sanktus! Amen. 

Who wrote this? Qiarms and invocations or the most 
blessed abbot Peter Salanka to all true believers divulged. 
As good as , any othe? abbot’s charms, as mumbling 
Joachim’s. Down, baldynoddle or we’ll wool your wool . 1 

“What are you doing here, Stephen?” • 

Dilly’s high shoulders and shabby dress. 

Shut the book quick. Don’t let see. 

“What are you doing?” Stephen said. 

A Stuart face of nonesuch Charles lank locks falling at its 
sides. < It glowed as she crouched feeding the fire with broken 
boots. I told her of Paris. Late lieabed under a quilt of old 
overcoats, fingering a pinchbeck bracelet, Dan Kelly’s tolfcn. 
Nebrakada Femininum. 

“What have you then!?” Stephen asked. 

“I bought it from the other cart for a penpy,” Dilly said, 
laughing nervously. “Is it any good?” 

My eyes they say she’ has. Do others ‘see me so? Quick, 
far and daring . 2 Shadow of my mind. 

He took the coverless book from her hand. Chardenal’s 
French Primer. 

“What did you buy that for?” he asked. “To learn 
French?” 

Shfe nodded, reddening and closing tight her lips. 

Show ifo surprise. Quite natural. 

“Here,” Stephen said. “It’s all right- Mind Maggy doesn’t 
pawn it on you. I suppose all my books are gone.” 

“Some,” Dilly said. “We had to.”- 

She is drowning. Agenbitij. Save her. Agdnbite. All 
against us. Sh$ will drown me with, he^, eyes and hair. Lank 
coils of seaweed hair abound m^, my beast, my soul. Salt 
green death. 

We. . 
y 

1 A recall of a passage in Proteip (page 40). ‘Descends calvg, ut ne nimium 
decalverif. . . . Get down, bald poll!* 

* The ‘quickness’ and wide radge of Stephen’s thoughts are in striking 
contrast with the slow tempo hnd provincialism of Mr Bloom’s silent 
monologue. > 
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Agenbite of inwit. Inwit’s agenbite. 
Misery! Misery!’ 


* The brief Veference to the Wandering Rocks in the Odyssey 
is contained in the friendly counsel given ter Odysseus by 
Circe for his safe return to Ithaca. After passing the Sirens 
there were, she said, alternative ways to take. 

. ‘I will not tell thee fully which path shall thenceforth be 
thine, but do thou thyself consider it, and I will speak of both 
ways. On the one side there are beetling rocks, and the great 
wave of the dark-eyed Amphitrite thunders against them for 
ever. These, ye must know, are they the blessed gods call the 
Rtfcks Wandering. By this way eyen winged things may 
never pass, nay, not even the cowering doves that bear am- 
brosia to Father Zeus, but the sheer rock evermore takes one 
of these away, .and the Father sehds in another to make up 
the tale. . . . Only one ship of all that fare by sea hath passed 
that way, even Argp . . . and Here sent her by for the love 
of Jason.’ 

The alternative route w^s between Charybdis and Scylla, 
and this was the course chosen by Odysseus. Thus, in this 
episode, Mr Bloom excels his great precursor, for he accepts 
a supplementary adventure which the latter declined. It is 
only in the Argonairiic records, the exploits of Jason in quest 
of the golden fleece, that a full description of thlt peril of 
eastern seas, the Clhshers or Wandering Rocks, is available. 
Jason sent out a dove to lead the way, and, choosing its 
moment, it flew between the clashing rocks and lost only the 
tip of its tall. The Argonauts followed its example and passed 
through unscathed, bpt for SQme damage to |he stem of the 
Argo. • t 

The most probable explanation of this legend is that which 
explains the wandering or clashing of the rocks as an 
optical illusion. To rrfariners carried off their course by a 
swift, though imperceptible, curvent, these rocks, projecting 
above the surface of the sea, would seem to be changing their 
position all the time. One may 'picture an archipelago, a 
labyrinth of sucb> rocks, a calm sea and favouring breeze. 
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Nothing would seem simpler to the oarsmen, added by an 
Aeolus in friendly mood, than to set their course midway 
between the reefs. But these would appear to be moving^ 
towards them, to be closing in on them, as the current bore 
the ship in their direction. The story of the doue that lost 
its tail is, perhaps, a reminder of the damage likely to lie 
suffered in such a maze— the loss of a ship’s rudder, despite 
the efforts of the rowers to pull away from the ‘approaching’ 
rock. 

The Homeric conception of these rocks, clashing together 
at regular intervals, girt about with ‘storms of ruinous fire’, 
is in striking contrast to the anthropomorphic treatment 
accorded to other natural phenomena — the somewhat similar 
dyad of dangers, for instance, personified by Scylla and 
Charybdis. Here we have one of the rare cases where the 
Greeks seem to have seen blind mechanism at work, where 
Homer fails to personify a peril of the sea. The ‘arr of 
this episode, mechanics, js thus a deliberate allusion to this 
aspect of the legend* of the Wandering Rocks. Rochford’s 
mechanical invention with its twin columns of wobbling disks 
has already been mentioned; there are many other references 
to mechanical movement in this episode. Thus Kelleher 
‘spins a coffinlid.on its axle’, Arlifoni .‘trotted on stout 
trousers’ (he seems rather to progress like one of Mr Wells’s 
Martians than an ordinary human biped), there are allusions 
to a bicycle race, to the explosion on the General Slocum (ship- 
wreck plus mechanical breakdown), to ‘Micky Anderson’s all 
times ticking watches’. 

‘The whirr of flapping leathern bands And hum of dynamos 
from the powerhouse* urged Stephen to be on. Beingless 
beings. Stop! Throb always without you and the throb 
always within. Your heart ypu sing of. I between them. 
Where? Betw$en two roaring wor(ds_ , where they swirl, I. 

Shatter them, one aijd botk. .But stun myself too in the 
blow. Shatter me you who can. Bawd and butcher were the 
words. I .say! Not yet awhile! A look around. 

Yes, quite true. Very large and> wonderful and keeps 
famous time. You say right, sir. A Monday morning, ’twas 
so indeed.’ , 

Here Stephen, scared by his own blasphemy (as, later, in 
the Oxen cf the Sun, by the thunder-cl&p), apologizes to 
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the Creator and begs for time. He artfully praises the 
mechanical punctuality of the universe, that all times tick- 
ling watch, not Micky Anderson’s, and, the better to bluff 
omniscience, follows up with a Shakespearian formula— 
Hamlet’s vpretence that he is carrying on an innocent con- 
versation (with Rosencrantz) when Polonius (that other 
ancient, net unlike the white-bearded and sententious 
deity of our youth’s veneration) appears, ttnberufen, on the 
scene. 1 ( 

There is something mechanically neat in Haines’s gesture, 
‘sinking two lumps of sugar deftly longwise through the 
•whipped cream of his melange ’ — the slick transit of a motor- 
launch through a narrow, foaming fairway — and, in the last 
section, we find young Dignam struggling with that detest- 
able modern invention, a collar-stud, which, too small for the 
bi^ton-hole, persists in slipping past the fissure, like Jason’s 
dove from between the clashing r6cks. Indeed, the whole 
structure of this episode and the mapner in which its eighteen 
parts interlock like a system of cog-wh6els or linked segments 
of an endless chain, may be described as ‘mechanical’, for all 
the intense and living humanity of, the fragments of Dublin 
life portrayed. Here, again, we see a reason for regarding this 
episode as the microcosm of the universe of Ulysses , in- 
spired by its creator with the breath of life, yet fashioned by 
the cunning hand of an artificer, maker of labyrinths: a living 
labyrinth. • 

A mariner, adrift in the archipelago of Wandering Rocks, 
that mobile tangle ol' illusions, found himself bewildered, lost 
as in a maze. Many forms of illusion are illustrated in this 
episode and, unless he advance with prudence, the reader is 
apt to lose his way. Tfcius we read that Cashel Boyle O’Con- 
nor Fitzm&urjce Tisdall Farrell ‘strode past Mr Bloom’s 
dental windows’, a statement 'which might easily mislead the 
reader into thinking •that Mr Bloom was concerned with 
dentistry. This fvould be ^n error due to false analogy; Mr 
Bloom, the dentist, is quite another person. Another sunken 
rock of which the reader must be wary in threading his way 
through the corkscrew strait of this episode is the interlocking 
device already described, whereby fragments from one 
section are inserted in another. # 

Thus, in the section where the' Rev. Hugh C. Love visits 
<l Hamlet, Act II, Scene, II. 
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the ‘most historic spot in all Dublin’, conducted by Ned 
Lambert, we read: ' 

‘In the still faint light he (Ned Lambert) moved about^ 
tapping with his lath the piled seedbags and points of vantage 
on the floor. •» 

From a long face a beard and gaze hung on a chessboard. 

“I’to deeply obliged, Mr Lambert,” the* clergyman 
said . . .’ • 

A reader who seeks to fit the ‘long face* to. one of the per- 
sons present at the ‘historic spot’ will lose his Hearings. The 
sentence ‘From a long face, etc.,’ is ‘lifted’ from the sixteenth 
section, where we see John Howard Parnell playing chess in 
a tea-shop. 

On the opposite bank to the danger of false analogy (as 
illustrated in the case of ‘dental Mr, Bloom’) there is the 
risk of failing to recognize identity of person under differ- 
ence of title. Thus, while Gerty MacDowell refers to the 
Viceroy of Ireland as ‘the lord lieutenant’, Mr Kernan sees 
‘His Excellency’. Long John Fanning, Dublin’s mayor- 
maker, ironically punctilious, announces the passage of ‘the 
lord lieutenant general and general goyernor of Ireland’, 
whereas two ignorant old women, all at sea, halt ‘to view 
with wonder the lord mayor and lady mayoress without his 
golden chain’. The Rev. Hugh C. Love, who has failed to 
get out of the labyrinth and, like so many prisoners of circum- 
stance, consoles himself by .looking backward, walks as in a 
dream, ‘attended by Geraldines 1 tall §nd personable’, to- 
wards the 1 Tholsel beyond the Ford of Hurdles, and to him 
the Viceroy is a ‘lord deputy’ of yore, holder of rich 
advowsons. Poor Mr IJreen makes a characteristic faux pas, 
for, after being nearly knocked down by the outriders, he 
salutes by mistake the A.D.C. in attendance. » • 

The personages who figure in this episode are themselves 
victims of illusion, and many fdrms oPmistalje are illustrated, 
arising out of inattention, false inference, optical illusion, 
malidentification, etc. Young / Dignam sees the announce- 
ment of a boxing match and plans *to ‘do a bunk on ma’ 
to see it. ‘When is it? M$y the twenty-second. Sure, the 

1 The feminine air of the naip^ 'Geraldine* is another false clue. The 
Geraldines were the descendants of the Fitzgerald family, famous in 
Irish history. j 
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blooming thing is all over. 5 Boody Dedalus, seeing a pot 
aboil on the range, expects a meal; the fiot, however, proves 
to contain shirts; appearances have deceived her — a false 
^analogy. Mr Power watches ‘Long John Fanning ascend to- 
wards Long John Fanning in the mirror’, but is not the dupe 
of appearances. Mr Kernan, on the other hand, believes his 
eyes and is, #at first, deceived. 

‘Is that Lambert’s brother over the way, Sam? What? 
Yes. He’s as like it as danln it. No. The windscreen of that 
motorcar in the sun there. Just a flash like that. Damn like 
{nm.’ 

He recalls the burial of Emmet at Glasnevin. ‘Corpse 
brought in through a secret door in the wall. Dignam is there 
now. Went out in a puff. Well, well. Better turn down here. 
Make a detour.’ 

the ideas of detour, of a positive' reversal of direction, of 
only partial achievement (the Argonauts passed the perilous 
Symplegades but only with the lops of some part of the stern 
of the ship Argo), of positive failure (shipwreck), of ‘just, 
missing’ something, recur in the course of this episode. Mr 
Bloom, for instance^ before hitting upon * The Sweets of Sin’, 
explores other pQrnographic possibilities.. Nosey Flynn, ex- 
amining Rochford’s invention, asks him exactly how it works, 
but we just miss the explanation. Dilly Dedalus ‘tries to get a 
florin from ljer father but only gets a shilling; her father 
leaves her abruptly and* walks off. Mr Kernan hurries to see 
the viceregal cavalcade. ‘Too bad. Just missed that \>y a 
hair. What a pity!’ t The perils of the Dublin pavements are 
recalled by the gesturt of M’ Coy who ‘dodged a banana peel 
with gentle pushes of his toe from t"he path to the gutter. 
Fellow migjht damn easy get a nasty fall there coming along 
tight in the cfark.’ The expedient of complete reversal of 
direction, inevitable sometimes for one who fs puzzling his 
way through a rfiaze, is illustrated by the movements of Mr 
Farrell, who ‘walked as far ap Mr Lewis Warner’s cheerful 
windows, then turned and strode back along MerriOn square, 
his stickumbrelladustcoat dangling’. 

The groiip of rocks which ga^e rise to the legend of the 
Symplegades is generally situated in the Bosphorus, between 
the European and Asiatic coasts. ‘The Dubliners who figure 
in each of the sections, wandering in groups, each about his 
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own business or pleasure, may be likened to the archipelago 
of the Wandering Rocks. There is a contrast, obviously in- 
tended, between the first section of the episode, which 
describes the journey of Father Conmee on foot and by tra*Ti 
from his presbytery to Artane, and the final section, or coda, 
describing a viceregal progress from the Lodge to Mitus 
Bazaar, which the Viceroy was to inaugurate ip aid of funds 
for Mercer’s Jiospital. The Viceroy represents the European 
bank, the pomps of this world, the imperium britannicum; the 
priest stands for the Asiatic bank, the rive gaudy, the spiritual 
antithesis of material glory. Between the two flows the Liffey, 
replacing the Bosphorus; in the labyrinth of wandering rocks 
and restless movement, Anna Liffey alone infallibly finds her 
way. Father Conmee feels his ankles ‘tickled by the stubble 
of CUongowes field’; this is yet another possible source of 
illusion, for he is really on the way* to Artane and only in 
imagination does he ^averse the distant playing-fields of 
Clongowes Wood College (an English reader will realize the 
appropriate sense of* egareipent if he pictures the Rector walk- 
ing on the outskirts of London, substituting, for Conmee, 
Arnold and, for Clongowes, Rugby) . In imagination, too, he 
hears ‘the joybells ringing in gay Malahide’. But the Viceroy 
cannot hear this ipusic of the heart; his eaps are deafened by 
a real band of ‘highland laddijcs . . . blaring and drum- 
thumping’ 'My Girl's a Yorkshire Girl. Each receives homage 
from those he encounters on his way; Father Conmee ‘gravely 
blesses’; His Excellency (die late Lord Dudley) ‘punctually 
acknowledges salutes’. Each has a sik*nt accolade from the 
poster of Mr Eugene Stratton, who ‘grins with thick nigger- 
lips’ at the priest, bids the Viceroy welcome with ‘blub lips 
agrin’. We learn nothing of the Viceroy’s thoughts, for his 
progress is mere pageantry, but Father Conmee’s musings 
are those of a kindly humanist*. Thus Eugene’Stratton recalls 
to him the Hot of the unbaptized. 'heathen. ‘Those were 
millions of human souls created by God in His Own Likeness 
to whom the faith had not {J). V.) been brought. But they 
were God’s souls created by God. It seemed to Father 
Conmee a pity that they should all' be lost, a waste, if one 
might say.’ Such contrasting of the material and* the spiritual 
is frequently to be seen in the work of Mr Joyce. In his 
latest Work in Progress he' situates the conflict in the ecclesi- 
astical camp itself, and, in the fable of \The Mookse and the 
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Gripes ’ , opposes His Holiness the Roman Pope (the Mookse) 
to Sa Biatitude of the Eastern Church, the Gripes of 
Orthodoxy. 

''Throughout the episode we follow the long voyage sea- 
ward, between blue Symplegades, of a miniature Argo, 
deyjously drifting down the Liffey. Nearly five hours earlier 
Bloom received a ‘throwaway* Elijah is coming , which he 
dropped among the gulls wheeling above the river. ‘Elijah 
thirtytwo feet per sec is coming. The ball bobbed unheeded 
on the wake of swells, floated under by the bridge piers . 9 The 
fourth section of this episode ends: ‘a skiff, a crumpled throw- 
away, Elijah is coming, rode lightly down the Liffey, under 
Loopline bridge, shooting the rapids where water chafed 
round the bridgepiers, sailing eastward past hulls and 
anchorchains, between the Customhouse old dock ( and 
George’s quay’. In the 'twelfth section (Mr Kernan’s hour) : 
‘Nofth Wall and Sir John Rogerson’c quay, with hulls and 
anchorchains, sailing westward, sailed by a skiff, a crumpled 
throwaway, rocked on the ferry wzish,* Elijah is coming 9 . 
Finally, at the close of the sixteenth section, we have last 
tidings of this eastward-bound argosy. ‘Elijah, skiff, crump- 
led throwaway, sailed eastward by flanks of ships and 
trawlers, amid an archipelago of corks, beyond new Wapping 
Street past Benson^s ferry, qnd by the threemasted schooner 
Rosevean from Bridgwater with bricks.’ 
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THE EPISODES 
ii. THE SIRENS 

O ne of the most remarkable features of Dublin life in 
the heyday of Mr Bloom was the boundless enthusiasm 
of all classes of citizens for music, especially of the vocal and 
operatic varieties. This passion is illustrated by their cult of 
the divo, 1 carried to a degree unknowh even in Italy. All the 
great singers came to Dublin, and the names of Campanini, 
Joe Maas, Mario, Piccolomini (creator of ‘Violetta’ in Tra- 
viata), Tietjens, Giuglini , . T rebelli-Beftini and many others 
were household words. Their memories went back even to 
the legendary Lablache (the Chaliapin? of his time), who 
was bom (of an Irish mother and French father) in the 
eighteenth century. Other well-known .vocalists of Irish 
blood were Catherine Hayes, William Ludwig ( tie Ledwidge) 
and Foli {he Foley). The personalities and career of such 
artists were an unfailing theme of conversation — the tragic 
finally for example, of Giuglini and of lima de Murska, and 
the curious appearance and supposed rOyal descent of Mario, 
Cavaliere de Candia (who had flourished sixty years before 
and was, for the Irish ‘king’s sons’, the Prince of Candia ). At 
the beginning of the ‘Aeolus episode, watching Mr Brayden 
mount the staircase of the Freeman office, Mr Bloom observes 
that he is ‘like Mario the tenor’ (it was then some thirty years 
since the dealh of Mario) . Red Murray, the foreman, agrees, 
adding: ‘Mario was said to be *he picture* of Our Saviour’. 
To both of them the appearajicli of this tenor was evidently 
as familiar as is still to Londoner or IjTew Yorker the aspect of 
the late Rudolph Valentino. When Trebelli was singing at 
the Old Royal, the Dubliners were wont to unhorse her car- 


1 Second only to their adulation of that other histrion, the political 
leader. 
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riage and draw her in state to her hotel. The first interpreter 
of the roles of Basilio and Don Curzio was Michael Kelly, 
and many of the greatest modern singers (John Sullivan, 
whom Italians consider the most remarkable dramatic tenor 
since the death* of Tamagno, John MacCormack, Margaret 
Sheridan, for example) arc Irish. 

,Dublin is §till, as far as bel canto is concerned, one of the 
most musical cities in the world. Thu famous Palestrina choir 
founded by Edward Martyn (‘Dear Edward 5 of Mr Moore’s 
trilogy) still f(pu'rishes. The Dubliners can still wax enthus- 
iastic over ‘discoveries’ of vocal talent in unlikely quarters 
and any day you may hear one saying to another, over 
a pint of Guinness: ‘There’s a young bricklayer lives down 
Bull Alley and I tell you he’d put all other tenors in the 
world into the shade only for the brickdust he gels down his 
throat!’ Like OdysseuS. at the performance of the divine 
singer Demodocus, the Dubliner is keenly susceptible to the 
voice of one to whom ‘the gods have given minstrelsy as to 
none else’. ' ( 

All through Ulysses we find references to famous singers, to 
music and the fascination of music; the book itself is con- 
structed on a musical pattern and has much of the formal 
intricacy of a fugue. 

James Joyce himself, had he not chosen literature, would 
(as all who have heard him sing are convinced) have made 
his mark as a f singer. The ‘gift of minstrelsy’ is in his blood. 
His father was reputed to have the best tenor voice in Ire- 
land; his great-aunts, pupils of Michael Balfe (see the Story 
The Dead in Dubliners), trilled and warbled in a Dublin 
church up to the age of seventy, and his son seems to be 
carrying on the family tradition. Even now the first question 
Dubliners of his generation ask about the author of Ulysses is 
apt to run: ‘Bobks? Yes, of course he has written some books. 
But — how is his nice ?’ sto r y of Joyce’s abandonment of 

this career, much to the chagrin of his Italian teacher, who 
heard in him the promise of ^ future de Rezke, remains yet 
to be written. 

His earliest work, the 1 book of poems, Chamber Music (pub- 
ished over twenty-two years ago), has been set to music by 
all classes of composers over and over again; one of the poems 
has been set no less than seven tifnes, and even during the 
present year half tjte book has been s$t to music. In fact,.the 
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musical basis of Mr Joyce’s style, specifically illustrated in the 
episode of the Sirens*, is one of the several factors distinguishing 
it from the' work of any other writer. Even the difficult 
passages of the Annk Livia Plurabelle (Anna Liffcy) fragment 
of Work in Progress become lucid, pellucid as running water, 
when read aloud 1 * in the appropriate rhythm and intonation 
by the author. In fact, rhythm is one of th<j clues to tjie 
meaning of Work in Progress, for each of the polymorphous 
personages of the work has his appropriate rhythm and many 
references can be ‘located’ by reference to the^ rhythm of the 
prose. 

This risumi of the musical proclivities of the Dubliners in 
general and of the author of Ulysses in particular seemed not 
unnecessary as an approach to this chapter, the Sirens , which 
both in structure and in diction goes far beyond all previous 
experiments in the adaptation of musical technique and 
timbres to a work of literature. * 


The episode of the Sirens opens with t,wo pages of brief 
extracts from the narrative which follows. These frag- 
mentary phrases appear almost meaningless * to the reader 
till he has perused the chapter to its end; neijertheless, they 
should not be ‘skipped’. They are like the overtures of some 
operas and operettes, in which fragments of the leading 
themes and refrains are introduced to ^prepare the hearer’s 
mood and also to give him, when thesfe truncated themes are 
completed and developed in their proper place, that sense 
of familiarity which, strangely enough, enhances for many 
hearers their enjoyment of a new tune. , 

Speaking of this episode, after* a* 'careful analysis of the 
‘overture*. Professor Chrtius observes : 3 * 

1 A gramophone record (H.M.V.f exists qf his reading of this fragment. 

* So curious is the language of this episode that, when it was sent 
by the author from Switzerland? to England during the Great War, the 
Censoj; held it up, suspecting that it was written in some secret code. 
Two English writers (it is sayi)* examined the work and came to the 
conclusion that it was not ‘code* but literature of some unknown kind. 

*ffeue Schwei&r Rundschau* Heft I, January, ICW29. 
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‘these two pages of seemingly meaningless text form in 
reality a carefully thought out composition, which can only 
be understood when the reader has perused the whole chap- 
ter, and perused it with the greatest attention. The literary 
technic hefe employed is an exact transposition of the musical 
treatment of the leitmotif, the Wagnerian method. But there 
is r this difference, that the musical motif is complete in itself 
and aesthetically satisfying; I can hear a Wagnerian leitmotif 
with enjoyment, even thojugh I cannot place its allusion 
(Valhalla theme? Walsungen theme?). But the word-motif 
unintelligible ’in itself, acquires a meaning only when I relate 
ij to its context. Of “Horrid! And gold flushed more”, I can 
make nothing. Joyce has deliberately ignored this essential 
difference between sounds and words, and, for this reason, his 
experiment is of questionable value.’ 

An answer to this objection (besides the justification for 
Joyce’s technique which I have already suggested, the 
pleasure of musical reminiscence) is that the first notes of 
themes, for instance' the intimapons of the Preislied, are 
equally fragmentary; their meaning and beauty can only be 
apprehended whep Walther sings the complete song. The 
clipped phrases give as much pleasure relatively to the com- 
pleted phrase as /does the leitmotif 

The two barmaids at the Ormond Restaurant, Miss Lydia 
Douce and Miss Mina Kennedy, afe, when the episode opens, 
watching ‘thp viceregal hoofs go by, ringing steel’. Miss 
Douce is convinced that the ‘fellow in the tall silk’ in the 
second carriage has observed her and, of Course, fallen victim 
to her charms. 


‘Her wet lips tittered: 

“He’s killed lookings back.” 

She laughed: 

“O wept! Aren’t men frightful idiots?” 
With sadness. ** ' 1 


Miss Kennedy sauntered Sadly frofn bright light, twining a 
loose hair behind an ear. Sauntering sadly, gold no more, 
she twisted twined a hair. Sadly she twined in sauntering 
gold hair behind a curving ear., 

“It’s them has the fine times,” sadly then she said.’ 


Presently Mr Dedalus strolls into the Ormond. Long prac- 
tice and a natural propensity for philandering have made him 
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expert in the little language of the bar and, opposite him, Miss 
Douce plays her role of arch fascination. After the manner of 
her profession, she soon brings her victim to the drinking 
point. I ^ 

‘ “And what did the doctor order today?” > 

“Well now,” he mused, “whatever you say yourself. I 
think I’ll trouble you for some fresh water and ^ half glass of 
whiskey.” • * 

Jingle. 

“With the greatest alacrity,” Miss Douce* agreed.’ 

The 'jingle ’ here is the distant sound of Blazes Boylan’s 
jaunting-car. On his way to keep his assignation for foiH* 
o’clock with Mrs Bloom, he calls at the Ormond for a glass of 
sloe-gin. As the car approaches we hear it ‘jingling on supple 
rubbers’ and, later, when Mr Bloom is, eating a belated lunch, 
he hears, in reality at first, afterwards with the inner ear of 
imagination, the jingle of the jaunting hero’s car on its way to 
Eccles Street. . , 

Lenehan, the humorous parasite, enters the bar and tries to 
flirt with the barmaids, but is snubbed. For*Lenehan is one 
who ‘never has ft’, as the Dubliners say. Meanwhile, Mr 
Bloom, on his way to the Ormond, stops to buy some note- 
paper for his reply to Martha’s letter. » 

‘Two sheets cream vellum paper one reserve two envelopes 
when I was in Wisdom Hely’s wise Bloom in Daly’s Henry 
Flower bought. Are you not happy in your horfie? Flower to 
console me and a pin cuts lo. Means something, language of 
flow. Was it a daisy? Innocence that is. Respectable girl 
meet after mass. Tanks awfully muchly. Wise Bloom eyed 
on the door a poster, a swaying mermaid smoking mid nice 
waves. Smoke mermaids, coolest whiff of all. Hair stream- 
ing: lovelorn. For some man. ,For Raoul. He eyed and saw 
afar on Essex'trridge a gay hat .riding on a jaunting car. It is. 
Third tirpe. Coincidence. _ * , 

Jingling on supple rubbers it jaunted from the bridge to 
Ormond. quay. Follow. Risk/ it. Go quick. At four. Near 
now. Out. ' 

“Twopence, sir,” the shopgirl dared to say. . 

“Aha ... I was forgetting . . . Excuse.” 

“And four.” ’ 

At four she. Winsomely she on Bloohimwhom smiled. 
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Bloo smi qui go. Temoon. Think you're the only pebble on 
the beach? Does that to all. For men.' « 

In this staccato passage of Mr Bloom’s monologue three 
themes may be observed which haunt hjs musing throughout 
the episodte: Martha’s letter (in which a flower was enclosed), 
th/5 erotic book he has in his pocket ( The Sweets of Sin ) and the 
impending interview between Boylan and Mrs Bloom. He 
tends to associate that other conqueror, Raoul* of The Sweets 
of Sin (‘All the dollar bills her husband gave her were spent in 
the stores on wondrous gowns and costliest frillies. For him! 
for Raoul!’), with the seductive Blazes. 

* Boylan arrives at the Ormond and is hailed by his syco- 
phant. 

‘See the conquering hero comes.’ 

‘He touched to fair Miss Kennedy a rim of his slanted 
straw. She smiled on him. But sister bronze outsmiled her, 
preening for him her richer hair, a* bosom and a rose.’ 

Miss Kennedy for the allurement of the hero’s eyes per- 
forms the bar-parlour trick of sonne t z-la-cloche . Boylan watches 
her gestures wfth some approval* but he is ‘boylan with im- 
patience’ to be off to his rendez-vous. # It is four o’clock and the 
lady waits. The ringing smack of ‘nipped elastic garter 
smackwarm' agajnst a shapely leg — some z la cloche — is but a 
prompter’s callbell for the undress rehearsal of Love's Old 
Sweet Song over which he will preside at No. 7 Eccles Street. 

Meanwhile Mr Bloom, accompanied by Richie Goulding 
(Stephen’s ‘nuncle Richie'), has Entered the lunch-room. 

‘Jingle a tinkle jaunted. 

Bloom heard a jing, a little sound. He’s off. Light sob of 
breath Bloom sighed on the silent bluqhued flowers. Jingling. 
He’s gone. Jingle. Hqar.’ 

‘Pat served uncovered dishes. Leopold cut liverslices. As 
said before he ate with,reUsh tjie inner organs, nitty gizzards, 
fried cods’ rocs .while' Richie Goiflding, Collis, .Ward ate 
steak and kidney, steak then kidney, bite by bite of pie he ate 
Bloom ate they ate. V 

Bloom with Goulding, married in silence, ate. Dinners fit 
for princes.’ 4 

While they eat, Ben Dollard (the ‘bass barreltone’) , *Simon 
Dedalus and ‘Father Cowley’ ar^ providing musical enter- 
tainment at the piano (it has just been tuned by the blind 
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youth to whom Mr Bloom played the good Samaritan earlier 
in the day). Mr Bloom’s mood as usual responds quickly to 
the ambiance and his silent monologue is throughout the 
remainder of this episode impregnated with musical remiqp*- 
cences and allusions) 0 

‘The harping chords of prelude closed. A chord long- 
drawn, expectant drew a voice away. 

“When first J saw that farm endearing .” 

Richie turned. 

“Si Dedalus’ voice,” he said. 

Braintipped, cheek touched with flame, they listened feel- 
ing that flow endearing flow over skin limbs human heart 
soul spine. Bloom signed to Pat, bald Pat is a waiter hard of 
hearing, to set ajar the door of the bar. So. That will do. 
Pat, waiter, waited, waiting to hear, for he was hard of hear 
by the door. 

“ Sorrow from me seemed to depart .” * 

Through the hush of air a voice sang to them, low, not 
rain, not leaves in marmu^ like no voie'e of strings of reeds or 
whatdoyoucallthem dulcimers, touching their still ears with 
words, still hearts, of their each his remembered lives. Good, 
good to hear: sorrow from them each seemed to from both 
depart when first they heard. When fir§t they saw, lost 
Richie, Poldy, mercy of beauty, heard from a person wouldn’t 
expect it in the least, her first merciful lovesoft oftloved word.* 

* Martha it is. Coincidence. Just going to write. Lionel’s 
song. Lovely name you have. Can’t* write. Accept my little 
pres. Play on her heartstrings pursestrings too. She’s a. I 
called you naughty boy. Still the name: Martha. How 
strange! Today.’ 

The lovesong from Martha, Martha’s letter and a memory 
of that romantic soirie when first he saw the form endearing 
of Marion Tweedy are mingled in, Mr Bloom’s soliloquy. 

* “Each, graceful look . , » 

First night when I saw her at Mat Dillon’s in Terenure. 
Yellow, black lace she wore^ Musical chairs. We two the 
last. Fate. After her. Fate. Round and round slow. Quick 
round. W? two. All looked! Halt. Down she sat: All ousted 
looked. Lips laughing. Yellow knees. 

“ Charmed my eye ...” 

Singing. Waiting she sang. I turned her music. Full voice 
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of perfume of what perfume does your lilactrees. Bosom I 
saw, both full, throat warbling. First I saw. She thanked me. 
Why did she me? Fate. Spanishy eyes..’ 

“ Comer I 

It soared, a bird, it held its flight, a swift pure cry, soar 
silver orb it leaped serene, speeding, sustained, to come, don’t 
spin it out too long long breath * he breath long life, soar- 
ing high, high resplendent, aflame, crowned*, high in the 
effulgence symbolistic, high, of the etherial bosom, high, of 
the high vasfr irradiation everywhere all soaring all around 
about the all, the endlessnessnessness. . . .’ 

* The listeners in the concert-room applaud. 

‘Bravo! Clapclap. Goodman. Simon. Clappyclapclap. 
Sound as a bell. Bravo, Simon. Clapclopclap. Encore, en- 
clap, said, cried, clapped all.’ 

In this passage, perhaps, we may f hear an echo of Blake’s 
Dr Clash and Signior Falalasole, a satire on the prevalent taste 
for exotic music , 1 th« final stanza of wjiich is, as Mr Foster 
Damon has remarked, ‘an entire' concert in itself, from the 
entrance of the conductor to the terminal applause’. 

' Gentlemen , Gentlemen! 

Rap , rap , rap , 

Fiddle t Fiddle , Fiddle , 

Clap, Clap, Clap. 

Mr Bloom* begins hig letter to Martha, doing his best to 
conceal what he writes from the gaze of Richie Goulding. 

‘Hope he’s not looking, cute as a rat. He unfurled his 
Freeman. Can’t see 'now. Remember write Greek ees. 
Bloom dipped. Bloo mur; dear sir. Dear Henry wrote: dear 
Mady. Got your lett and flow. Hell did I put? Some pock or 
oth. It is utterl imposs. Underline tmposs. To write today/ 

As he writes, the sound of the piano and the thoughts it 
evokes are interwoven with' memories of Martha’s’letter and 
of the servant next-door (‘whacking a carpet on the clothes 

1 Thus to the Dubliners music was an essentially Italian art and they 
always liked «to allude to songs by their Italian names, even though 
the opera whence they came was by a non-Italian composer and*usually 
sung in English. Thus one would ask the other, ‘How did he sing the 
Dio possenteV (Even bravest hearts may swell), or, as in this episode, demand 
M 'uppari ( When first I saw . . .). 
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line: the way her crooked skirt swings at each whack 5 ) 1 ; as he 
strings together his 'false pearls of sentiment for Martha’s 
benefit, he murmurs\aloud, for Richie’s ('Answering an ad?’ 
'Yes.’), the cliches oj his business. jr 

'Bloom mur: best references. But Henry wrote: it will ex- 
cite me. You know now. In haste. Henry. Greek ee. Betfer 
add postscript. What is Ije playing now? Improvising intef- 
mezzo. P.S. The rum turn turn. How will you pun? You 
punish me? Crooked skirt swinging, whack by. Tell me I 
want to. Know. O. Course if I didn’t I wouldn’t ask. La la 
la ree. Trails off there sad in minor. Why minor sad? Sign 
H. They like sad tail at end. P.P.S. La la la ree. I feel s<5 
sad today. La ree. So lonely. Dee.’ 

The last item of this impromptu concert at the Ormond is 
Ben bollard’s 'trenchant rendition’ of The Croppy Boy . 

' " Bless me father DoJlard the croppy cried. " Bless me and 
let me go” 

Tap. 

Bloom looked, unblessed, to go. Got up to kill: on eighteen 
bob a week. Fellows sh^ll out the dibs. Want to keep your 
weathereye open. Those girls, those lovfely. By the sad sea 
waves. Chorusgirl’s romance. Letters readout for breach of 
promise. From Chickabiddy’s own Mumpsypum. Laughter 
in court. Henry. I never signed it. The lovely name you. 

Low sank the music, air and words. Then hastened. The 
false priest rustling soldier from his cassock. A yeoman cap- 
tain. They know it all by heart. The Thrill they itch for. 
Yeoman cap. 

Tap. Tap.’ 

The jingle of Boylan’s car has ceased; he has arrived at 
Mrs. Bloom’s. A new motif makes itself heard* in <he closing 
pages of the episode — the blind tunef tapping his way back to 
the Ormond to recover t^ie tuning-fork 1 whjch he left on the 
piano. 

1 In the midst of the musical enthusiasm, the dialogue of melody and 
accompaniment, there is one instrument, trustiest of all, an Odysseus 
with his ears open on the perilbus voyage past the Sirens’ isle, that 
does not play — the tuning-fork, the conscience of the episode. An 
emblem, this, of Mr Bloom;* among these eccentrics, enthusiasts, 
patriots, braggarts, he alone stands for the norm of humanity, homo 
sapiens . 
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‘By l ose, by satiny bosom, by the fondling hand, by slops, 
by empties, by popped corks, greeting in'going, past eyes and 
maidenhair, bronze and faint gold in cjfeepseashadow, went 
Bf^om, soft Bloom, I feel so lonely Bloom. 

Tap. Tap. Tap. 

JPray for him, prayed the bass of Dollard. You who hear in 
peace. Breathe a prayer, drop a tear, good men, good people. 
He was the croppy boy.’ * 

Mr Bloom tramps out of the Ormond to the rhythm of a 
marching song and the echo of remembered streetcries. 

‘Instruments. A blade of grass, shell of her hands, then 
f)low. Even comb and tissue paper you can knock a tune out 
of. Molly in her shiffin Lombard street west, hair down. I 
suppose each kind of trade made its own, don’t you see? 
Hunter with a horn... . . Cloche. Sonnez la. Shepherd his 
pipe. Policeman a whistle. Locks pnd keys! Sweep! Four 
o’clock all’s well! . . . Drum? Pompedy. Wait, I know. 
Towncrier, bumbailiff. Long John.* Waken the dead. Pom. 
Dignam. Poor Jittle nominedominet Pom. It is music, I mean 
of course it’s all pom pom pom very much what they call da 
capo. Still you can. hear. As we march we march along, 
march along. Pom.’ 


The two Sirens, seated in a flowery mead , 1 ‘bfewitch all 
men’ and ‘enthrall .them with their clear singing’. The 
Sirens are not mere cantatrices, they are also magicians who 
‘bind’ men with their spells. The Semitic roots sir-en, in com- 
bination, signify the song vf enthralment. The two mermaids 
of the bar, bronze Misg E>ouce and gold Miss Kennedy, prac- 
tise their arts of fascination on all wjio approach them. Miss 
Douce gaily polishes a tumbler trilling (for Mr Dedalus’ 
benefit) : , 

i 

‘As M. B£ra rd points out, the word here translated ‘mead’ is the 
Greek versiod of the Semitic root abet and is used also to describe the 
'soft meadow of violets and parsley’ which surrounded Calypso^ home. 
The rocks of-the Sirens, a group of islands near Capri, are covered with 
low herbs and meadows of narcissus. The Sirens, like Calypso, had a 
A ei/n&v’ dv6eft6svra. . 
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0, Idolores, queen of the eastern seas. 1 

Like the Sirens’ meadow, the Ormond dining-tables are 
adorned with flowers; one of the humorous catches of the 
episode is ‘Blue Bloom is on the rye’, a recall, perhaps, ofrtffic 
fate of Shakespeare who was (as Stephen told us) “overborne 
in a rye-field’ by a boldfaced Stratford wench. 

Between th$ acres of the rye * 

Those pretty countryfolk would lie. 

The Homeric correspondences in this episode are, gener- 
ally speaking, rather literal than symbolic, Ihe Siren bar- 
maids ‘cowered under their reef of counter’, bronze by gold. 
Miss Douce tells Mr Dedalus that she has been at the seaside 
‘lying out on the strand all day’. ‘That was exceedingly 
naughty of you,’ Mr Dedalus remarks, pressing her hand. 
‘Teiripting poor simple males.’ She is wearing a rose, set off 
by maidenhair, at her breast. Mr Dedalus, filling his pipe, 
‘fingered shreds of hair, her maidenhair, her mermaid’s, into 
the bowl’. We see a Sjren again in the poster, ‘a swaying 
mermaid smoking mid niefc waves. Smoke njermaid, coolest 
whiff of all. Hair streaming: lovelorn/ There is hung in the 
music-room a dusty seascape: A Last Farewell . ‘A headland, a 
ship, a sail upon the billows. Farewell. A lovely girl, her veil 
awave upon the wind upon the headland, tV ind around her.’ 
The bar itself is described in terms of a seascape. Miss 
Douce lowers the drop-blind. ‘She drew about her bronze 
. . . slow cool dim seagreey sliding depth of shadow, eau de 
JW/.’ -‘They pined in depth of ocean shadow, gold by the 
beerpull, bronze by maraschino.’ 

‘Douce now. Douce Lydia. Bronze -ahd rose. 

She had a gorgeous/ simply gorgeous, time. And look at 
the lovely shell she brought. 

To the end of the bar to him she bore lightly*thd spiked and 
winding sealxbrn that he, George .Lidwell, solicitor, might 
hear. .... * , » 

Bloom through the bardoor saw a shell held at their ears. 
He heardanore faintly that that they^heard, each for himself 

1 The correct version of this line (from Leslie Stuart’s Florodora , a 
musical comedy which had a grfeat vogue at the beginning of the cen- 
tury) i& Ok , my Dolores , etc. Miss Douce, ‘Idolores, a queen, Dolores’, 
who, like the Sirens, sings by ear, not by the score, has made a happy 
slip. The fate of the Croppy Boy is, later, associated with this refrain. 
‘At Geneva barrack that young man died. Dolor! O he dolores!’ 

247 



JAMES JOYCE’S ULTSSES 

alone, t hen each for other, hearing the plash of waves, loudly, 
a silent roar. , 

Bronze by a weary gold; anear, afaq, they listened, 
xljer ear too is a shell, the peeping lobe there. Been to the 
seaside. lively seaside girls. Skin tanned raw. . . . Hair 
braided over: shell with seaweed. . . . 

.The sea thjy think they hear. Singing. A roar. The blood 
is it. Souse in the ear sometimes. Well, it’s a sea. Corpuscle 
islands.’ 1 

fr 

The language and content of this episode (its technique is 
the fuga per canonem) are throughout handled in a character- 
istically musical manner. The theme is rarely simple; there 
are generally two, three or four overlapping parts , which, 
synchronized by intertwinement in the same sentence, or 
closely juxtaposed, produce the effect of a chord of music. He 
whp reads such passages as certain cultured concert-goers 
prefer to hear a fugue — with the parts kept mentally distinct 
in four, or less, independent horizontal lines of melody — will 
miss much of the curious emotive quality of Mr Joyce’s prose 
in this episode. •Formost of the sensuous value of music, the 
enthralment of the Sirens’ song, i^. missed by the musical 
‘high-brow’ who forces himself to analyse the sounds he 
hears and separate the music ill to independent lines of hori- 
zontal parts. 2 To enjoy to die full the emotion of symphonic 
music the hearer should be aware of it as a sequence of 
chords, listen vertically as well as horizontally. And this holds 
good not only for the rofnantics such as Beethoven and yVag- 
ner, who (especially* the latter) ‘think in chords’,* but also, 
though in a somewhat less degree, for contrapuntal fuguists 
like Bach. * ^ 

The various themes a # re introduced in the fugal manner: the 
first, the Subject is obviously the Sirens’ song: the Answer , Mr 
Bloom’s entry and monologufe; Boylan is the tyunter-Subject . 
The Episodes or DivertimeAti ar6 the songs by Mr Dedalus and 

1 Cf. Stephen’s monologue in the Proteus episode: ‘tides, myriadislanded 
within her, blood not mine, oinopa ponton, a winedark sea’. This is one 
of many passages in the efrty episodes of Ulysses which prepare the 
reader’s mind for the meeting of Stephen with Bloom, a hint of their 
mystical ‘atonement’. * 

* I anticipate the retort: De tefabula. But I refer to the concert-goer 
when he is actually listening to the music. If he study the score outside 
the concert-room, he loses nothing and may find his pleasure enhanced 
by the knowledge he has acquired. 
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Ben Dollard. The Episodes, Subject, Answer and Qmnter- 
Subject are often bound together contrapuntally» in the 
narrative or in the' texture of Mr Bloom’s monologue (as 
illustrated in several of the extracts already given). 

The effect of this technique is to thicken the tenure dt the 
narrative and, especially, the silent monologue. Certain pass- 
ages (one of these was quoted and analysed in an introduc- 
tory chapter) , while they flatter the ear by the rithness of their 
rhythms, demand the exercise of a keen memory and intui- 
tion for their complete understanding. Woflds are truncated, 
augmented, anastomosed. Phrases are clipped, interlocked. 

‘Goulding, a flush struggling in his pale, told Mr Bloom, 
face of the night Si, in Ned Lambert’s, Dedalus house, sang 
’ Twas rank and. fame’ The technic is explained with humorous 
precision in the next sentence. 

‘He, Mr Bloom, listened while he? Richie Goulding, told 
him, Mr Bloom, of the jiight he, Richie, heard him, Si Dfcda- 
lus, sing ’ Twas rank and fame in his, Ned Lambert’s, house.’ 

By the separation of the adjective pale from its noun face a 
curiously significant amphibology is contrived. 

Again, Mr Blopm, after writing his letter to Martha, says to 
himself: ‘Blot over the 6ther so he can’t read. Idea prize tit- 
bit. Something detective read off blottingpad. Payment at 
the rate of guinea per col. Matcham oiten thinks of the 
laughing witch. Poor Mrs Purefoy. U.p.: up.’ 

The process of ‘modulation’ which leads from first to last 
word in this fragment is typical. That morning, in the privy, 
Mr Bloom read in Tit-Bits the prize tidbit, Matcham' s Master- 
stroke, which begins ‘Matcham often thinks of the master- 
stroke by which he won the laughing Adtch who now. . . .’ 
The author’s name was Philip Beaufoy. Mr Bloom wonders 
if he, too, could earn a guinea or *two by writing a prize 
tit-bit. Later in the morning he meets Mrs Breen in the 
street and asks her if she ever .sees anything of ‘Mrs Beaufoy’. 

* “Mina Purefoy?” she said. , » 

Philip Beaufoy I was thinking. Matcham often . . . 
“Yes..” ’ # , 

An association is thus formed between Mina 1 Purefoy, 
the friend who is ‘three days bad’ in the Lying-in Hospital 

1 This allusion to Mina Purefoy, the Christian -namesake of the bar- 
maid Mina Kennedy, serves to draw attention to the nomenclature of 
the latter. The name ‘Mina’ is pronounced in Ireland with the i as in 
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and PMlip Beaufoy. ‘Poor Mrs Purefoy!’ Just before telling 
Mr Bloom of Mrs Purefoy’s condition, , Mrs Breen showed 
him the anonymous postcard her huspand had received, 
‘ILp.: up . 9 Thus the thought of Mrs Purefoy is associated 
with Mr Breen’s postcard. ( 

Of the hundreds of musical forms verbally reproduced in 
the course of this episode I select a few to illustrate the 
lines on whi£h Mr Joyce has set his Canto of Jthe Sirens to 
unheard music ‘of some unknown kind 5 . 

Mr Bloom thinks of the days to come when Marion’s lovers 
will have abandoned beauty in decay. ‘Leave her: get tired. 
Suffer then. Snivel. Big Spanishy eyes goggling at nothing, 
tier wavyavyeavyheavyeavyevyevy hair un comb:’d.’ The 
last phrase here is a trillando , and the word uncombed is written 
exactly as a singer might have to enounce it at the close of a 
cadence. 

‘Will? You? I. Want. You. To’ if a staccato effect; ‘lur- 
ing, ah, alluring’ an appoggiatura (an ornamentation of the 
basic word luring ). The triumphanf knock of Boylan, the 
‘cock o’ the roosj;’, sounds martellato : ‘One rapped on a door, 
one tapped with a knock, did he knock Payl de Kock, with 
a loud proud knocker, with a cock carracarracarra cock. 
Cockcock .’ 1 Miss Mina Kennedy bending across the coun- 
ter whispers sordamente to the ‘gentleman with the tankard’ 
that the singer is Ben Dollard. There are several portamento or 
glissando effects, the words slide on into one another, as in 
‘Rain. Diddle, iddle, addle, oodle, oodle.’ There is the 
rhythm, sound and form of a rondo in the passage: ‘From the 
saloon a call came, long in dying. That was a tuningfork the 
tuner had that he fcfgot that now he struck. A call again. 
That now he poised that it now throbbed. You hear? It 

minor . Of the two barmaids/ Miss Kennedy is in the minor ; she has less 
to say* is softer, le£s provocative than her colleague, the /hypomixoly- 
dian* Miss Lydia Douce, whose ‘relative minor’ she is. ** 

1 Boylan’s cockcrow is doubtless an allusiop to that curious fowl the 
caracara, described by Bulfon. ‘I thus name (Caracara) this handsome 
bird from the Antilles. P6re du Tertre says of him: “This pheasant is 
a very handsome bird, bulkyg as a c^pon, but taller, with a peacock’s 
legs. . . . His neck and breast plumage are of a line gleaming blue, as 
picturesque as peacock’s feathers; his back is brownish-grey, his wings 
and tail, which are rather short, are black. When this bird is domesti- 
cated, he behaves as if he were the master in the house. Easily tamed, 
he grows so familiar in his ways that he will tap at the door with his 
beak to gain admittance”.’ 

f 

\ 
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throbbed, pure, purer, softly and softlier its buzzing irongs. 
Longer in dying call.’ ' 

The devices of suspension and resolution are frequently 
employed, as in the passage: ‘Upholding the lid Jie (w^o?) 
gazed in the coffin ‘(coffin?) at the oblique triple (piano!) 
wires.’ (Intellection is suspended till the last word resolves 
the mystery.) Examples of ‘hollow fifths’ ( quipto vuoto) are 
such words as ‘Blmstup’,’ where the ‘thirds’, the letters oo and 
ood ( Bloom stood up) are omitted, and such sentences as ‘Why 
did she me?’ and ‘Milly no taste’, where tlie central verb is 
omitted between subject and object. Thus the hearer of an 
‘empty fifth’ instinctively fills up the gap with a major third. 
There is a fermata effect (a note held beyond its normal dura- 
tion), the aftermath of an affrettando passage (already quoted), 
in the ‘held’ word endlessnessnessness . . . 

The closing sentence of the following passage illustrates^the 
‘polyphonic’ treatment* of words in this episode. 

‘It was the only language Mr Dedalus said to Ben. He 

heard them as a boy in Rlngabella, Crosshaven, Ringabella, 

singing their barcaroles. Queenstown harbour full of Italian 

ships. Walking, you know, Ben, in the moonlight with those 

earthquake hats. Blending their voices. God, such music, 

Ben. Heard as a boy. Cross Ringabella haven mooncarole.’ 

• 

The gradual augmentation of a chord is paralleled in such 
sequences as ‘inexquisite contrast, contrast inexquisite non- 
exquisite’ and ‘vast manldss moonless womoonless marsh’. 

There is an obvious final cadence — dominant, tonic (twice 
repeated) — in ‘Big Benaben. Big Bqnben. Big Benben’. 
(Dominant seventh followed by two perfect chords.) 

Molly Bloom stands' intuitively for what would be in music 
a sense of ‘absolute pitch’. ‘With look to look: spngs without 
words. Mo'Jy that [Italian] hurdygurdy boy. She knew he 
meant the monkey was sick; . . .* Understand animals too 
that way. Solomon did. Gift of nature.’ 

The bringing together of all the persons at the bar, under 
abridged names, and of fragments of thematic material from 
preceding pages, in a swift simultaneous clink of libation, is 
clearly the stretto of the fugue. 

‘Near bronze from anqar near gold from afar they chinked 
their clinking glasses all, brighteyed and gallant, before 
bronze Lydia’s tempting last rose of summer, rose of Castille. 
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First lid, De, Cow, Ker, Doll, a fifth: Lidwell, Si Dedalus, 
Bob GoWley, Kernan and Big Ben Dollard.’ 

Not only is this episode composed on musical lines, the 
terminology also is rife with musical allusions. ‘Miss Ken- 
nedy witlr manners transposed the teafray down to an up- 
turned lithia crate, safe from eyes, low.’ ‘Backache he 
(Bichie Gouging). Next item on the programme. Paying 
the piper. . . . Stave it off awhile.’ “Callous: aH for his own 
gut.’ ‘All trio laughed.’ ‘Want to listen sharp.’ ‘Rift in the 
lute.’ ‘Tenors«get women by the score.’ ‘Fit as a fiddle.’ ‘In 
a giggling peal young goldbronze voices blended., . . . They 
threw young heads back, bronze gigglegold, to let freefly 
their laughter . . . signals to each other, high piercing notes.’ 
‘Harmony Avenue, Donnybrook.’ The climax of the song 
from Martha is rendered in almost technical terms. ‘Quitting 
all langour Lionel cried ‘in grief, in cry of passion dominant to 
love* to return with deepening yet rising chords of harmony.’ 
After the dominant comes inevitably thf return. Thus Stephen 1 
expounds the perfectiofi of the octave. ‘The fundamental and 
the dominant are separated by the greatest possible interval 
which ... is the greatest possible ellipse consistent with the 
ultimate return.* 


In no other episode, perhaps, of Ulysses has Mr Joyce 
attained such a complete ‘atonement’ between subject-mat- 
ter and form. To Professor Curtius the experiment appeared 
‘of questionable value’, and, if i t were a mere tour de force, an 
artificial grafting of musical on vdrbal idiom, musicolitpral 
virtuosity, his doubt would be well-founded. But here the 
musical rhythm, the jsonority and counterpoint of the prose 
are evocative of the thdme itself, the Sirens’ ‘song of enthral- 
ment’. This episode differs from most "examples of ‘musical 
prose’ in that the meaning does not lose but is, rather, inten- 
sified by the combination of the two arts; sense js not sacri- 
ficed to sound but the tfoo'are so harmonised that, unless his 
ears, like the Achae*ans’, are sealed with wax against the spell, 
the reader, hearkening to ‘the voice sweet as the honeycomb 
and having joy thereof, will go bn his way the wisef ’. 2 


1 Page 475. • 

* Odyssey, XII, 186-8. 

o \ 5 ydg mb Tig rfjSe naQ^aae vrji jueXatvn, 

jigtv y' fifiicov fieXlyriQW and <rtofidrwv Bn' axoBoat, 

dAA’ o ye Tegyidfievoe veirai xal nAetova elSaig. 
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THE EPISODES 
12. THE CYCLOPS 

T he story of this episode is told by a simple and bibu- 
lous Dubliner, a nondescript, in the highly coloured 
idiom of the profane vulgar. His simple periods are punctu- 
ated *by Our Lady’s adjective, an emphasis that flows from 
the heart. Since Pygmalion and the Georgian novelists, how- 
ever, that word, once unprintable, has ceased to alarm, and 
no excuse is needed for its frequent appearance in the 
course of the following pfoges. It occurs thrice in the first 
paragraph of the episode and this average is well main- 
tained throughout the remainder. The narrator uses ‘bloody’ 
both in its pejorative sense and as a mere intensive, the 
latter usage being*, strange to say, etymologically the more 
exact. 

• 

‘I was just passing the time of day with old Troy of the 
D.M.P. at the corner of Arbour hiH there and be damned 
but a blopdy sweep came along and hfc near drove his gear 
into my eye. I turned round to let him have the weight of my 
tongue when who should I see dodgiilg along Stony Batter 
only Joe Hynes. 

“Lo, Joe,” says I. “How are you* blowing? Did you see 
that bloody .chimneysweep near shove my eye out with his 
brush?”’ 

Joe and the narrator, after d short conversation, decide 
to enter t Barney Kieman’s bar, where they find a fierce 
Sinn Feiner, dubbed ‘the citizen’, *having ‘a great confab 
with himself’ and an equally aggressive mongrel named 
Garryowen. Joe stands drinks and produces a sovereign in 
payment. 

‘Begob the sight nearly left my eyes when I saw him land 
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out a nuid. O, as true as I’m telling you. A goodlooking 
sovereign. 

“And there’s more where that came from,” says he. 

‘‘Were ^you robbing the poorbox, Joe?” says I. 

‘ kiweat of my brow,” says Joe. “ ’Twas the prudent mem- 
ber gave me the wheeze.” ’ 

• The ‘prudent member’ is Mr Bloom who ( vide the Aeolus 
episode) reminded Mr Hynes earlier in the day that he had 
money to draw at the Freeman office, in the hope (unrealized) 
that Hynes would at last repay a loan of three shillings. 

The Citizen declaims against the Irish Independent which he 
is reading, ‘founded by Parnell to be the workingman’s friend’. 
The soi-disant patriotic organ specializes in notices of births 
and deaths which have occurred in England. ‘How’s that 
for a national press, eh, my brown son? How’s that for 
Martin Murphy, the feantry jobber?’ 

‘Little Alf Bergan popped in round the door and hid be- 
hind Barney’s snug, squeezed up with the laughing, and who 
was sitting up there in the corner'that 1 hadn’t seen snoring 
drunk, blind to the world, only Bob Doran. I didn’t know 
what was up and Alf kept making signs at the door. And 
begob what was it only that bloody old pantaloon Denis 
Breen in his bath slippers with two bloody big books tucked 
under his oxter and the Wife hotfoot after him, unfortunate 
wretched woman trotting like a pbodle. I thought Alf would 
split. * . 

“Look at him,” says he. “Breen. He’s traipsing all round 
Dublin with a postcard someone sent him with u.p. : up on it 
to take a li . . .” • . 

And he doubled up. 

“Take a what?” says I. 

“Libel attion,” says he, “fpr ten thousand pounds.” ’ 

Presently Mr Bloom, approaches. f 

‘Old Garryowcn started growling 'again at Bloom that was 
skeezing round the door. 

“Come in, come on,< he won’t eat you,” says the citizen. 

So Bloom slopes in with his cod’s eye on the dog and he 
asks Terry Was Martin Cunningham there.’ 

Alf Bergan produces a bundle of ‘hangmen’s letters’ from 
his pocket for the entertainment of the company and Joe 
reads one out. 
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7 Hunter Street 

Liiirpool 

‘ To the High Sheriff of Dublin, 

Dublin . 

Honoured sir i beg to offer my services in the abovementioned pcaiful 
case i hanged Joe Gann in Bootle jail on the 12 of February 1900 
and i hanged private Arthur Chace for fowl murder of Jessie Tilsit 
in Pentonville prison and i was assistant when Billington executed the 
awful murderer Toad Smith i have a special nark of putting the noose 
once in he carCt get out hoping to be favoured i refhai { p, honoured sir , 
my terms is five ginnese. 

H. Rumbold 

Master Barber 5 

The Citizen brings the conversation round to his favourite 
topic, politics, and Mr Bloom suffers himself to be drawn 
into an argument. ‘And the citizen *and Bloom having t an 
argument about the point, the brothers Sheares and Wolfe 
Tone beyond on Arbour Hill and Robert Emmet and die for 
your country, the Tommy* Moore touch about Sara Curran 
and she’s far from the land. 5 ’ 

4 “The memory of the dead, 55 says the citizen taking up his 
pintglass and glaring at Bloom. 

“Ay, ay,” says Joe. 

“You don’t grasp my point, 55 stfys Bloom. “What I mean 
is . . . 55 

“Sinn Fein!" says the citizen. “Sinn fein 9 amhain! The 
friends we love are . by our side and the foes we hate before 
us. 55 5 

Presently Mr Bloom explains that he has come in the hope 
of meeting Martin Cunningham, to arrange for payment of 
Dignam’s insurance to the widow. But, for all his good- 
heartedness, Mr Bloom is odious to the Boeotian narrator. 

‘He starts all confused mucking it up about the mortgagor 
under the act like the ford chancellor giving it out on the 
bench and for the benefit of the wife and that a trust is 
created bht on the other hand that Dlgnam owed Bridgeman 
the money and now if the ydfe or the widow contested the 
mortgagee’s right till he near had the head of me addled with 
his mortgagor under the act. He was bloody safe he wasn’t 
run in himself under the act that time as a rogue and vaga- 
bond only he had a friend in court. Selling bazaar tickets or 
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what do you call it royal Hungarian privileged lottery. True 
as you\e there. O, commend me to an israelite! Royal and 
privileged Hungarian robbery.’ 

With ejich round of drinks the Citizen becomes more and 
more patriotic. ‘Off they started about Irish sport and 
sheneen games the like of the lawn tennis and about hurley 
and putting Jhe stone and racy of the soil and building up a 
nation once again and all to that/ Joe enquires about the 
concert tour, organized by Blazes Boylan, in which ‘Mrs B. 
is the bright particular star’. ‘Hoho begob, says I to myself, 
says I. That explains the milk in the cocoanut and absence of 
hair on the animal’s chest. Blazes doing the tootle on the 
flute. Concert tour. Dirty Dan the dodger’s son of Island 
bridge that sold the same horses twice over to the government 
to fight the Boers. . . . That’s the bucko that’ll organise her, 
take my tip. ’Twixt rhe and you Caddereesh.’ 

Messrs O’Molloy and Lambert enter and the conversation 
now turns to Mr Breen’s famous libel action. The Citizen 
observes that Mrs Brdfen is to be piped for marrying a half and 
half. 

‘ “How half and half?” says Bloom. “Do you mean that 
he . . .” 

“Half and half I mean,” says the citizen. “A fellow that’s 
neither fish nor flesh.” 

“Nor good red herring,” says Joe. 

“That’s what I mean,” says the citizen. “A pishogue, if 
you know what that is'-” 

Begob I saw there was trouble coming.’ 

The talk veers r6und to the Jewish problem whereon Mr 
Deasy gave wise council to Stephen’ earlier in the day. 

‘Those are nice things,’ says the Citizen, a Nestor come to 
judgment, “coming over here to Ireland filling the country 
with bugs.’ \ • * 

John Wyse Nolan and Lenehan join the party; the latter is 
depressed, for the results of the Ascot Gold Cup are out; 
Throwaway, an outsider, won,, the race. 

‘Twenty to one. Such is life in an outhouse. Takes the 
biscuit and talking about bullions. Frailty, thy name is 
Sceptre * 

The Citizen continues his fulminations; now, the varia- 
tion on his perennial theme is a homily on the brutality of 
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punishments in the navy. Bloom, as usual, takes the moderate 
view. / 

4 “But,” says Bloom, “isn’t discipline the same every- 
where? I mean wouldn’t it be the same here if you# put force 
against force?” # * 

Didn’t I tell you? As true as I’m drinking this porter i£he 
was at his last gasp he’d try to downface you that dying wifs 
living. • 

“We’ll put force against force,” says the citizen. “We have 
our greater Ireland beyond the sea. They were driven out of 
house and hpme in the black 47. Their mudcabins and their 
shielings by the roadside were laid low by the battering- 
ram . . . But those that came to the land of the free remem- 
ber the land of bondage. And they will come again with a 
vengeance, no cravens, the sons of Granuaile, the champions 
of Kathleen ni Houlihan.” * t 

“Perfectly true,” says? Bloom. “But my point was . . ’ 

For the moment they* do not let hinj state his point, but, 
presently, not without ccfarage, Mr Bloom returns to the 
attack. 

• 

c “Persecution,” says He, “all the histopy of the world is full 
of it. Perpetuating national hatred among nations.” 

“But do you kno\v what a nation means?’* says John Wyse. 

“Yes,” says Bloom. 

“What is it?” says John Wyse. # 

“A nation?” says Bloom* “A nation is the same people 
living in the same place.” • 

“By God, then,” says Ned, laughing, “if that’s so I’m a 
nation for I’m living in the same place fer'the past five years.” 

So of course everyone had a laugh at Bloom and says he, 
trying to muck out of it: • 

“Or also living in different places.” 

4 ‘That co^rs my case,” says Joo. * 

“What is your nation if I may ask?” says the citizen. 

“Ireland,” says Bloom. “I was born here. Ireland.” 1 

1 Such arguments — as to what ish man’s 1 ‘fatherland’ — were familiar 
to the Greeks, as Samuel Butler has pointed out (The Authoress of the 
Odyssey , page 146). Thus a character in Aristophanes suggests that a 
man’s fatherland is any place where he is making money, and another 
(in Euripides) that it is any lahd that will feed him. The reasons why 
such problems should have a special appeal to Greeks and Dubliners 
alike are Suggested in Chapter IV of my Introduction. 
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The citizen said nothing only cleared the spit out of his 
gullet s^nd, gob, he spat a Red bank oyster out of him right in 
the comer.’ 

‘ “Are yoti talking about the new Jerusalem?” says the 
citiYm. ' , 

“I'm talking about injustice,” says Bloom. 

. “Right,” says John Wyse. “Stand up to it then with force 
like men.” * « . 

That’s an almanac picture for you. Mark for a softnosed 
bullet. Old l^rdyface standing up to the business end of a 
gun. Gob, he’d adorn a sweepingbrush, so he would, if he 
only had a nurse’s apron on him. And then he collapses all of 
a sudden, twisting round all the opposite, as limp as a wet 
rag. 

“But it’s no use,” says he. “Force, hatred, history, all 
that. That’s not the ‘life for men and women, insult and 
haired. 

Mr Bloom decides to go round tq the court to see if Cun- 
ningham is there. Lenehan surmises *' 

‘ “the courthouse is a blind. He had a few bob on Throwaway 
and he’s gone to gather in the shekels.” 

“Is it that whiteeyed kaffir?” says the citizen, “that never 
backed a horse in anger in his life.” • 

“That’s where he’s gonfe,” says Lenehan. “I .met Bantam 
Lyons going to back that horse ohly I put him off it and he 
told me Bloom gave hyn the tip. Bet you what you like he 
has a hundred shillings to five on. He’s the only man in 
Dublin has it. A dark horse.” ’ 

It will be recalled* that earlier in the day ( vide the Lotus- 
eaters episode) Bantam Lyons asked Mr Bloom to show him the 
racing column in his paper and Mr Bloom replied that he 
was just going to throw it away. 

‘ “What’s that?” \ * . # 

“I say you can keep it,” Mr Bloom answered. ‘.‘I was go- 
ing to throw it away that moment.” ’ 

The unconscious uttarance pf this omen by Mr Bloom and 
Lyons’ manner of retailing it spell trouble for the former on 
his return tb Barney Kieman’s* (where, meanwhile, Martin 
Cunningham has arrived). To drunkenness and chauvinism, 
the third ingredient of a perfect pogrom — a mistake of fact 
— is now added. The thirsty patriots expect that Mr Bloom 
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will pay a winner’s tribute — drinks all round. But Mr Bloom 
cannot understand their hints. / 

‘ “Come on boys,” says Martin, seeing it was looking blue. 
“Come along now.” » ^ 

“Don’t tell anyone?,” says the citizen, letting a bawl out of 
him. “It’s a secret.” * 

And the bloody dog ^yoke up and let a growl. 

“Bye bye dll,” says Martin. 

And he got them out as quick as he could.’ 

‘But begob I was just lowering the heel of th*e pint when I 
saw the citizen getting up to waddle to the door, puffing and 
blowing with the dropsy and he cursing the curse of Crom- 
well on him, bell, book and candle in Irish, spitting and 
spatting out of him and Joe and little Alf round him like a 
leprechaun trying to pacify him. 

“Let me alone,” says he. 

And begob he got as far as the door and they holding him 
and he bawls out o£ him: 

“Three cheers for Israe/!” ’ . 

A crowd collects and Martin tells the jarvey of his 
jaunting-car to drive ahead; the Citizen bawls, a loafer 
starts singing ‘If the man in the moon jvas a jew, jew, 
jew’. 

Mr Bloom retorts. 

‘ “Mendelssohn was a jew and Karl Marx and Mercadante 
and Spinoza. And the Savi6ur was a jew and his father was a 
jew. Your God.” 

“He had no father,” says Martin. “That’ll do now. Drive 
ahead.” 

“Whose God?” says the citizen. 

“Well, his uncle was a jew,” says ne. “Yqur.God was a 

jew. Christ syas a jew like me!” ’ , 

• * # 

The Citizen is beside himself with fury. # 

‘I’ll brain that bloody jewman for using the holy name. 
... I’ll crucify him so I will. Give us that biscuitbox 
here.’ 

‘As luck would have it the jarvey got the nag’s head round 
the other way and off with him. 

“Hold on, citizen,” says Joe. “Stop!” 

Begob he drew his hand and made a swipe and let fly. 
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Mercy of God the sun was in his eyes or he’d have left him 
for dea<(.’ 

Thus Mr Bloom, escaping the blind fury of the Sinn Feiner, 
survives tp fulfil his self-imposed errand of mercy. 


The adventure of Odysseus with the ‘monster Polypheme’ 
reflects but little credit on the vaunted sagacity of the hero; 
he had, indeed, a regrettable habit of ‘looking for trouble’* 
and only proved himself ‘rich in counsel’ when escape from 
the consequences of an imprudence had to be contrived. No 
doubt he was wary enough at first, and concealed his .fleet 
in the bay of an islet hear the land of the Cyclopes, where 
there was an hospitable cave ringed* with tall poplars and 
abundance of water and goats, whereon he and his men 
feasted to their hearts’ content. I^ut* the spirit of adventure 
urged him to ‘make proof of these Cyclopes, what manner of 
folk they are’ — the same spirit that led Mr* Bloom, unwisely 
wise, to make proof bf the humanity of the loafers assembled 
in Kiernan’s bar, Odysseus came to the puter court of the 
monster’s den, ‘built with stones, deep bedded, and with tall 
pines and oaks with high crown of.leaves’. With twelve men 
he entered the cave, carrying a skin of dark wine for its 
owner (temporarily absent), that ,! monstrous thing’. Homer 
gives us a detailed inventory of the contents of the .cave, the 
baskets well laden wjth cheeses, the milk-pails and bowls, the 
folds thronged with lambs and kids, ‘each kind penned by 
itself, the firstlings apart, and the summer lambs apart, apart 
too the youpglings of the flock’. (It will be observed that 
there are several inventories br catalogues in tjie Homeric 
manner in the course ofcthis episode.) Presently the Cyclops 
came home and questioned. the warfderers, answering their 
polite and pious plea for hospitality with blasphemous invec- 
tive. Then the sturdy p&triot broke the heads of two bf the 
Achaean immigrants and made his supper of them, eating 
‘like a lion of the hills’. Odysseus, ‘prudent member*, re- 
sisted an impulse to attack the .monster. Next day, still 
prisoner in the cave, he contrived a means of escape, sharpen- 
ing a dub to a point and hardening it in the fire. At night- 
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fall the guest played the part of host, offering copious bowls 
of unmixed wine to the giant, who was greatly nullified: 
‘Give me it again of thy grace and tell me of thy name.* 
‘Noman is my name/ Odysseus replied, ‘and Nqman they 
call me, my father »and my mother and all* my feliftws.’ 
Presently, when the Cyclops was sunk in drunken slocp, 
Odysseus, having heated the sharp end of the cjub in the fire, 
drove it into the giantV eye. The Cyclopes, his kinsmen of 
the hills, awakened by his cries for help, asked who harmed 
him. ‘No man is slaying me by guile nor at aU by force/ he 
replied. Our brother is delirious, they thought, and slept 
again. 

At dawn Odysseus and his men escaped by a stratagem 
and embarked on their ship. The Cyclops hurled a rock at 
the fugitives but, blinded as he was, missed his target. 
Odysseus, despite the admonitions 6f his ship’s company, 
shouted a challenge, and the giant riposted with another 
rock which fell behind the rudder and drove the ship forward 
to safety. • # , * 

Thus the negation contained in his pseudonym delivered 
Odysseus; for Odysseus (’ Odvaaevc , ;) is formed from two roots — 
Noman-Zcus (Oting-Zevg ) . 

‘What universal binomial denominations would be his as 
entity and nonentity? 1 

Assumed *by any or known to none. Everyman or No- 
man.’ 2 # 

1 It.may here be noted that, from the Semitic point of view, anony- 
mity may *be positively identified with nonentity. In La Civilisation 
Phinicienne (page 108) Dr. Contenau observes: ‘On remarquera que la 
plupart des noms divins sont une periphrase (An example of such a peri- 
phrasis occurs towards tho close of this episode) : Melquart est “le roi 
de la ville”; d’autres nommds mon seigneur (adon), baal de tel endroit, 
dieu (el), ne r£v£lent point par leur nom lcur identity. Gela tient k un 
point fondamwital de la philosophic des peuplcs de FAsic occidentalc 
ancienne: une chose n’existe que a elle'a.un nom. La denomination 
implique Fpdstence de Fobjjet et s’identifie k lui< nommer une chose 
e’est la creer, nommer un acte e’est & 6 jk Faccomplir. Si Fon connait 
le nom d’un dieu, le profercr e’est 6voquer le dieu. Et comme venir k 
Fappel de'son nom est ob&r, il s*ensuit fait Fhomme peut se rendre 
maitre du dieu dans une certaine mesurc. La fagon de parer k un tel 
inconvenient est de cacher le nom du dieu sous une periphrase. . . . 
(Test ce qu’ont fait les H^breux pour qui le qom de Dieu 6 ta.it ineffable.’ 
Illustrations of the use of ritudl periphrasis will be found in the course 
of my analysis of this episode. 

8 Page 68 c?. 
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The structure of this episode presents several features of 
exceptional interest, for the appreciation of which it is neces- 
sary to examine the historical foundation of the Cyclops 
legend. IJomcr gives an indication of the habitat of the one- 
eyedk giants when, speaking of the Phaeacians, he mentions 
that ‘of old they dwelt in spacious Hypereia’, whence they 
fled to escape the Cyclopes’ persecution. Hypereia is ‘the high 
town’ and its Semitic equivalent ‘is Cumae ; cimilarly the 
Semitic name given to that region, Oinotria, corresponds to 
the Greek Cytfofiia. The root oin signifies ‘the eye’, and otar 
‘the circle’; in combination we have ‘the circle t of the eye’ 
(i.e. Cyclopia). The land of the Cyclopes may safely be 
placed in the vicinity of Naples, round the bay of Cumae . 1 
The Greeks, puzzled by the name Oinotria, believed that 
this country was vineland, the land of wine (oinos — vinum ), 
but that the derivatioA suggested above is the more exact is 
evident from the fact that the first Greek settlers in that tract 
of the south-west coast of Italy described the natives as the 
Opikoi (i.e. the people of the eyeg).* 

The coastlineof the bay is studded with the extinct craters 
of volcanos, and, near its eastern spur (in the direction of 
Naples), there is a small island, an extinct crater, with a nar- 
row neck of sea where the wall of the crater has fallen in. 
Inside there is exactly the harbour described by Homer, 
‘where there is no need of moorings, either to cast anchor or to 
fasten hawsers’. Cyclopia is ‘the land of the eyes’, these eyes 
being the volcanic craters of the •iegion. The Cyclops him- 
self is an obvious personification of a volcano in eruption, 
one-eyed, vomiting t rocks and lava with hideous clamour, 
‘like a wooded peak df the towering hills, which stands out 
alone apart from the others (the characteristic appearance of 
a volcano)’. Thus the' tables are turned on the anthropo- 
morphist; to describe the giant who personifies a towering 
hill he has to use the similitude of the hill itself! 

The Citizen is persistently clamortms and fulminant; the 
more liquid he absorbs, the greater his eruptive violence. He 
has a patriotic fixed idea* he will not brook the presence in his 
land of foreigner, Jew or Sassenach, just as the Cyclopes, ‘men 
exceeding proud’, harried the more civilized Phaeacians till 

1 For these derivations and the account of Cyclopia which follows I 
am indebted to M. Bcrard’s Les Phiniciens et I'Udyssit. Tome II, pages 
” 4 - 79 - 
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the latter were obliged to leave their colony in high Hypereia. 
The Citizen’s method is to ‘send to the rightabout’iall who 
are not members of his clan or do not see eyes to eye with 
him. He is second to none in the eminently volcanic, sport 
of ‘putting the shot’. He fumes against ‘half-and-tfalfs’, 
pishogues. Thus even in historical times the Opikoi were "the 
terror of their neighbours. The history of Cuma^-en-Opikois, 
a town founded by the Peoples of the Sea, was, M. Berard 
tells us, ‘one long martyrdom; Dionysius of Halicarnassus has 
related the struggles of the Cumacans against these savage 
barbarians^ second to none in the arts of warfare . . .’ The 
Greek hoplite? alone could impose some sort of restraint on 
these giants of the coast; as for the ‘scmitic business-man, 
little versed in violent sports and the perils of war, he pre- 
ferred to avoid, or to flee before, the onslaught of the coast- 
men’. In like manner Mr Bloom is forced to beat a retreat 
before the weight-putter. To mollify the intransigent People 
of the Eyes, Greek and Roman travellers usually made offer- 
ings of wine — the surest }vay to the heart of all primitive 
peoples. Odysseus prudently brought with him a provision of 
wine when he entered # the monster’s cave, but Mr Bloom 
omitted to stand his round of drinks, with dire results. 

There are many allusions to the eye in Jhe course of the 
episode and it will be noticed that in each of the examples 
cited the word eye is in the singular; a precise homage to 
the monocular Polypheme. ‘You should hafre seen Long 
John’s eye.’ ‘There was ’not a dly eye in that record 
assemblage.’ Garryowen has his ‘eye all bloodshot from the 
drouth is in it’. The narrator refers to Mr Bloom as ‘old cod’s 
eye’, to certain ‘flash toffs with a swank glass in their eye’, to 
*a loafer with a patch over his eye’. J. J. O’Molloy, putting 
up a tentative defence to the Citizen’s indictment of the 
British nation and all their wo’rks, ‘puts in a word about one 
story was as good till you heird another and blinking facts 
and the Nelson policy putting your blind eye to the telescope 
and drawing up a bill of attainder to impeach a nation and 
Bloom trying to back him up moderation and botheration 
and their colonies and they 1 civilization. , 

* “Their syphilisation, you mean,” says the citizen. “To 
hell with them!” ’ 

Not less outrageously spoke the Man of the Eye to 
Odysseus. 
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‘The Cyclopes pay no heed to Zeus nor to the blessed 
gods’ — in the mouth of the Cyclops this ‘ blessed ’ is surely 
ironic, as in ‘you’re a blessed nuisance’ — ‘for verily we arc 
better m?n than they’. 

When the Citizen was hurling the biscuit tin at Mr 
Bloom, ‘mercy of God the sun was in his eyes’. (In Cant 
jargon a person who is drunk is said to have ‘the sun in 
his eyes’.) c < 

There are many allusions to blindness — the boxer ‘whose 
right eye was nearly closed’, the narrator’s desire, happily 
suppressed, to kick Garryowen ‘where it wouldn’t blind him’, 
and we hear of that occult sewer, the ‘blind intestine’. The 
first remark, indeed, of the narrator — an imprecation of the 
sweep who ‘near drove his gear into my eye’ — is an obvious 
recall of the blinding of the giant, and the club of .olive 
wood, sharpened and heated in the fire by Odysseus for that 
purpose, has, perhaps, a pigmy caricature in Mr Bloom’s 
‘knockmedown cigar’. 

Odysseus owed his 'escape from, the Cyclops to a prudent 
change of names a denial of personality which permitted his 
ghostlike evasion from durance. In this episode the idea of 
anonymity or misnomer is suggested under many aspects. 
Mr Bloom himself, we arc reminded, is a Virag by birth. 
The name of the loquacious narrator is never stated, nor is 
the Citizen ever called by his name. At one moment the dog 
Garryowen 1 «ls rechristened Owen Garry. There is a refer- 
ence t6 ‘our greatest living phonetic expert (wild horses shall 
not drag it from us)', to a poet who uses the pseudonym 
Little Sweet Branch, ,to the false name given by O’Molloy 
when pawning his w'atch, to the writer of a letter to the 
United Irishman who signs himself ‘P r (‘ “And a very good 
initial too,” ( says Joe’).’ The characters rarely address each 
other by their surnames and express themselves metonymic- 
ally whenever possible. ‘.There lire instances of the shirking of 
names, allusions to a change of name Accompanying' a change 
of religion, enlistment or marriage; to the metamorphosis of 
plain Mr Breen into Signor Brtni, the papal zouave; to the 
uncertainty of the narrator as to the correct name of one 

1 Garryowen is (at page 337) mentioned as ‘grandpapa Giltrap’s 
lovely dog Garryowen that almost talked’. But the innominate Citizen 
is not to be identified with ‘grandpapa Giltrap*. He walks out with 
the ‘bloody old towser’, but the animal is not his. 
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Crofton or Crofter, ‘the Orangeman or presbyterian’, and, 
finally, we find a substitute for the divine name, the ‘ipeffable 
tetragrammaton’, in Abba Adonai. 

A curious feature of the last seven pages of the episode is 
that any reference to,Mr Bloom by name is carefully evaded. 
In such phrases as ‘He got them out as quick as he could, 
Jack Power and Crofton or whatever you call him and him 
in the middle<of them’, the suppression of Mr Bloom’s name 
is too marked to be merely accidental. Like all apparent 
anomalies in Ulysses this omission is certainly deliberate and 
has, perhaps, a ritually symbolic bearing. In the ‘bidding 
prayers’ of the Catholic Good Friday service the priest prays 
for a long series of specified persons, calling on the congre- 
gation to ‘bend their knees’ (Flectamus genua). But when, last 
of all, he prays for the Jews — Oremus et pro perfidis Judaeis 
(How aptly that et falls into place!)— he omits the call to 
genuflexion, because the Jews bent the knee to Christ in 
mockery. The deliberate refusal to name Mr Bloom in the 
closing pages of the-episode, his degradation to nomanhood, 
to nonentity, may be taken to symbolize the commination of 
Jewry implied in -catholic ritual; further justification for this 
rapprochement may be found in the markedly religious trend of 
the argument in these pages, Mr Bloom’s ‘blasphemous’ 
homily on the parentage of the Saviour and the vision of an 
ascent into heaven on which the episode ends. 

This episode is, moreover, a perfect locus ciassicus of the 
various ways in which to name (or* rather, misname), and 
accept the offer of a drink (needless to ’say, the case of a re- 
fusal does not present itself), and to propose the health of the 
company. 

* “Give it a name, citizen,” says Joe. 

“Wine of the country,” says he. * 

“What’s yours?” says Joe. * 

“Ditto MacAnaspey,” says *1. 

“Three* pints, Terry,” says Joe.’ * 

‘ “Health, Joe,” says I. “And all down the form.” ’ 
(This is a formula used at Irish wakes, where the mourners, 
carousers, I should say, sit on long benches, like Homeric 
oarsmen.) 

‘ “The memory of the djead,” says the citizen taking up his 
pintglass and glaring at Bloom.’ 

‘ “Could you make a hole in another pint?” 
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“Could a duck swim?” says I. 

“San\e again, Terry,” says Joe. (To Mr Bloom) “Are you 
sure you won’t have anything in the way of liquid refresh- 
ment?” s^ys he.’ 

‘ ‘V/an leat,” says he. t 

“.Fortune, Joe,” says I. “Good health, citizen.” ’ 

• * “God save you,” says the citizen. 

“Save you kindly,” says J. J. “What’ll it be; Ned?” 
“Half one,” says Ned.’ • 

‘ “What will you have?” 

“An imperial yeomanry,” says Lenehan, “to celebrate the 
occasion.” 

“Half one, Terry,” says John Wyse, “and a hands up.” ’ 1 
‘ “Will you try another, citizen?” says Joe. 

“Yes, sir,” says he. “I will.” 

“You?” says Joe. 

‘beholden to you, Joe,” says I. “May your shadow never 
grow less.” 

“Repeat that dose,” says Joe.’ 2 , 

* “Here you are, citizen,” says Joe. “Take that in your 
right hand and repeat after me the t following words.” ’ 

‘ “Have you time for a brief libation, Martin?” asks Ned. 
“Only one,” sqys Martin. “J. J. and S,” ’ 

‘ “Well,” says Martin, rapping his glass. “God bless all 
here is my prayer.” ' . 

“Amen,” says the citizen. 

“And I’m sure he will,” says Jtie. 

“And so say all of Us,” says Jack.’ 

The parliamentaiy custom of avoiding reference to a 
member by name is’ illustrated by a passage between 
nationalist members and the Speaker. This dialogue also 
exemplifies tjie roundabout official way of evading a plain 
answer. ‘Has the right honourable gentleman’s famous 
Mitchelstown telegram 'inspired the policy of gentlemen on 
the treasury bench? (OIO!).’. ' 

‘The answer is in the negative.’ 

(‘O, rocks!’ practical Pfenelopc would say, impatient of the 

1 i.e. Allsop, the bottles of which have on them a figure with an up- 
lifted hand. ‘Imperial Yeomanry’ is a synonym, barbed with a nation- 
alist sneer at the supposed conduct of that corps in the Boer War. 

* Cf. the Cyclops’ way of asking for more. ‘Give it me again of thy 
grace.’ 
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eternal childishness of political man. ‘Tell us in plain 
words!’) 

In this sense — but this sense only — the languag'e of the 
group in the bar may be said to be parliamentary. Their 
speech suffers also from the disease of language styled/cata- 
chresis, a preference for the mot injuste. . 

‘The truth, the whole truth and nothing but the truth, sp 
help you Jimmy Johnson.’ 

‘Don’t you cast your nasturtiums on my character.’ 

‘I beg your parsnips.’ 

‘Show us the entrance out.’ 

A Dubliner can, it seems, give points even to the Cockney 
in this form of badinage. 

The technic of the episode, gigantism, at first produces the 
impression of a series of merely parodic effects. At intervals 
the narration is taken out of the mouth of the nondescript and 
becomes mock-heroic, gargantuan, pseudo-scientific or anti- 
quarian in style. This technic often amounts to parody, but it 
is parody of a special ’and appropriate kind. The method 
here is the inflation of certain themes to hursting-point, or 
the projection of.Cyclopean shadows of human forms on the 
sides of a cavern. Thus an early allusion to the appearance 
of the Citizen is followed by the ‘gigantic’ description of him, 
distended to monstrous dimensions. 

‘The figure seated on a large boulder at the foot of a round 
tower was that of a broadshouldered deepchested strong- 
limbed firankeyed redhaired freely freckled shaggy bearded 
widemouthed largenosed longheaded deepvoiced barekneed 
brawnyhanded hairylegged ruddyfaced sinewyarmed hero. 
From shoulder to shoulder he measured several ells and his 
rocklike mountainous knees were covered, as was likewise the 
rest of his Jpody wherever visible, with a strong growth of 
mountain gorse (Ulex Europms). ’TJie widewinged nostrils, 
from which bristles of the same tawny hue*projected, were of 
such capaciousness that within their cavernous obscurity the 
fieldlark might easily have lodged hor nest. The eyes in which 
a tear and a smile strove ever for the mastery were of the 
dimensions of a goodsized“cauli flower. A powerful current 
of warm breath issued at .regular intervals from the profound 
cavity of his mouth while in rhythmic resonance the loud 
strong hale reverberations of his formidable heart thundered 
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rumblingly, causing the ground, the summit of the lofty tower 

and the still loftier walls of the cave to vibrate and tremble.’ 

« 

A patriotic outburst of the Citizen, lamenting the deforest- 
ation of Ireland, leads to the detailed description, as a pro- 
vincial reporter would have written it/ of a wedding in the 
family of the M’Conifer of the Glands at the church of Saint 
Fiacre in Hoxto. The numerous persons attending the wed- 
ding all bear arboreal names: Miss Blanche ‘Maple, Miss 
Virginia Creeper, Miss Timidity Aspenall, Mrs Liana For- 
rest etc. (In *the Homeric narrative there is an unusually 
precise description of the poplars on the island ,and of ‘the 
tall pines and oaks with high crown of leaves’ which en- 
circled the cave of the Cyclops.) Mr Bloom, deprecating the 
Citizen’s rancour, preaches the gospel of universal love. 
There follows a little homily on love’s sweet ubiquity.* 

‘Love likes to love love. Nurse loves the new chemist. 
Constable 14A loves Mary Kelly. Gerty MacDowell loves 
the boy that has the bicycle. M.B. loves a fair gentleman. 
Li Chi Han lovey up kissy Cha Fu Chow. Jumbo, the ele- 
phant, loves Alice, the elephant. Old Mr Verschoyle with 
the ear trumpet lovps old Mrs Versohoyle with the tumedin 
eye. The man in the brown macintosh loves a lady who is 
dead. . . . You love a certain person. And this person loves 
that other person because everybody loves somebody but 
God loves everybody.’ 

The flinging of the biscuit tin,at Mr Bloom leads to an 
earthquake. • t 

‘The catastrophe was terrific and instantaneous in its effect. 
The observatory of *f>unsink registered in all eleven shocks, 
all of the fifth grade of Mercalli’s scale! and there is no record 
extant of a similar seismic disturbance in our island since 
the earthquake* of 153^, the year of the rebellion of Silken 
Thomas. The epicentre; appears to have been that part of the 
metropolis which constitutes, the Inn’S Quay ward and parish 
of Saint Michan covering a surface of fortyone acres, two 
roods and one square pole or porch. All the lordly residences 
in the vicinity of the palace of justice were demolished and 
that noble edifice itself, in which at the time of the catas- 
trophe important legal debates werje in progress, is literally a 
mass of ruins beneath which it is to be feared all the occupants 
have been buried alive.’ 
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Finally, in the ‘gigantic 5 version of Mr Bloom’s departure 
we find the ‘Elijah 5 motifs developed maestoso , soaring to height 
celestial, to crash at last, like Icarus, into sudden bathos. 

‘You never saw the like of it in all your born puff,. . . The 
jarvey saved his life as sure as God made Moses . . . A^d he 
let a volley of oaths after him. 

“Did I kill him / 9 says he, “or what ? 99 

And he shouting to the bloody dog: 

“After him, Garry! After him, boy!" 

And the last we saw was the bloody car rounding the cor- 
ner and old sheepsface on it gesticulating and the bloody 
mongrel after it with his lugs back for all he was bloody well 
worth to tear him limb from limb . . . 

When, lo, there came about them all a great brightness and 
they.beheld the chariot wherein He stood ascend to heaven. 
And they beheld Him in the chariot/clothed in the glor^ of 
the brightness, having raiment as of the sun, fair as the moon 
and terrible that for awe they durst not look upon Him. 
And there came a voice out of he&ven, calling: Elijah! 
Elijah! And he answered with a main cry: Abba! Adonai! 
And they beheld Him even Him, ben Bloom Elijah, amid 
clouds of angels ascend* to the glory of the brightness at an 
angle of fortyfive degrees over Donohoe’s in Little Green 
Street like a shot'off a shovel . 5 , 

After all, Leopold Bloom has at least as good a claim to 
apotheosis as many a Roman emperor, for iA this episode 
he b as cut something of* an heroic figure not unworthy 
of his prototype. The smallness of his resources and the 
blind ferocity of the brawny Sinn Feiner 1 whom, never- 
theless, he defies, from whom he successfully escapes, are 
recalls of a theme which, happily, recurs again and again 
in the rough story of human progress — th^ tale of David 
and Goliatk, of Don Quixote J the exploits of ‘Chariot 9 , the 
triumph, in countless fairy-tales, of the little man who alone 
and unprepared scores iiis point against a Clustering giant. 

l The passage elaborately describing tie Citizen’s handkerchief, ‘a 
much treasured and intricately embroidered ancient Irish facecloth’, 
‘the acme of art’, depicting ‘on the emunctory field’ a number of lifelike 
scenes, has a noteworthy resemblance with Homer’s detailed description 
of the ‘golden baldric’ of Hercules, ‘whereon wondrous things were 
wrought’, scenes of hunting and war (Odyssey, XI, 609-14); this im- 
plied analogy emphasizes the Herculean strength of the Dublin ‘hero*. 

271 



SCENE 

HOUR 

ORGAN 

ART 

SYMBOL 

TECHNIC 


THE EPISODES 

13. NAUSICAA 

The Rocks 
8 p.m. 

Eye, nose 
Painting 
' Virgin 

Tumescence >detumescence 



THE EPISODES 
13. NAUSICAA * 

T he summer evening had begun to fold the world in 
its mysterious embrace. Far away in the west the sun 
was setting and the last glow of all too fleeting day lingered 
lovingly on sea and strand, on the proud promontory of dear 
old Howth guarding as ever the wafers of the bay, on the 
weedgrown rocks along^Sandymount shore and, last but ‘hot 
least, on the quiet church whence there streamed forth at 
times upon the stillness the voice of p/ayer to her who is in 
her pure radiance a beacon ever to the storjntossed heart of 
man, Mary, starx>f the sea.’ 

t 

Here, after the volcanic rages of the Cyclops’ den and a 
miraculous escapeirom seismic catastrophe, rest comes at last 
to the stormtossed heart of Mr Bloom. By this way Stephen 
Dedalus passed on bis morning walk along the foreshore; it 
was here that he noticed the two midwives, with their bag, 
coming down the shelving shore, ‘flabbily their splayed feet 
sinking irt the silted sand’. The scene of this episode is Sandy - 
mount shore, and perhaps over these very rocks lay Stephen’s 
shadow (‘Why not endless till the farthest star?’), manshape 
ineluctable, captor of Proteus, as he scribbled on his im- 
provised ‘tablets’ mouth to her mouth's kiss , and.mused: ‘Touch 
me. Soft eyfes. Soft soft soft hand. I am lonely here. O touch 
me soon, now. What js that word known to all men? I 
am quiet here alone. Sad too. Touch, touch me.’ Seeds 
of vague desire strewn in the bright air of morning, their 
emanations linger yet, pervading the sunset dreams of tired 
Mr Bloom and Miss Gertrude MacDowell, lonely virgin 
of the rocks. Mr Bloom, too, has sentimental memories of 
dear old Howth. ‘Hidden under wild ferns on Howth. : . . 
Pillowed on my coat she had her hair, earwigs in the 

273 s 



' , . I 

JAMES JOYQE’S ULTSSES 

heather scrub, my hand under her nape, you’ll toss me all. 
O wonder!’ 1 

In such an ambiance of sentiment Gerty MacDowell, ‘gaz- 
ing faraway into the distance’, dreams of loves forgotten, love 
to be. Pn such a night as this Nausicaa heard in dream 
Athena’s summons to the Phaeacian bfcach, where a certain 
godlike wanderer was sleeping, snug in fallen leaves like a 
Seed of fire within black embers. Gerty’s girl friends, Cissy 
Gaffrey and Edy Boardmap, seated beside her on the rock, 
jealous creature.; of grosser clay, strike, it must be admitted, 
a jarring not'e. And Tommy and Jacky Caffrcy, the curly- 
headed twins, for all their tender years, are no ’better than 
they should be. They have built a round tower — a little 
omphalos of their own — on the Cape Mortella model, and 
theirs is the spirit of Corsican brotherhood. 

‘Boys will be boys and our two twins were no exception to 
thfa golden rule. The apple of discoid was a certain castle of 
sand which Master Jacky had built and blaster Tommy 
would have it right go wrong that it Was to be architecturally 
improved by a frontdoor like the JVlartello tower had. But if 
Master Tommy was headstrong Master Jacky was selfwilled 
too and, true to the- maxim that every little Irishman’s house 
is his castle, he fell upon his hated rival and to such purpose 
that the wouldb^ assailant came to grief and (alas to relate!) 
the coveted castle too.’ 

Baby Boartlman in his pushcar, though too young to fight, 
manages to make a nuisance of himself m his own small, way. 

‘ “Say papa, baby. Say pa pa pa pa pa pa pal” 

And baby did his- level best to say it for he was very intelli- 
gent for eleven months everyone said and big for his age and 
the picture of health, a perfect little bunch of love, and he 
would certainly turn out to be something great they said. 
“Haja ja ja haja.” . * 

Cissy wiped his little mouth with the dribbling bib and 
wanted him to sit up properly and say pa pa pa but when she 
undid the strap she crie ( d out, holy saint Denis, that he was 
possing wet and to double the half blanket the other way 
under him. Of course his infant majesty was most obstre- 
perous at such toilet formalities and he let everyone know it. 

“Habaa baaaahabaaa baaaa.” ' 

1 Page 167. 
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And two great big lovely tears coursing down his cheeks. 
It was all no use soothering him with no, nono, baby, no and 
telling him about the geegee and where was the puff (buff but 
Ciss, always readywitted, gave him in his mouth the teat 
of the suckingbottle and the young heathen was quickly 
appeased.’ * ' 

It is a relief to turn to Gertie, ‘as fair a specimen of winsome 
Irish girlhood as one coUld wish to see’. * ■ 

‘The waxen pallor of her face was almost spiritual in its 
ivorylike purity though her rosebud mouth was a genuine 
Cupid’s bc\w, Greekly perfect. Her hands were of finely 
veined alabaster with tapering fingers and as white as lemon 
juice and queen of ointments could make them though it was 
not true that she used to wear kid gloves in bed or take a milk 
footbath either. Bertha Supple told that once to Edy Board- 
man, a deliberate lie, when she was black out at daggers 
drawn with Gerty (the ’girl chums had of course their little 
tiffs from time to time Ijke the rest of jnortals) and she told 
her not to let on Whateves she did that it was her that told 
her or she’d never speak to her again. No.* Honour where 
honour is due. There was an innate refinement, a languid 
queenly hauteur about Gerty which was unmistakably evi- 
denced in her delicate hands and high-arcjicd instep. Had 
kind fate but willed her to be been a gentlewoman of high 
degree in her own right and had she only received the benefit 
of a good education Gerty MacDowell might easily have held 
her own beside any lady i’n the land and have seen herself 
exquisitely gowned with jewels on her brow and patrician 
suitors at her feet vying with one another, to pay their devoirs 
to her. Mayhap it wa§ this, the love that might have been, 
that lent to her softlyfeatured face at whiles a look, tense 
with suppressed meaning, that imparted a strange yearning 
tendency td the beautiful eye's, a charm few could resist.’ 

Yet her love affair with young Reggy \yylie, a boy of her 
own age, seemed likely to end, like Nausicaa’s, by a nolle 
prosequi. . » 

‘He was undeniably handsome with an exquisite nose and 
he was what he looked, evei*y inch a gentleman,* the shape of 
his head too at the back .without his cap on that she wquld 
know anywhere something off the common and the way he 
turned the bicycle at the lamp with his hands off Jthe bars 
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and also the nice perfume of those good cigarettes and besides 
they were both of a size and that was why Edy Boardman 
thought she was so frightfully clever because he didn’t go and 
ride up %nd down in front of her bit of a garden.’ 

H*r ideal is changing; he who would. win her love must be 

‘a fhanly man with a strong quiet face who had not found his 
Meal, perhaps his hair slightly fleqked with grey, and who 
would understand, take her m his sheltering arms, strain her 
to him in all the strength of his deep passionate nature and 
comfort her With a long long kiss. It would be like heaven. 
For such a one she yearns this balmy summer eve. With all 
the heart of her she longs to be his only, his affianced bride 
for riches for poor, in sickness in health, till death us two part, 
from this to this day forward.’ 

She will make a tender, loving little wifie; ‘they would have 
a beautifully appointed drawingrqom with pictures and 
engravings and the photograph of grandpapa Giltrap’s 
lovely dog Garryowen that almost t2ilke<J’. (Garryowen will 
be recognized ^s the ‘old towser” loaned by grandpapa as 
boon companion to a ‘blood and ouns champion’.) 

Tommy and the baby meanwhile* are quarrelling about a 
ball which Tommy claims for his. 

‘O, he was a man already was little Tommy Caffrey since 
he was out of pinnies. Edy told hipi no, no and to be off now 
with him and she told Cissy Caffrey not to give in to him. 

“You’re not my sister,”, naughty Tommy said. “It’s my 
ball.” * * , * 

But Cissy Caffrey told baby Boardman to look up, look up 
high at her finger *alid she snatched the ball quickly and 
threw it along the sand and Tommy after it in full career, 
having won the day. ' 

“Anything f6r a quiet life/’ laughed Ciss. < 

And she tickled tiny, tot’s two cheeks to make him forget 
and played here’s *the lord mayor, here’s his two horses, here’s 
his gingerbread carriage and here he walks in, chinchopper, 
chinchopper, chinchopjJer chip. But Edy got cross as two 
sticks about him getting his own way like that from everyone 
always petting him. * 

“I’d like to give him something,” she said, “so I would, 
where I won’t say.” 

“On ithe beetoteetom,” laughed Cissy merrily. 
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Gerty MacDowell bent down her head and crimsoned at 
the idea of Cissy saying an unladylike thing like that out loud 
she’d be ashamed of her life to say, flushing a deep rosy red, 
and Edy Boardman said she was sure the gentleman opposite 
heard what she said.. But not a pin cared Ciss.’ t 

Presently Master Jacky kicks the ball as hard as ever he Can 
towards the seaweedy rocks. A gentleman in .black sitting 
there intercepts the ball and throws it up towards Cissy, but* 
it rolls back down the slope and stops right under Gerty’s 
skirt. Cissy tells her to kick it away and Gerty gives a kick, 
but misses.. The other girls laugh. 

‘ “If you fail try again,” Edy Boardman said. 

Gerty smiled assent and bit her lip. A delicate pink crept 
into her pretty cheek but she was determined to let them see 
so sh*e just lifted her skirt a little but.just enough and took 
good aim and gave the ball a jolly good kick. . . . Pare 
jealousy of course it was nothing else to draw attention on 
account of the gentleman opposite looking. She felt the warm 
flush, a danger signal always with Gerty MacDowell, surging 
and flaming into, her cheeks. Till then they had only ex- 
changed glances of the most casual but now under the brim 
of her new hat she ventured a look at him and the face that 
met her gaze there in the twilight wan and sadly drawn, 
seemed to her the saddest that she had ever seen.’ 

Observing the lonely gentleman, she reads the story of a 
haunting sorrow written on his face. 

‘He wan looking ftp so intently, so stifl, and he saw her kick 
the ball and perhaps he could see the fright steel buckles 
of her shoes if she swung them like that’ thoughtfully with the 
toes down. She was glad that something told her to put on 
the transparent stockings thinking Rdggy Wylie plight be out 
but that was far away. Here 'was that of which she had so 
often dreamed. It was he who mattered and there was joy 
on her face because she’ wanted, him because she felt instinc- 
tively that he was like no-one else. The very heart of the 
girlwoman went out to him, her dreamhusband, because she 
knew on the instant it was him. If he had suffered, more 
sinned against than sinning’, or even, even, if he had been 
himself a sinner, a wicked man, she cared not. Even if he 
was a protestant or methodist she could convert him easily 
if he truly loved her.’ 
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Meanwhile the dusk has fallen and Gerty’s companions are 
thinking of going home. But Gerty is in no hurry to move; 
the gentleman’s eyes are jfixed on her, ‘literally worshipping 
at her shrine’. The Mirus Bazaar fireworks begin and the 
others run down the strand so as to see over the houses and 
the church. Gerty is left to her lovedreams and the rapt 
regard of Mi;Bloom — for it is he, the sombre gentleman with 
" the haunting sorrow. She ‘senses’' the mute ‘appeal of his 
adoring eye; ipapprehensible, she clutches to her com- 
passion the aching void of the Bloomish heart. 

‘Perhaps it was an old flame he was in mourning for from 
the days beyond recall . 1 She thought she understood. She 
would try to understand him because men were so different. 
The old love was waiting, waiting with little white hands 
stretched out, with blue appealing eyes. Heart of mine! She 
would follow her dream of love, the dictates of her heart told 
her he was her all in all, the only mall in all the world for her 
for love was the master guide. Nothing else mattered. Come 
what might she would be wild, untrammelled, free.’ 

Gerty swings her buckled shoe, transparent stockings, 
faster and yet faster. She leans batk, far, further, too far 
back, while Mr Bloom follows her movements with the 
enraptured eyes bf love-at-first-gight. And, since apostrophe 
befits this tender, old-world theme, let us pause, gentle reader, 
to acclaim the flappers of Bloomsday, happy indeed, sua si 
bona norint, before the ej/il days befell of scanty skirts, when 
man no longer delights in any girl’s lege. The copsoldtions 
of a rainy day or rugged beach have gone the way of all flesh 
and left the exhibitionist no better off than a commoner. 
Leopold Bloom is aux anges. • 

‘And then a rocket sprang and bang shot blind blank and 
O! then the*Roman candle burst and it was liketa sigh of O! 
and everyone cried O ! D !*in raptures and it gushed out of it a 
stream of rain gold hair threads and* they shed and ah! they 
were all greeny dewy stars falling with golden, O so lovely! 
O so soft, sweet, soft!’ 1 , 

But now CJissy Caffrey vulgarly whistles to call Gerty, who 
knows that her golden hour is over. But first she makes a 
gesture of benediction, token that Love’s Sweet Evensong is 
ended. 

1 ‘The dear, dead days beyond recall.’ Love’s Old Sweet Song. 
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Though the heart be weary , 

Sad the day and long, 

Still there comes at t twilight 
Love's Old Sweet Song. 

‘Gerty had an idea, one of love’s little ruses. She slipped 
her hand into her kerchief pocket and took out the wadding 
and waved in reply of course without letting him and then*, 
slipped it back. Wonder if he’s too far to. She rose. . . . She 
drew herself up to her full height. Their sctuls met in a last 
lingering glance and the eyes that reached her heart, full of 
a strange shining, hung enraptured on her sweet flowerlike 
face. She smiled at him wanly, a sweet forgiving smile, a 
smile that verged on tears, and then they parted. 5 

‘She walked with a certain quiet dignity characteristic of 
her but with care and very slowly because, because Gerty 
MacDowell was ... * 

Tight boots? No. Slie’s lame! O! 5 

Now Mr Bloom.sits alone, darkling, in a mood of calm 
reaction, of afterthoughts on love and woman’s ways, em- 
bodied in a long silent monologue. But each phase is rounded 
by a thought of Marion’ his wife, for he is faithful in his mild 
infidelity. 

‘Wait. Hni. Hm. Yes. That’s . her perfume. Why she 
waved her hand. I leave you this to think of me when 
I’m far away on the pillow. What is it? Heliotrope? No. 
Hyacinth? Hm, Roses, I think. Shd’d like scent of that kind. 
Sweet and cheap:* soon sour. Why Molly likes opoponax. 
Suits her with a little jessamine mixed. Tier high notes and 
her low notes. At the dance night she met him, dance of the 
hours. Heat brought it out. She was wearing her black and 
it had the perfume of the time before.’ Good fonductor, is it? 
Or bad? Light too. Suppose 'there’s, some connection. For 
instance if you go into a cellar when it’s dark. Mysterious 
thing tocr. Why did I smell it only now?* Took its time in 
coming like herself, slow but sure. Suppose it’s ever so many 
millions bf tiny grains blown across. Yes, it is. Because those 
spice islands, Cinghalese this morning, smell them leagues 
off. Tell you what it is. It’s'like a fine veil or web they have 
all over the skin, fine like what do you call it gossamer and 
they’re always spinning it out of them, fine as anything, 
rainbow colours without knowing it. Clings to everything 
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she takes dff. Vamp of her stockings. Warm shoe. Stays. 
Drawerg: little kick, taking them off. Byby till next time. 
Also the cat likes to sniff in her shift on the bed. Know her 
smell in k thousand. Bathwater too. Reminds me of straw- 
berries and cream.’ 

The sultry day has reached its sleepy close. Bats are bawk- 
m/ng through the velvet sky. ‘Short snooze now if I had. . . . 
Just close my eyes a moment. Won’t sleep though. Half 
dream. It never comes the same.’ 

‘A bat flev?. Here. There. Here. Far in the grey a bell 
chimed. Mr Bloom with open mouth, his left Jsoot sanded 
sideways, leaned, breathed. Just for a few.’ 

As Mr Bloom half dreams, his inner voice murmurs an 
epilogue of the day’s memories and encounters, a jumble of 
words, disjointed yet associative — metempsychosis, Martha’s 
letter, Raoul and the ‘heaving embonpoint’ of The Sweets of 
Sin, dark, ‘Spanish’ Marion and her 1 earliest lover, returned 
sailors ‘smelling the tailend of ports’, melonfields of Agendath 
Netaim. . . . ‘we two naughty Glace darling she him half 
past the bed met him pike hoses frillies for Raoul to perfume 
you wife black hair, heave under embon senorita young eyes 
Mulvey plump years dreams return tail end Agendath 
swoony lovey showed me her next year in drawers return next 
in her next her next.’ 

It is interesting to compare this* summer night’s dream of 
Mr Bloom with another night piece, the last lines of the 
Anna Livia Plurabelle section of Mr Joyce’s latest work, where 
two garrulous old washerwomen, metamorphosed into a tree 
and a stone, arc fixed in an ageless dream, beside the dark 
waters of the Anna Liffey. • 

‘Can’t hear with the waters of. The cluttering waters of. 
Flittering bats,‘fieldmice bawk talk. Ho! Are y*>u not gone 
ahome? What Tom BJaflone ? 1 Can’t hear with bawk of 
bats, all the liffeying waters, of. Ho, talk save us! My foos 
won’t moos. I feel as old as yonder elm. A tale told of Shaun 
or Shem? All Livia’s daughtersons. Dark hawks. hear us. 
Night! Night! My ho head halls. I feel as heavy as yonder 
stone. Tell me of John or Sh'aun? Who were Shem and 
Shaun the living sons or daughter^ of? Night now! Tell me, 

1 Their voices grow blurred and indistinct as they call to each other 
across the turmoil of ‘hitherandthithering waters’. 
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tell me, tell me, elm! Night, night! Tell me tale of stem or 
stone. Beside the rivering waters of, hitherandthithering 
waters of. Night!’ , 


The Phaeacians were a seafaring race and their wealth' 
came to them in ships. The name of Nausithoos, founder of 
their city, as well as that of the princess Nausicda, marks their 
nautical tu^n of mind. On the Phaeacian strand there was ‘a 
goodly temple of Poseidon, furnished with heavy stones deep 
bedded in the earth’. The Nausicaa episode of Ulysses opens 
with the mention of a similar shrine. ‘The Abbey of Howth 
is situated on a delightful spot overhanging the ocean. 
Tradition states that its foundation was laid in 1235, on -the 
removal of the prebendal church from Ireland’s Eye. It was 
dedicated to the Blessed Virgin, and hence styled St. Mary’s. 
Over the western door is a ruined belfry, and at the opposite 
end a triplet window.’ 1 One of the bells, removed from the 
Abbey to Howtfi Castle, bears the inscription: 

S ANCTA : maria : OR a : PRO : NOBIS : AD : FILIUM 

The Symbol of this episode is Virgin and one of its ‘colours’ 
is blue, and it is fitting that the romance- without- words of 
Gerty MacDowell ana Mr Bloom should develop under the 
patronage of Mary, Star of the Sea, moist realm no longer 
Neptune’s. For Sfar has vanquished Trident, our Lady of 
the Sacred Heart the Shaker of the Earth. Even in Corfu, 
Nausicaa’s isle, the Poseideion has crumbled to dust and 
on its site there stands a shrine dedicate to Saint Nicholas, 
patron of seafaring men. ‘ 

One of the many virtues of a seamanly lolk is the cult of 
cleanliness. The necessity of keeping a ship in applepie order 
and an immunity from’that hydrophobia which afflicts many 
inland races are factors making for personal immaculateness 
and frequent laundering; seablue and spotless white are the 
sailor’s — and virgin’s — colours. Thus Nausicaa begs Alci- 
nous: ‘Father, dear, couldsf thou not lend me a high waggon 
with strong wheels, that I may take the goodly raiment to the 
river to wash, so much as I have lying soiled? Yea and it is 
1 Black’s Guide to Ireland. 
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seemly that thou thyself when among the princes in council 
should have fresh raiment to wear. Also, there are five dear 
sons of thine in the halls,, two married, but three are lusty 
bachelors* and these are always eager for new-washen gar- 
ni ent\wherein to go to the dances, for ajl these things I have 
taken thought.’ ‘When they had washed and cleansed all the 
Stains, they spread all out in order along the shore of the 
“fieep, even where the sea in beating on the coast, washed the 
pebbles clean.’ , 

‘The cleanliness of the Phaeacians,’ M. Berard observes, 
‘was the wonder of the Achae&ns, as that of the Dutch was 
the admiration of the eighteenth century and that of the 
English is admirable to contemporaries. Once on shore, sea- 
faring men are eager for white shirts, patent-leather shoes, a 
change of linen, a ne\y rig-out in which to go to dartces. 
Inland folk are not so particular. I picture the Achaeans as 
similar to the Albanians, gloriously* dirty, decorated with 
gold, embroidery and.grease-stains, sedolent of stale oil and 
goats’ butter — as the traveller encounters ‘them at the Corfu 
jetties or embaAting on European boats, whose cleanness 
appals them. They are clad in felt or woollen fabrics which 
last a lifetime. The Phaeacians wear white linen, well- 
laundered, starched, ironed, frilled, which.calls for frequent 
washing.’ 

Gerty is a Jrue Phaeacian. 

‘As for undies they were Gcrty’.s chief care and who that 
knows the fluttering * hopes and fears of sweet seventeen 
(though Gerty would never see seventeen again) can find it 
in his heart to blaih® her? She had four dinky sets, with 
awfully pretty stitchery, three garments and nighties extra, 
and each set slotted with different coloured ribbons, rose- 
pink, pale blue,* mauve and peagreen, and she #ired them 
herself and blued them when they came home from the wash 
and ironed them and she had '& brickbat to keep the iron on 
because she wouldn’t trust th6se washerwomen as far as she’d 
see them scorching the things.’ 

As an Irish girl Gerty can claim to be of blood royal, and 
the wonders of the palace of Alcinous are faintly reproduced 
by the ‘artistic standard designs’ of Catesby’s cork lino (in 
which her father deals), ‘fit for a palace, gives tiptop wear 
and always bright and cheery in the home’. Gerty loves 
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lovely things. She has a beautiful almanack picture of 
halcyon days (she found out in Walker’s pronouncing 
dictionary about halcyon days vvhat they meant),’ a young 
gentleman offering a bunch of flowers to his ladylove. The 
latter was ‘in a soft clinging white in a studied attitudp’, fcnd 
the gentleman looked a thorough aristocrat. ‘She aften 
looked at them dreamily . . . and felt her o,wn arms th^t 
were white and soft like*hers with the sleeves back.’ Nausicaa * 
Xevxcahvog, of the white arms. 

The famous game of ball which Nausicaa -plays with her 
young companions has an obvious counterpart in the game 
which led to Mr Bloom’s observation of Gerty and his inter- 
ception of the ball amid the lusty cries of the players. ‘So 
then the princess threw the ball at one of her company; she 
missed the girl, and cast the ball into the deep eddying 
current, whereat they all raised a piercing cry. Then. , the 
goodly Odysseus awobe and sat up, pondering in his heart 
and spirit.’ ‘Yes, it wa$ her he was looking at and there was 
meaning in his look. His eyes burned into her . . .’ 

A rising tide of sentiment and emotion lifts the narrative 
to the highwatermark qf intensity when the rocket bursts in a 
shower of gold hair and the hour of adieu has struck for both. 
The soar of the pocket and its fall symbotyze the technic of 
this episode: tumescence-detumesceiKe, a quiet opening, a long 
crescendo of turgid, rhapsodic prose towards a climax, a pyro- 
technic explosion, a dying fall, silence. The* last firework 
fades out in a single white Spark, Stella maris, against the blue. 
‘A lost long candle wandered up the sky . . . and broke, 
drooping, and shed a cluster of violet^bjut one white stars.’ 

Like Gerty, Nausicaa had a maidenly hope regarding the 
godlike stranger; ‘would that such an one might be called my 
husband, dwelling here; and that it might please him here to 
abide.’ Grfty hoped for ‘a nice snug and cosy little homely 
house, every morning they w*puld both have brekky, simple 
but perfectly served, for their own two selves. . . .’ Nausicaa 
enjoyed the brief triumph of leading her trouvaille to the 
paternal palace and hearing him tell the ‘tale of his adven- 
tures in manly hexameters before he sailed .away to his 
Penelope, whereas poor Gerty had to return lonely to her 
linolean ‘palace’, leaving the hero lonely on the shore. 

A sentimental pair, Gerty and Nausicaa, over-ready to fall 
for the fascination of any ‘dark stranger’. Yet they typify an 
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ineradicable instinct of girlhood. Even in the ‘Palaces’ der- 
nier cri of the Riviera, where the blue flower is no longer 
sported, you will observe that, despite the cavils of outraged 
nordics, the dark stranger has but to rise to conquer. Gerty’s 
luscious prose — for, though her tale is told in the third per- 
son,«.I see in Gerty the true narrator of the first part of this 
episode (as Samuel Butler saw in Nausicaa the ‘authoress of 
■me Odyssey')— is a potpourri of everlastings from the garden 
of jeunes Jilles en^fleurs, a bonnetful of truelovc knots and 
favours incorruptible by moth or rust. 

Nausicaa’s father, King Alcinous, was a hospitable man 
who kept a good cellar. The barman Pontonous: f mixed the 
gladdening wine’ (Homer’s ‘mixed’ has, surely, a very modem 
tinkle!) and it was not till they had ‘drunken to their hearts’ 
content’ that Alcinous ‘made harangue’. His speech .was 
brief, and briefer still Ms guest’s reply, and, forthwith, there 
was another drinking to their hearts’ content — they were 
convivial folk, those Phaeacians. Gerty’s father too, true 
scion of the Nausithohs stock, ‘exceeded’., much to Gerty’s 
distress. ‘Had her father only avoided the clutches of the 
demon drink, by taking the pledge or the drink habit cured 
in Pearson’s Weekly,' she might now be rolling in her carriage 
second to none.’ Her soul-communion with Mr Bloom is 
accompanied by an anthenj of men’s voices and the sound of 
the organ pealing out from the simple fane beside the waves, 
where a men's temperance retreat, conducted by the Rev 
John Hughes S.J., is in progress. 'With no less zeal, we may 
be sure, did good quefen Arete (the masteP-spirit in .the royal 
household) sermonise the king for his too frequent calls on 
the services of Pontorfous. Through Gerty’s musings, across 
the vibrant intensity of Mr Bloom’s gaze, there runs a cross- 
current of sapred song, d waft of fragrant incense and fragrant 
names; ‘spiritual vessel pray for us, vessel of singular devo- 
tion, pray for us, mysticaTrose.' . . .’ Thus, too, the hearts of 
the Phaeacians were uplifted, and Odysseus was moved even 
to tears by the lay of divine Demodocus, to whom the gods 
gave minstrelsy as to none else tp make men glad in what way 
soever his spirit stirred him to sing. 

Far out at sea the anchored lightship twinkled, winked at 
somnolent Mr Bloom. ‘Life those chaps must have out there. 
Penance for their sins.’ Not otherwise did Poseidon penalize 
the Phaeacians who conveyed Odysseus to Ithaca, for the 
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too notorious swiftness of their ships , 1 a challenge to his 
might. For the gods love not those who would persistently 
exceed the proper rhythm of progress; a Lindbergh’ darling 
of the gods, may once in the way defy Necessity, »but those 
who seek to vulgarize such a divine exception must jisk to 
pay the penalty of tiubris. • 

‘Now Poseidon went^ on his way to Scheria, where th^ 
Phaeacians dwell. There he abode awhile: and lo! the sea- 
faring ship drew very near, being lightly sped; and nigh her 
came the shaker of the earth, and he smote htir into a stone, 
and rooted her far down below with the downstroke of his 
hand. 

Then one to another they spake winged words, the Phaea- 
cians of the long oars, mariners renowned. And thus they 
would speak, looking each man to hjs neighbour: 

“Ah me! who is this that hath bound our swift ship on ihe . 
deep as she drave horAewards? Even now she was clear in 
sight.” 

Even so they would speak; but they knew not how these 
things were ordained.’ * 

Mr Bloom’s ‘ penance for their sins' may be a dim recall of 
past experience, of ‘how these things were ordained’: an 
ancient dream fluttering bat-like from the gate of horn. 
Again, looking out to sea, he evokes a picture 2 of the perils 
of them that go down to* the sea in ships: an#old fresco in 
Akasa retouched by a mqdern haijd. 

‘The anchor’s weighed. Off he sails with a scapular or a 
medal on him for luck. Well? And the tephilim no what’s 
this they call it poor papa’s father had on his door to touch. 
That brought us out of the land of Egypt and into the house 
of bondage. Something in all those superstitions because 
when you go out never know ‘what dangers.’ Hanging on to 
a plank or astride of a beam for grim life, lifebelt round 
him, gulping salt water,* and that’s the last»of his nibs till the 
sharks catch hold of him. Do 'fish ever get seasick? 

Then you have a beautiful calm Nvithout a cloud, smooth 

1 ‘Leui speciality leur gloire, e’est devoir dompte TAdriatique^ et, 
par un service de messageries extra-rapides, supprime ce grand abime 
de mcr.’ Les Phtniciens et I’Odyssee, Tome I, page 584. 

* The ‘art’ of this episode is painting-, Mr Bloom’s monologue here is 
a sequence of mental pictures, rarely meditative. Gerty, too, visualizes 
her memories and aspirations. 
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sea, placid, crew and cargo in smithereens, Davy Jones’ 
locker. Moon looking down. Not my fault, old cockalorum.’ 

‘But tfre daughter of Cadmus marked him, Ino of the fair 
ankles . and sat upon* the well-bound raft and spake: 
“Hapless one, wherefore was Poseidon,, shaker of the earth, 
so wondrous wroth with thee? . . . Take this veil divine and 
ydnd it about, thy breast; then there is no fear that thou suffer 
"■ aught or perish. But when thou hast laid hold *of the main- 
land with thy hapds, loose if off from thee and cast it into the 
wine-dark deep.” ... As when a great tempestuous wind 
tosseth a heap of parched husks and scattereth, them this 
way and that, even so did the wave scatter the lohg beams of 
the raft. But Odysseus bestrode a single plank as one rideth 
on a courser, and fell prone in the sea. . . . But Athene, 
daughter of Zeus, turned to new thoughts. She bound up the 
courses of the other winds and charged them all to cease and 
be still; but she roused the swift North and brake the waves 
before him. ... So for two nights, and two days he was 
wandering in the swell of the sea, ^nd much his heart boded 
of death. But when at last the fair-trcssed dawn brought the 
full light of the third day, thereafter the breeze fell and lo! 
there was a breathless calm, and with a quick glance ahead 
he saw the land .very near.’ 
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14. THE OXEN OF THE SUN 

T HESGENEof this episode is the Lying-in Hospital in 
Holies Street, where Mrs Purcfoy is waiting to be 
delivered of a child. 1 Mr Bloom (as we have hoard in the 
Lestrygonians) received news of the impending event from Mrs 
Breen earlier in the day and, in the Course of his meditations 
after the eclipse of Najisicaa, decided to call at the hospital" 
for news of the lady who, Mrs Breen had told him, was having 
a Very stiff birth 5 . In "the hospital edmmon-room he comes 
upon a group of medical students carousmg with Stephen 
Dedalus. Buck Mulligan and Haines presently join them. 
The conversation is ribald and fertile in obstetric allusion. 
The young men debate birth-control, the question whether, 
when that fatal dilemma arises, .the life of the mother or of 
the child should be saved, and various other aspects of pro- 
creation. While they so discourse the child is Born and, soon 
after, the company adjourns to Burke’s public-house where 
they continue thei/ potations. This meeting with Stephen in 
the halls of the Sun-god, the quickener, brings to the fore- 
ground of Mr Bloom’s mind the vagute craving for paternity 
which has all day bfeen latent in his soliloquies. There is 
a passage (in fifteenth-century prose) which^ suggests an 
association in Mr Bloom’s mind between hi's dead son Rudy 
and Stephen. • * * 

‘And She (Marion Bloom) was wondroizs stricken of heart 

1 This .hospital is to be distinguished Trom the Mater Misericordiae 
in Eccles Street, the hospital piftronized by Mr Bloom when he was 
attacked and wounded by a bge, here referred to as* ‘a horrible and 
dreadful dragon*. Most Catholic funerals pass the Mater Misericordiae 
on their way to the neighbouring cemetery. The Lying-in Hospital, 
the house of life, now patronized by Stephen, is more cheerfully situated, 
on the road leading to the Dublin horse-show. 
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for the evil hap and for his burial did him on a fair corselet 
of lamb’s wool, the flower of the flock, lest he might perish 
utterly and lie akeled (for it was then about the midst of the 
winter) apd now sir Leopold that had of his body no man- 
child for an heir looked upon him his friend’s son and was 
shut; ifp in sorrow for his forepassed happiness and sad as he 
was that him failed a son of such gentle courage (for all 
Accounted hifn of real parts) so grieved he alpo in no less 
measure for young Stephen -for that he lived riotously with 
those was tr els ^ arid murdered his goods with whores.’ 

Mr Bloom plays here a ripely paternal role as he sits, 
humdrum, among these harum-scarums, genuinely shocked 
by their callousness. Still, when they try to draw him, he 
answers with a discretion worthy of his prototype, ‘as astute 
if not astuter than any man living’. Stephen, on the other 
hand, enters, in appea'rance at least, into the spirit of the 
medicos and, thanks to his command <of words and dialectic, 
is able to outpace even these experts in the obstetric and 
the obscene on their oWn terrain of pseudo-medical bawdry. 
After the symposium he invites them to Burke’s public- 
house and, as he has money in his pocket, lacks not a fol- 
lowing. More drinks at Burke’s complete his intoxication 
and, fuddled beyond reason, he embarks, accompanied by 
Lynch, one of tile carousers, for the isle of Circe. Bloom, 
prudent as ever, has drunk only a little too much'; if he, too, 
in the next episode yields to the ambiance of hallucination, 
it is as much the effect of weariness and the red miasma of 
Walpurgisnacht as of’ the liquor he has Absorbed. ■ 


This episode has beeri described as a chapter of parodies 
and that is, doubtless, the first impression that it gives. It is 
obvious that one section is in fhe Carlyle manner, in another 
there are echoes of the Pilgrim’s Progress, elsewhere of the 
Opium-Eater. But, if the texture of the prose be carefully 
examined, it ‘will be seen that, though in some passages the 
style is probably meant to satirize the original (as where an 
Ars Amatoria is expounded in the manner of a Bunyan par- 
able), the greater part seems to be devoid of satiric intention; 
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that wilful exaggeration of mannerisms which points a parody 
is absent and the effect is rather of pastiche than of travesty. 

The rationale of this sequence of imitations lies in the 
theme. The technic and the subject of this episode* are both 
embryonic development and the styles of prose employed follow 
an exact historical order. It begins with a set of th in- 
cantations, in the manner of the Fratres Arvales , each thrice 
repeated: * • * 

‘Deshil Holies Eamus. Deshil Holies Eamus. Deshil Holies 
Eamus. • 

Send us* bright one, light one, Horhorn, quickening and 
wombfruit. *Send us, bright one, light one, Horhorn, quick- 
ening and wombfruit. Send us, bright one, light one, Hor- 
horn, quickening and wombfruit. 

Hoopsa, boyaboy, hoopsa! Hoopsa, boyaboy, hoopsa! 
Hoopsa, boyaboy, hoopsa!’ * ^ ^ 

The first of these forfhulas means simply: ‘Let us go south 
to Holies Street.’ The -second is an invocation to the Sun, 
Helios, personified by Si? Andrew Horne, the head of the 
Lying-in Hospital, the ‘House of Horne’. *The third is the 
triumphant cry of the midwife as, elevating the new-born, 
she acclaims its sex. 

Thrinacia (Sicily), the triangular island , 1 was dedicated 
to Helios. His seven herds of sacred oxen were guarded by 
his daughters, Phaethusa and Lampetie, to whopi correspond, 
in this episode, the two nurses, ‘white 2 sisters in ward sleep- 
less t . . for Horn^ holding wariest .ward’. The landing- 
place of % Odysseus was (M. Berard suggests) probably near 
the ancient Tauromenium and the eglony of Naxos, where 
there was an altar .to Apollo Archegetes. Another cult 
observed at Naxos was that of Aphrodite whose Aphrodision 
was famoqp for its yigga Na£ia (ptiallic and* triangular), 
sexual emblems of Phoeniciap origin. The Oxen of the Sun 
are symbols of fertility.? The frequefit references to the pro- 

• 

1 The apotheosis of the triangle, a sign*upon the forehead of Taurus, 
in a passage quoted hereafter, is # significant. 

a White is the colour delated to this episode: the white daughters of 
the Sun, daylight itself, ‘seeds #f brightness’, the white house of life 
contrasted with the ‘tenebrosity* of the nether world. 

* That Mr Bloom’s encouifter with the bee, twice mentioned in this 
episode, is apposite to the general theme, is suggested by a passage in 
Porphyry’s Cave of the ftymphs. ‘The priestesses of Geres, as being 
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creative function in this episode are thus in harmony with 
the symbolism of the Homeric legend. 

To gef the full effect of the literary artifice employed in the 
text which follows this prfelude, the reader probably needs 
a fairly intimate acquaintance with the literary landmarks 
whifn cast their shadow upon it, but even without precise 
knowledge he cannot but feel, as he reads on, that under the 
protean transformations a constanf evolution* is unfolding 
itself, that the changes of style are purposeful and progres- 
sive. The process of development begins in a murk of chaos 
(‘chassis’ as Mr O’Casey’s ‘Paycock’ might prefer to call 
it). At first the style is blank (though not wholly devoid of 
meaning), a lethargic writhing of diplodocan periods which 
correspond to the reptilian stage of human and embryonic 
evolution. 

^Universally that person’s acumen is esteemed very little 
perceptive concerning whatsoever matters are being held as 
most profitably by njortals with sapience endowed to be 
studied who is ignorant of that which the most in doctrine 
erudite and certainly by reason of that in them high mind’s 
ornament deserving of veneration constantly maintain when 
by general consent* they affirm that other circumstances 
being equal by no exterior splendour is the prosperity of a 
nation more efficaciously* asserted than by the measure 
of how far fqrward may have progressed the tribute of its 
solicitude for that proliferent continuance which of evils the 
original if it be abser^c Mien forthnately present constitutes 
the certain sign of omnipollent nature’s incorrupfed bene- 
faction.’ ' * . 

(This appalling sentence reads like the literal translation of 
a tract on ‘child welfare’ written in Latin by a demented 
German Dotent.) . t 

Bloom’s entry into the hospital is described in a hotchpotch 
of early Anglo-Saxpn, a trochaic tramp of lumpish assonance. 
For the delineation of this early stage of embryonic growth 

initiated into the mysteries of the terrene Goddess, were called by the 
ancients bees , and Proserpine herself was denominated by them honied. 
The moon, likewise, who presides ove^ geneiation, was called by them 
a bee, and also a bull. And Taurus is the exaltation of the moon. But 
bee$%re ox-begotten. And this application is also given to souk proceed- 
ing into generation. The God, likewise, who is occultly connected with 
generation, is a stealer of oxen.’ { Trans. Thomas Taylor.) 
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the author, it may be noted, does not coin new word-forms or 
use uncouth constructions; the language is bare and primitive 
but always English and historically authentic. 

‘In ward wary the watcher hearing come that man mild- 
hearted eft rising with swire ywimpled to him her gatj wide 
undid. Lo, levin leaping lightens in eyeblink Ireland’s west- 
ward welkin! Full she dread that God the Wr^ker all man,r 
kind would fordo with Water for his evil sins. Christ’s rood 
made she on breastbone and him drew that,he would rather 
infare under her thatch. That man her will wotting worthful 

went in Horne’s house.’ 

• 

In this passage Bloom symbolizes the male element; the 
nurse and, by extension, the hospital vestibule, the female. 
Bloom’s gesture in taking off his hat has, I believe, its 
significance for the biologist. The nurse who opens the door 
is an old friend of Mr Bloom. ‘On her stow he ere was living 
with dear wife and lonesome daughter that then over land 
and seafloor nine years* had long outvandered.’ The storm 
which soon is to "burst in a single and prodigious clap of 
thunder broods in the offing. * 

The growth of an embryo is not uniform; one part, stealing 
a march on the others, may prematurely reach a higher stage 
of development; an eye, for instance, may develop out of its 
turn. Thus, in the passage which follows, there is an anticipa- 
tion of an early Church style which is in advance of its 
context in the episode. 

‘Therefore, everyman, look to that last end that is thy 
death and the dust that gripeth on every man that is born of 
woman for as he came naked forth front his mother’s womb 
so naked shall he wend him at the last for to go as he came.’ 

The description of the dining-table, knives ai\d forks, a tin 
of sardines * 1 is given in the style of MandeVille. 

‘And in the castle was set a board* that was of the birchwood 
of Finlandy and it was upheld by four* dwarfmen of the 
country but they durst not mov$ more for enchantment. 
And on this board were frightful swords and knives that are 

l The companions of Odysset$, during their sojourri on the isle of 
the Sun, were driven by hunger to catch and eat fish, a food from which 
the Homeric heroes had an* ingrained aversion. In the end, despite 
their oath to Odysseus, they slaughtered and ate the sacred oxen of the 
Sun, rather than persist in such an irksome diet. 

293 



JAMES JOYCE’S ULYSSES 

made in a great cavern by swinking demons out of white 
flames that they fix in the horns of buffaloes and stags that 
there abound marvellously. And there were vessels that are 
wrought tby magic of Mrfhound out of seasand and the air 
by a warlock with his breath that he blares into them like to 
buhbfes. . . . And there was a vat of silver that was moved 
by craft to open in the which lay strange fishes withouten 
neads though" misbelieving men nie that this be possible thing 
without they see, it natheless they are so. And these fishes lie 
in an oily water brought there from Portugal land because 
of the fatness that therein is . . .* 

The passage beginning ‘This meanwhile this good sister 
stood by the door’ recalls Thomas Malory. One sentence in 
it, that which describes Mr Bloom’s hesitation whether to 
stay and look after Stephen or follow his wiser judgment and 
go quietly home, seems to be a ‘survival’ of a yet earlier style. 
‘Ruth red him, love led on with will to wander, loth to leave.’ 
On the following pa'ge there is a Turthfr allusion to Mr 
Bloom’s solicitude for Stephen (‘he was the most drunken that 
demanded still more of mead’). The obstetric jests of the 
students distress him. ‘Sir Leopold was passing grave maugre 
his word by cause he still had pity of the terror causing 
shrieking of shrill women, in -their labour and as he was 
minded of his good lady Marion that had borne him an only 
manchild wl'ich on his eleventh day on live had died and 
no man of art could save so dank is destjny.’ 

Stephen denounces* ‘birth-control’ — ‘those Godposslbled 
souls that we nightly impossibilize, which is the sin against 
. . . the Giver of Life’! Here there is an allusion to the Sun- 
god and his oxen, symbols of fertility. The crime of Odysseus’ 
companions, (the ‘fraud’ of the Malthusians) was the slaying 
of the sacred kirie, ‘flocks of a dread god, even of Helios’. No 
long while after Odys'ieus had left the triangular island 
punishment overtook the sinners: ‘came the shrilling West 
with the rushing of a greaj tempest. . . . Zeus thundered and 
cast his bolt upon the ship, and she reeled all over stricken 
by the bolt qf Zeus and was filled with sulphur.’ Thus pre- 
sently there comes ‘a black crack of noise in the street' (God 
is for Stephen a ‘noise’ or a ‘shout in the street?) . ‘Loud on left 
Thor thundered: in anger awful the hammerhurler.’ 

The style moves on towards the seventeenth century. In 
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the passage which follows the language is reminiscent of Sir 
Thomas Browne and the Authorized Version; the structure 
and theme recall the Improperia of the Catholic liturgy for 
Holy Week. 

‘Remember, Erin N thy generations and thy days of ojd how 
thou settedst little by me and by my word and broughttfst in 
a sttanger to my gates to commit fornication in my sight and 
to wax fat rand kick fikc Jeshurum. Therefore thou hast 
sinned against the light and hast made me, thy lord, to be the 
slave of servants. Return, return, Clan Milly? forget me not 
O Milesisyi. Why hast thou done this abomination before me 
that thou didst spurn me for a merchant of jalaps and didst 
deny me to the Roman and the Indian of dark speech with 
whom thy daughters did lie luxuriously? Look forth now, 
my- people, upon the land of behest, even from Horeb 
and from Nebo and from Pisgah and from the Horns* 
Hatten unto a land flowing with milk and money. But thou 
hast suckled me with §i bitter milk: my moon and my sun 
hast thou quenched for evjer. And thou hast left me alone for 
ever in the dark ways of my bitterness: aAd with a kiss of 
ashes thou hast kissed jny mouth.* 

Of the Improperia Dom Fernand Cabrol O.S.B. in My 
Missal writes as .follows. ‘The cultus of *he Cross is very 
ancient and found expression most naturally on Good Friday. 
The verses, antiphons and responsories which a?e sung during 
the adoration of the Cross are called Improperia or reproaches 
(addressed by Christ to the Jewish people). They form one 
of the most tragic episodes of this Friday service which is 
a real drama and suggested the mediaeval Passion plays.* 

• 

Popule mens , quid feci tibi? aut in O my people, what have I done 
quo contristavi te? responde mihi . to thee? or in whafchave I grieved 
Quia eduxi de terra Aegypti: * thee? answer me. Because I led 
parasti crucem Salvatori tuo . • theft put of the land of Egypt, 

• thou has prfpared a cross for thy 

» Saviour. 

Quid ultra debui facere tibi et non What more ought I to have done 
feci? Ego tquidem plantavi te vinearr^ for thee that I have not done? I 
meam speciosissimam: et tv facta es planted for thee my fairest vine- 
mihi nitnis amara: aceto namque sitv ti yard and thou hast turned exceed- 
meam potasli ; et lancea perforasti ing bitter to me; for thou gayest 
lalus Salvatori tuo . * me vinegar to drink in my thirst, 

and pierced with a lance thy 
Saviour’s side. 
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Ego dedi tibi sceptrum regale: et tu I gave thee a royal sceptre: and 
dedisti capiti meo spineam coronam. thou gavest a crown of thorns to 
• my head. 

Ego te exaltavi magna virtute : et 4 tu I lifted thee up with great power: 

me suspendisft in patibulo crucis. and thou didst hang me upon the 

gibhet of the Cross. 

i * 

•< 

This passage of Ulysses is undoubtedly tragic and personal, 
a * remonstratifin in which, perhaps, many another artist out 
of Ireland might join. There is no blasphemy here, only a 
great sorrow ^bich, in solitude , 1 invokes its prototype, the 
greatest of all sorrows. It is no new theme in the work of 
Joyce. In the Portrait he bitterly attacks the disloyalty of his 
country to her great men. ‘Ireland is the old sow that eats 
her farrow . 9 In the last words of this passage, ‘with a kiss of 
ashes hast thou kissed my mouth 9 , Stephen for a moment 
likens his country to his dead mother. ‘In a dream, silently, 
snfhad come to him . . . her breath bent over him with 
mute secret words, a faint odour of wetted ashes . 9 Each asked 
of him something he could not give, £n obedience he refused 
to render. Wheij,, in the next episode, the phantom of his 
mother appears to him and bids him repent, he cries ‘ Ah non , 
par exemple! . . . With me all or not At all. Non serviam! 9 He 
‘will not serve 9 . When his mother asked him to make his 
Easter duty, Stephen refused. All his life iong the artist is 
being asked to make some* duty, and if he refuse to serve, 
must suffer persecution, contumely, exile. 

When the crash of thunder com^s, Bloom seeks to reassure 
Stephen by talk of a 'natural phenomenon 9 . This lgads'to a 
passage in the manner of Bunyan, where Phenomenon 
personifies the God*of this world. 

‘But was young Boasthard’s fear vanquished by Calmer’s 
words? No, for he had hi his bosom a spike named Bitterness 
which could not by words be done away. And itas he then 

• 

1 It is notable that the name Sikelia (Sicily) is derived from a Semitic 
word sikoulim , sekoul , which describes the lot of a man who is alone, 
forsaken by all. M. Bdrard points out that the theme of solitude plays 
an important part in Odysseus’ adventure in the island of the Sun. 
Odysseus alone % is against landing, he walks alone in the island and, 
finally, all his men are lost in the tempest and he continues on his way 
alone . Stephen may seem at home in the company of the drunken 
medicos, but he knows, and they know,* that he is a man apart; at 
closing-time, when they can no longer swill at his expense, they unani- 
mously forsake him. 
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neither calm like the one nor godly like the other? He was 
neither as much as he would have liked to be either. But 
could he not have endeavoured to have found again as in 
his youth the bottle Holiness that ‘then he lived withal? In- 
deed not for Grace was not there to find that bottle. Heard 
he then in that clap the voice of the god Bringforth oi» >yhat 
Calmer said, a hubbub of Phenomenon? Heard? Why, he 
could not but hear unless he had plugged* up the tube 
Understanding (which he had not done). For through that 
tube he saw that he was in the land of Phenomenon where he 
must for a certain one day die as he was like the rest a 
passing sKow.’ 

Next, the company present are described in the manner 
of Pepys, with a characteristic reference to Mrs Purefoy’s 
coming delivery — 

‘should be a bullyboy from the knocks they say, but God givfi* 
her soon issue. ’Tis hef ninth chick to live, I hear, and Lady 
day bit off her last chick’s nails that w^s then a twelvemonth 
and with other three all breastfed that died written out 
in a fair hand in the king’s bible. Her hub fifty odd and a 
methodist but talces the>Sacrament and is to be seen any fair 
sabbath with a pair of his boys off Bullock harbour dapping 
on the sound with a heavybraked reel or in a punt he has 
trailing for flounder and pollock and catches a fine bag, I 
hear . 5 * * 

The verbal allusions to tbje Homeric paradigm of this episode, 
in ‘Bullyboy’ and* ‘Bullock (harboup)’, are characteristic. 
Thus, in this same ‘Pepys’ paragraph Bannon refers to Milly 
Bloom as ‘a skittish heifer . . . beefto<He heel ’. 1 The theme 
is developed at length in the next imitation. Mr Deasy’s letter 
has, thanks to Stephen’s efforts, appealed in the evening paper 
and a domsersation is now engaged, first in the Defoe manner, 
then in the Swiftian, on the foot ant^mouth disease and, by a 

1 Milly, the ‘photo girl’, wrote to her father: ‘We did great biz yester- 
day. Fair day and all the beef to the h^eis were in.’ (She worked for 
a photographer at Mullingar.) ‘Mullingar heifers’, ‘beef to the heel’, 
are slang terms for girls with thick ankles. A traveller passing through 
Mullingar, the Slang Dictionary » relates, was so struck by this local 
peculiarity in the women that he asked a Mullingar girl: ‘May I enquire 
if you wear hay iq your shoeS?’ ‘Faith an* I do,’ she replied, ‘and what 
then?’ ‘Because*, said the traveller, ‘that accounts for the calves of 
your legs coming down t»o feed on it.’ 
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natural transition, on bulls, Irish, papal and others. Dixon 
speaks of the ‘bull that was sent to our island by fanner 
Nicholas, 1 the bravest cattle breeder of them all with an 
emerald ijng in his nose. .* . . He had horns galore, a coat of 
gold and a sweet smoky breath coming out of his nostrils so 
that, the women of our island, leaving dimghballs and rolling 
pins, followed after him hanging his bulliness in daisychains.’ 
Lord Harry ‘(Henry VIII), too, ‘discovered in himself a 
wonderful likeness to a bull and on picking up a black- 
thumbed chapbook that he kept in the pantry he found sure 
enough that he was a lefthanded descendant of the famous 
champion bull of the Romans, Bos Bovum, which is* good bog 
Latin for boss of the show’. (A parliament convened in 
Dublin in 1536 declared the king spiritual head of the 
Church.) Dixon’s bovine fantasia on a critical period of Irish 
history is in the manner of Swift, with whose discourse on 
’’uiffis in a Tale of a Tub it may be compared. 

‘But of all Peter’s raretics he most .valued a certain set of 
bulls, whose race was *by great fortune preserved in a lineal 
descent from those that guarded the golden fleece. . . . 
Whether by secret connivance or encouragement from their 
master, or out of their own liquorish affection to gold, or 
both, it is certain they were no better tharj a sort of sturdy, 
swaggering beggars; and where they could not. prevail to 
get an alms \^ould make women miscarry, and children fall 
into fits, who, to this very day, usually call sprites and hob- 
goblins by the name of bull-beggars.’ 2 . 

The paragraphs which follow are in the style of Addison in 
the Tatler and the Addison-Steele combination in the first 
years of the eighteenth century. Next, Lynch tells the com- 
pany of an amour , in the manner of Sterne. 

‘Ah, Monsieur, had you but beheld her as I did* with these 
eyes at that affecting infant with her dainty tucker and her 
new coquette cap (a gift for her feast*day as she told me) in 
such an artless disorder, of so Ynelting a tenderness, ’pon my 
conscience, even you, Monsieur, had been impelled by 
generous nature to deliver yourSelf wholly into the hands of 

# 

1 Nicholas Brakespearc, when he became Pope Adrian IV, ‘conferred 
the lordship of the Island (Ireland) on Henry II, in order, as his bull 
states, “to extirpate the vices which had there taken root” \ Holiday . 

* A Tale of a Tub . Section IV. 
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such an enemy or to quit the field for ever. I declare, I was 
never so touched in my life.’ 

Nurse Callan enters and informs Dixon, the junior surgeon, 
that Mrs Purefoy has given birth* to a son. Costdllo, ‘a low 
fellow who was fuddled’, speaks coarsely of the nurse. t Dixon, 
in the Goldsmith manner, rebukes him. » 

‘I want patience with those who, without wit to enliven or ■ 
learning to instruct, revile an ennobling profession which, 
saving the reverence due to the Deity, is tne^grcatest power 
for happiness upon the earth. I am positive when I say that 
if need Vvere I could produce a cloud of witnesses to the 
excellence of her noble exercitations which, so far from being 
a byword, should be a glorious incentive in the human breast. 

I cannot away with them. What? Malign such an one, the 
amiable Miss Callan, who is the lustre of her own sex and the 
astonishment of ours and at an instant the most momernitTHS" 
that can befall a puny child of clay? Perish the thought!’ 

* J> 

Bloom, sincerely sharing Dixon’s affected indignation, is 
prudent enough to leave his homily (in’ the language of 
Burke) unspoken. 

‘It was now for more than the middle span of our allotted 
years that he had passed through the thousand vicissitudes 
of existence and, being of a wary ascendancy and self a man 
of a rare forecast, he hdd enjoined his heart~>to repress all 
motions of a rising choler and, by intercepting them with the 
readiest precaution, foster within his breast that plenitude of 
sufferance which base minds jeer at, rash judgers scorn and 
all find tolerable and but tolerable.. To those who create 
themselves wits at the cost of feminine delicacy (a habit of 
mind which he never did hold with) to them he would con- 
cede neither to bear the name nor to herit the*tradition of a 
proper breeding.’ , * 

But the indelicacy of Mr Bloom in presuming to criticize, 
even in unuttered thought, his betters is rebuked in a Junian 
apostrophe. The following passage, in which the staff of the 
hospital are referred to as tne secretary of state for domestic 
affairs and members of the ’privy council, recalls the gravity 
of Gibbon’s prose (the ijnitation of his use of paired words, 
‘silent in unanimous exhaustion and approbation’, ‘the 
length and solemnity, of their vigil’, is notable) and is inter- 
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calated with an example of nineteenth-century scientific 
jargon (premature development of a part of the embryo). 

The apparition of Haines is gruesomely depicted — shades 
of the Castle of Otranto. ‘Which of us did not feel his flesh 
creep? He had a portfolio full of Celtic literature in one hand, 
in the other a phial marked Poison. Surprise, horror, loathing 
were depicted»on all faces while he eyed them with a ghastly 
grin. I anticipated some such reception, he began with an 
eldritch laugh, for which, it seems, history is to blame.’ This 
is a recall of Haines’ remark in the first episode: ‘We feel in 
England that we have treated you rather unfairly.. It seems 
history is to blame.’ 

Meanwhile Mr Bloom has been ‘ruminating, chewing the 
cud of reminiscence’ in the manner of Charles Lamb at his 
most sentimental. 

» 

■»« - *He is young Leopold, as in a retrospective arrangement, 
a mirror within a mirror (hey, presto!/, he beholdeth himself. 
That young figure of then is seen, precociously manly, walk- 
ing on a nipping morning from the old hoilse in Clambrassil 
street to the higli school, his booksatchel on him bandolier- 
wise, and in it a gopdly hunk of wheaten loaf, a mother’s 
thought. Or it is the same figure, a year or so gone over, in 
his first hard hat«(ah, that was a day!), already on the road, 
a fullfledged traveller for the family firm, equipped with an 
orderbook, accented handkerchief (not for show only), his 
case of bright trinketwarc (alas, a thing now of the past!), 
and a quiverful of compliant smiles for this or that, halfwon 
housewife reckoning it out upon her fingertips or for a bud- 
ding virgin shyly acknowledging (but the heart? tell me!) his 
studied baisemoins.’ • 

Not otherwise did some Phoenician merchant-traveller of 
Homeric times, ’roaming far across the inland s#a, even to 
the Pillars of the West, C)aiypso ? s home, offer, with ingratiat- 
ing oriental smirks? his trinketware frbm Sidon or from Tyre 
to a housewife of the westerh isles; not otherwise did the 
simple islander reckon out on her fingers the price to pay in 
baskets of olives, capering kids* or skins of black wine. 

The passage in the de Quincey manner which follows is 
built up from memories of Simop Dedalus’ song in the 
Ormond musicroom, of Boylan’s refrain Those lovely seaside 
girls, Tour head it simply swirls (which has been running in Mr 
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Bloom’s head all day), of his daughter Milly (‘Oh, Milly 
Bloom, you are my darling!’), of that mystic word Parallax, 
whose meaning he has forgotten (if he ever knew i’t), of the 
Agendath Netaim advertisement, ‘arid the immediate aspect 
of a bottle of Bass’s beer which confronts him. The protean 
skill of the creator has adapted these unpromising materials 
to the texture of an apocalyptic vision. , 

t 4 

‘The voices blend and fuse in clouded silence: silence that 
is the infinite of space: and swiftly, silently the soul is wafted 
over regions of cycles of cycles of generations that have lived. 
A region*where grey twilight ever descends, never falls, on 
wide sagegreen pasturefields, shedding her dusk, scattering 
a perennial dew of stars. She follows her mother with un- 
gainly steps, a mare leading her fillyfoal. . . . They fade, 
sad-phantoms: all is gone. Agendath.is a waste land, a home 
of screechowls and the sandblind upupa. Netaim, the gold«»^ 
is no more. And on the highway of the clouds they come, 
muttering thunder of rebellion, the ghosts of beasts. Huuh! 
Hark! Huuh! Parallax stalks behind and goads them, the 
lancinating lightnings of whose brow are scorpions . . . 
Ominous, revengeful zodiacal host! They moan, passing 
upon the clouds, horned and capricorned, the trumpeted 
with the tusked, .the lionmaned, the giantantlered, snouter 
and crawler, rodent, ruminant *and pachyderm, all their 
moving moaning multitude, murderers of the* sun . 1 

Onward to the dead sea they tramp to drink, unslaked and 
with, horrible guljjings, tfie salt somnolent flood. And the 
equine portent grows again, magnified in the deserted 
heavens, nay to heaven’s own magnitude it looms, vast, over 
the house of Virgo . 2 And, lo, wonder of metempsychosis, 
it is she, the everlasting bride, harbinger of the daystar, the 
bride, ever^virgin. It is she, M,artha, thou lost oile, Millicent, 
the young, the dear, the radiant. How serene does she now 
arise, a queen among the Pleiades, in the^ penultimate ante- 
lucan hour, shod in sandals of bright gold, coifed with a veil 
of what do you call it gossamer! Ie floats, it flows about her 

* 

1 Thus, after the murder of the oxen of the Sun by the companions 
of Odysseus, ‘the skins were creeping, and the flesh bellowing upon the 
spits, both the roast and the raw, and there was a sound as the voice 
of kine’. 

* In astrology, the constellation Virgo governs the womb ; the organ 
of the body to which this episode is related is the womb. 
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starbom flesh and loose it streams emerald, sapphire, mauve 
and heliotrope, sustained on currents of cold interstellar 
wind, winding, coiling, simply swirling, writhing in the skies 
a mysterious writing till after a myriad metamorphoses of 
symbol, it blazes, Alpha, a ruby and triangled sign upon the 
forehead of Taurus.’ 

» In the chastened style of a Landor,the encounter of Father 
Conmec with ‘a flushed yqung man and a young woman ’ 1 
is now narrated by the young man in question. There follows 
a paragraph in the scientific style (containing certain interest- 
ing allusions to embryogenesis), another in the, manner of 
Macaulay, followed by a return to the scientific style (here 
chronologically in place — i.e. not a ‘premature develop- 
ment’). There is a pretty-pretty picture of the mother and 
babe, as Dickens might have written it. ‘She had fought 1 the 
*^Jfid fight and now she was very very happy. Those who 
have passed on, who have gone before*, are happy too as they 
gaze down and smile ^upon the touching scene. Reverently 
look at her as shp reclines there with the ftiotherlight in her 
eyes, that longing hunger for baby fingers ,(a pretty sight to 
see) etc.’ . • 

Passages in the manner of Newman, Pater and Ruskin 
follow. The description of a game of bowls has an ‘Epicu- 
rean’, gemlike preciosity. ‘A shaven space of lawn one soft 
May evenings the wellremembered grove of lilacs at Round- 
town, purple and whitq, fragianj. slender spectators of the 
game but with much real interest in the .pellets as they run 
slowly forward over the sward or collide and stop, one by 
its fellow, with a brief alert shock.’ 

The embryo has now attained maturity and it is con- 
venient here to consider in retrospect the technical devices 
employed by Mr Joyce in .this episode, apart from the 
historico-literary progression already described. • Readers of 
this episode who have some acquaintance with embryology 
will find many allusions which mark the changes of the 
embryo, month by month, as it grows to perfection in the 
womb. Thus, in the first month, it is worm-like, a ‘punctus’, 
in the second it has a (relatively) big head, webbed fingers, 
is eyeless, mouthless, sexless. The mention of fishes ‘with- 
outen head’ in ‘oily water* is a reference to the first month: 

‘Page 315. » 
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the vermiform shape and the amniac fluid. Later, Stephen 
tells how ‘at the end of the second month’ a human soul is 
infused and, soon after, we see Mr Bloom ‘lay hand’to jaw’; 
the formation of the jawbone is a feature of the thind month. 
At that stage the embryo has a distinct tail — hence the 
mutation of ‘Oxford’ into ‘Oxtail ’. 1 The reference to Visual 
organs commencing to exhibit signs of animation’ 8 marks 
the seventh month. There are many more sucli correspond- 
ences to be detected by the readei* of Ulysses* who, unlike the 
writer of this study, has more than a superficiakacquaintance 
with the facts of pre-natal development. 

As elsevfliere, the metaphors are coloured by the ‘art’ of the 
episode, medicine , and especially the art of obstetrics. Such 
expressions as ‘a pregnant word’, ‘this tenebrosity of the 
interior’, ‘biggish swollen clouds’, ‘embryo philosopher’, 
‘every phase of the situation was successively eviscerated*, 
etc., exemplify this anastomosis of style and subject. 

In a curious esoteric tract named Venus Magique 3 there is 
a passage describing the^magical’ view'bf embryonic growth. 

‘Dans la premiere nuit de sa conception, l’embryon est 
comme une eau chaotique; dans les six suivantes, cette eau 
devient opaque; elle prend une forme ‘spherique dans la 
deuxiCme semaine. En un mois l’embryon acquiert de la con- 
sistance; en deux la tete se forme; ajr troisieme mois, les pieds; 
au quatrienie, l’estomac etJes reins; au cinquiemg, la colonne 
vertebrale; au sixiCme, le nez, les yeux et les oreilles; au 
septieme, il re$oit le souffle de vie; auhuitieme il se complete; 
au neuvieme il se recouvre de sa peau. 

Dans le neuvieme mois, l’esprit entre dans sa nouvelle 
residence el&nentaire; il y connait par une profonde con- 
templation le Mot indestructible.’ 

This association of a mystic; Word with the Culmination 
of the embryonic stage is grotesquely introduced in the ante- 
penultimate phase of this episode (in the manner of Ruskin). 

‘Enter that antechamber of birth where the studious are 
assembled.and note their faces. Nothing, as it seems, there of 
rash or violent. . . . But as before the lightning the serried 
stormclouds, heavy with preppnderant excess of inoisture, in 
swollen masses turgidly distended, compass earth and sky 
in one vast slumber, impending above parched field and 
1 Page 375. 1 Page 396. * Chamuel, Editeur. Paris, 1897. 
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drowsy oxen and blighted growth of shrub and verdure till 
in an instant a flash rives their centres and with the re- 
verberation of the thunder the cloudburst pours its torrent, 
so and not otherwise was the transformation, violent and 

instantaneous, upon the utterance of the Word.’ 

« , 

The word is Burke's : the name of a public-house whither 

Stephen invkes the company for further drinks at his ex- 
pense. (The style is now CJarlyle’s.)* • 

‘Burke’s! Ou tilings my ford Stephen, giving the cry, and a 
tag and bobtail of all them after, cockerel, jackanapes, 
welsher, pilldoctor, punctual Bloom at heels with ^ universal 
grabbing at headgear, ashplants, bilbos, Panafna hats and 
scabbards, Zermatt alpenstocks and what not.’ 

There follows a roaring panegyric of Theodore Purefoy, 
the polyphiloprogenitive. 

*' m ‘Thou art, I vow, the remarkablest progenitor barring 
none in this chaffering allinclucfing most farragineous 
chronicle.’ (An apt description of Ulysses, this!) ‘A truce to 
threnes and tr^ntals and jeremies and 411 such congenital 
defunctive music. Twenty years of it, regret them not. With 
thee it was not as with many that will and would and wait 
and never do. Thou sawest thy America, thy lifetask, and 
didst charge to tover like the transpontine bison. How saith 
Zarathustra? Deine Kuh Truebsal melkest Du. Nun trinkest Du 
die suesse Milch des Euters.' 

Per deam Partulam et Pertuniam nunc est bibendum ! 

The last pages of this episode are a pandemonium of 
ejaculations in every form of dialect, jargon, slang, ancient 
and modem. The young men, gloriously methelated, have 
felt the gift of tongues descend on them. Any language, the 
worse the better, is apt to their impolite conversation. 

‘Waiting, guvnor? ifyfost deciduously. 1 Bet your boots on. 
Stunned like seeing as how no shiners is acoming. Under- 
cons tumble?* He’ve got thfe chink ad lib. Seed near free 
poun on un a spell ago a said war hisn. Us come right in ou 
your invitej see? Up to you, matey. Out with the ooff. Two 

1 In the next episode the yews, their leaves falling, lisp this affir- 
mative. 

* Cf. Miss Notable’s ‘I underconstumble you, gentlemen’, in Swift’s 
Polite Conversation. v 
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bar and a wing . 1 You lam that go off they there Frenchy 
bilks? Won’t wash here for nuts nohow . 2 Lil chile velly solly. 
Ise de cutest colour coon down our side. Gawds teruth, 
Chawley. Wearenaefou. We’re >nae tha fou. Au, reservoir, 
Moosoo. Tanks you.’ 

‘You move a motion? Steve boy, you’re going i. spme. 
More bluggy drunkables? Will immensely splendiferous 
stander permit one stooder of most extreme poverty and one 
largesize grandacious thirst to terminate one expensive in- 
augurated libation? Give’s a breather. Landlord, landlord, 
have you good wine, staboo? Hoots, mon, wee drap to pree. 
Cut and Come again. Right Boniface! Absinthe the lot. Nos 
omnes biberimus viridum toxicum diabolus capiat posterior a nostra.' 3 

The episode closes in the manner of a dithyrambic Ameri- 
can superhot-gospeller canvassing conversion with a punch 
in it. 

‘Gome on, you winefizzling ginsizzling booseguzzling 
existences! Come on, you dog-gong, bullnecked, beetle- 
browed, hogjowled, pearutbrained, wcaseleyed fourflushers, 
false alarms and excess baggage! Come on, “you triple extract 
of infamy! Alexander J. Christ Dowie that’s yanked to 
glory most half this planet from ’Frisco beach to Vladi- 
vostock. . . . You’ll need to rise precious .early, you sinner 
there, if you want to diddle the Almighty God. Pflaaaap! 
Not half. He’s got a coUghmixture with a punch in it for 
you, my friend, in his backpocket.^Just you try it on.’ 

Thus, after long labour, from precedent to precedent, the 
mountains have brought forth — a grinning golliwog, enfant 
terrible, the language of the future. 

Hoojpsa, boyaboy , hoopsa! 

1 Half-a-crown (slang). ” » 

* Stephen,- lately returned from Paris, forgets the'rule of Irish bars — 

Cash on Delivery. • * 

* Such puppy-latin seems always to have been popular with Dublin 
undergraduates. Examples are found in the Tripos, a college magazine 
to which Swift is believed to have con ributed, and Stephen and his 
friends speak it, on occasion (vide A Portrait oj the Artist as a Young Man). 
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THE EPISpDES 
15. CIRCE 

T » 

he la^t episode closed with the orgy of Stephen and 
the medical students at Burke’s public-house, culminat- 
ing, just on closing-time, with a round of absinthe. Mr 
Bloom, determined to watch over Stephen, is faithful to the 
end, though unwanted and jeered at by the company a£ 
young men who are having a ‘gorgeous drunk’ at Stephen’s 
expense. ‘Vel, I ses, ifjthat aint a sheeny nachez, vel, I vil 
get misha mishinnah.’ Prjident Mr Bfoom, declining absin- 
the, has confined himself to ‘Rome booze’,* a glass of wine. 
Quite exhausted, he is ypt nearly sober, but Stephen who has 
been ‘mixing’ is far gone. From closing-time till the opening 
of Circe (midnight), there is a blank period 0/ one hour; what 
happened in the interval can be pieced together from frag- 
ments in other episodes.* Mulligan and Haines, no more 
drinks being forthcoming, ‘euchred’ (as Mr Bloom puts it) 
Stephen at the Westland Row Station. Mr Bloom has the 
gravest suspicions of ‘the Buck’. ‘It wouldn’t occasion me the 
least surprise to learn that a pinch of tobacco or some other 
narcotic was put in your drink for some ulterior object.’ 
Stephen, abandoned by all but Lynch, 1 jumps into a loop- 
line train determined to ‘make a flight of itS Mr Bloom 
precipitately follows. # , . 

‘Wildgoose * chase this. Discorderly houses. Lord knows 

• 

1 Lynch is one of Stephen’s oldest friends. It was with him that 
Stephen htfld the remarkable dialogue on aesthetics (recorded in the 
Portrait ) from which I have so oAen had occasion to quote. 

* The word wildgoose is appropriate here not only tfecause it is an 
‘animal’ metaphor and so apt to the Circe episode, but also because 
Stephen is a ‘wildgoose’, as die Irish use the word — an Irishman who 
will not stay in his own country but migrates to foreign parts: for 
example, ‘Trieste-Zurich-£aris\ 
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where they are gone. Drunks cover distance double quick. 
Nicemixup. Scene at Westland row. Then jump in first class 
with thiM ticket. Then too far. Train with engine behind. 
Might have taken me to Malahide or a siding for the night or 
collision. Second drink does it. Once is a dose. What am I 
followfhg him for? Still, he’s the best of that lot.* 

It is a misty night after the downppur and Mr Bloom loses 
sight of Stephen at the entrance to nighttown. He presses on 
resolutely through the misl, past spectral shadows, drunken 
harpies, rowd^ soldiers, lurching workmen, and finally comes 
upon Stephen in the house of Mrs Bella Cohen i/i Tyrone 
Street. Stephen and Lynch, in the company of the prostitutes 
Zoe, Flora and Kitty , 1 are engaged in a rambling discourse 
on the philosophy of music; Stephen is strumming ‘empty 
fifths’ on the brothel piano. Mrs Bella Cohen demands«her 
<&£ s; Stephen, with fuddled generosity, exceeds the tariff, but 
Bloom comes to the rescue. 4 

‘bloom. [Quietly lays a half sovereign on the table between 
Bella and Florry .) % Allow me. [He tas\es up thi poundnote .) Three 
times ten. We’re square. 

Bella. [Admiringly.) You’re such* a slyboots, old cocky. I 
could kiss you/ 

‘bloom. [QuiStly.) You had better hand over that cash to 
me to take care of. Why pay mor<e? 

Stephen. [Hands him all his coins.) Be just before you are 
generous. * * 

bloom. I will, but is it wise? [He cbunts.) One, sfeven, 
eleven, and five. Six. Eleven. I don’t answer for what you 
may have lost.’ % * 

Lynch hands Zoe two pennies to insert in the slot of the 
piano, whick strikes up My Girl's a Yorkshire Girl , and the 
young men and girls dapce together. Stephen whirls giddily, 
faster ever faster, in a frenzy of drujiken tripudium. 2 

‘florry. [Points to Stephens) Look! He’s white. ’ 

i 

1 Female creature, flower, virgin (jrc : animal, vegetable, 'mineral. 

1 S alios anciliqferre ac per urbem ire canentes carmina cum tripudiis sollenique 
saltatu jussit (Liv. I, 20). This idea of a ritual dance is, tor reasons which 
will be given hereafter, appropriate to the Circe episode. Stephen, cry- 
ing 'Quick! Qjiick! Where’s my augur’s *rod?’, runs to the piano and 
takes his ashplant, 'beating his foot in tripudium’. This allusion was 
prepared for in the Proteus episode ( Ulysses , page 48). 
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bloom. {Goes to the window to open it more.) Giddy/ 

At the climax of his ecstasy he smashes the gas chandelier 
and rushes out into the darkness. Mr Bloom stays behind 
to settle for the damage to the larrip. Hurrying out, he finds 
Stephen involved in £ brawl with two soldiers, who ijnagine 
that he has insulted their girl. • 

‘private^carr. {Breaks loose.) I’ll insult him. 

{He rushes towards Stephen, fists outstretched , and strikes him in 
the face. Stephen totters , collapses, falls stunned * He lies prone, his 
face to the sky , his hat rolling to the wall. Bloom follows and picks 
it upf • , 

Stephen lies unconscious on the ground with Mr Bloom 
solicitously watching over him, whispering in his ear. A 
couple of policemen arrive and start taking names. The 
undertaker, Corny Kelleher, who is* conducting a party of 
‘commercials’ round the brothel quarter, appears out of tlft 
darkness. With his aid the policemen are pacified (Corny is 
a popular Dublin # figur£) and the episode ends as Stephen is 
gradually recovering consciousness, watched over by loyal 
Mr Bloom. 


‘Brothels are built with the bracks of religion.’ Blake’s 
paradox* may afford some explanation of the curious fact 
that Dublin, the great Catholic city of northern Europe, 
should have had a recognized ‘redlight quarter’. The Catho- 
lic religion, upholding the inviolable sanctity of marriage, 
accepts no compromise, and conderfins the # ostrich morality 
of those hybrid creeds which, Burying their heads in the sands 
of seemliness, refuse recognition ol* the weakness of the flesh. 
Thus it is written of that great ^aint, Vincfcnt Ferrer, that ‘an 
ancient tradition assures us that* he drew up a code of 
regulations for the maisons de tolSrance 9 . 1 The man who, pass- 
ing under the red beacon* of infamy, visits & ‘regulated’ 
brothel cannot but know that he is committing deadly sin; 
no compromise with conscience is possible, none of the callow 

1 Fage. Sermons, Tome II, pages 305, 198. (This, it may be noted, is 
a religious, not a rationalist work.) 
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pity which condones fornication or adultery as a romantic 
necessity or unpremeditated lapse. Nor, of course, are the 
modern 'devices of quick divorce and free love, promiscuity in 
fact, compatible with the existence of brothels. In such an 
ambiance the prostitute disappears; in a world of competent 
amatehrs the professional has no pla'ce. But the Catholic 
religion, relentlessly logical, sets in sharp contrast virtue on 
the one side, vice on the other; white light of heaven, red 
of hell; the Holy Eucharist and the Black Mass. Stephen 
Dedalus entess the brothel chanting an Introit and at the 
climax, just before the drunken soldier fells him with a blow, 
participates in a Black Mass. The episode of Circe is, in fact, 
‘built with the bricks of religion’. 

The tale of Circe is a legend of black magic. Under the 
Monte Circeo (this is one of the rare Homeric place-nqmes 
vjhich have persisted through the ages) is still the cave of the 
sorceress, Grotta della Maga. Here Odysseus and his comrades 
landed after their adventure with the Lestrygonians, and a 
party of twenty-two sdt out towards the interior to spy out the 
land. 

‘In the forest glades they found the halls of Circe budded, 
of polished stone, in a place with a clear prospect. And all 
around the palage wolves of the hills and lipns were roaming, 
whom she herself had bewitched with evil drugs that she gave 
them. Yet the beasts did not set *on my men, but lo, they 
ramped about them and fawned on them, wagging their long 
tails.’ , \ * 

• • 

M. Berard points out that, at the foot of the high Monte 
Leano which domihaAes the swampy, thickly wooded region 
behind the mountain of Circe, there was once a famous 
temple of Feronia, gocjdess of wild beasts. After the begin- 
ning of June ‘the swamps dry. up and the pools ace dry. The 
children tremble with f^ver’. Wild boars and wolves infested 
these malarial swamps. The Circe episode has all th,e feverish 
instability, the luminous intensity which (as all who have 
lived in the Far East know to their cost) characterize the 
hallucinations of malaria. • 

The Achdeans entered the galace of Circe. 

‘She led them in and set them upon chairs and high seats, 
and made them a mess of cheese and barley-meal ana yellow 
honey with Pramnian wine, and mixed harmful drugs with 
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the food to make them utterly forget their own country. 1 
Now when she had given them the cup and they had drunk 
it off, she smote them presently with a wand, and shut them 
up in the styes of the swine.’ , « 

Odysseus, apprised by the sole survivor of this meta- 
morphqsis, hurried t6 the rescue. On his way he met Hermes 
of the golden wand, who gave him a magic h«;rb wherewith 
to counteract the drugS of Circe. ‘It was black at the root, 
but the flower was like to milk. The gods call it moly, 2 but 
it is hard for mortal men to dig; howbeit with the gods all 
things are possible.’ 

ArmedT with the magic plant, Odysseus boldly drank of 
Circe’s golden cup. 

‘Now when she had given it and I had drunk it off and was 
not* bewitched, she smote me with hjr wand and spake and 
hailed me: •• 

* ‘Go thy way now to the stye, couch thee there with the rest 

of thy company.” . , 

So spake she, but I dre.w my sharp sword from my thigh 
and sprang upon Circe, as one eager to slay her. But with 
a great cry she sEpped, under, and laid hold of my knees.’ 

Circe, recognizing Odysseus, bade him to her bed and, at 
his behest, set hi9 comrades free. • 

‘Circe passed out through the "hall with the wand in her 
hand, and opened the doors of the stye, and drave them forth 
in the shape of swine of nine seasons old. There they stood 
before her, and shft went through thefr midst, and anointed 
each one of them with another charm.. And lo! from their 
limbs the bristles dropped away, whefewith the venom had 
clothed them, which "Circe gave them. And they became 

1 Thus Mr Bloom suspects that Stephen "has been ‘dipped’. 

* M. B^rarS sees in ‘moly’ the atriplex halimus, a yellow-flowering shrub 
which is fourid in that region. Another* \51ew is that garlic is meanfe 
I suspect that opium is intended, paradoxical though this may seem. 
The o pium poppy has a white flower and is cultivated in Asia Minor 
as well as the Far East. In its dried commercial form it looks like a 
root, and tfte Greeks may well have believed it to be such. The Phoeni- 
cian opium-growers naturally wdild not undeceive them; if a Greek, 
having vainly tried to extract opiym from the root, sought counsel from 
the oriental, the latter would doubtless reply: ‘It is hard for mortal 
men to dig. We alone know the secret.* Opium is known to travellers 
as a valuable preventive against the deadly fevers of the ‘evergreen 
jungles of the Burma hills* ' 
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men again, younger than before and goodlier far, and taller 
to behold.’ 

The domain of Feronia, goddess of forests and fauna, to this 
day abounds in boars and pigs; since a remote past neigh- 
bouring towns have borne the names pf Setia and Suessa 
(pigtbwn). Thus Zoe, in reply to Mr Bloom’s question 
‘Where are yoit from?*, glibly replies ‘^log’s Norton where the 
pigs plays the organs’. . * 

The art of this ’episode is* magic and its technic ‘hallucina- 
tion’. Inanimate objects, unuttered thoughts, take life, speak 
and move as independent, zoomorphic beings. Speptres rise 
from the dead, the squalid brothel parlour is transformed in a 
bewildering sequence of scenic changes. In fact, the back- 
ground of this episode, the most ‘theatrical’ of Ulysses, is a 
series of transformation scenes. All these hallucinations, 
however, are amplifications of some real circumstance, they 
have a logic of their own and are net mere empty visions 
descending from a cqckoocloudland. of befuddlement and 
exhaustion. Ex nihilo nihil Jit ; even jhe magician Circe could 
only transform, hot create. One of the most interesting 
aspects of this episode, as engrossing .as thd pursuit of clues 
in a wellknit detective story, is the detection of the thing, 
word or thought jvhence the hallucination Jias grown. Here 
too, despite the pandemoniac welter of motile apparitions, 
the artist keeps a tight rein on the tigers of wrath which draw 
his chariot through this new inferno. 

In all metamorphosis there is a st'age of cjumsy, trammelled 
movement. The butterfly, newly emerged from the pupa 
and floundering her* vyay up a branch to dry her limp, be- 
draggled wings, cuts as ungainly a figure as a nouveau riche at 
his first dinner-party. 1’he companions of Odysseus, after 
Circe had mdde.pigs oTthem, .though their mind^may have 
been, as Homer tells us, » steadfast as before’, must have been 
very unsteady at first on 'their four legs as they trotted about 
the stye. In this episode there; are many passages where the 
clumsiness of larval movtments is portrayed. Thus, when 
Bloom is about to enter the brqthel, ‘he trips awkwardly’. 

‘zoe. (Her lucky hand instantly paving him.) Hoopsa! Don’t 
fall upstairs. 

bloom. The just man falls seven times. (He stands aside at 
the threshold.) After you is good manners. 
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zoe. Ladies first, gentlemen after. 

{She crosses the threshold . He hesitates . She turns and> holding 
out her hands , draws him over. He hops.)' 

The mind and thoughts of ^r Bloom (and, # in a less 
degree, of Stephen) undergo a feral metamorphosis. His in- 
choate desires take form and realize themselves before him. 
All that he secretly willed to do, to see, to suffer, the obscure 
perversions,, obscene imaginations of the dweller below the 
threshold, more beast than man f all these caper, gibbering, 
about the brothel parlour. ‘Hell is empty, and all the devils 
are here.’ Bloom’s visions are generally erotic and perverse, 
Stephen's are grotesque or tragic. However, in the last pages 
of the episode Bloom redeems himself, for his vision of his 
dead son Rudy has a tragic beauty that eclipses even 
Stephen’s conjuration of his dead mother. 

It was, I believe, Mr Middleton Murry who first baptized 
the Circe episode (sometimes mistakenly assimilated with ute 
Hades episode of the Odyssey) the ‘Walpurgisnacht’ of Ulysses , 
and the fitness of this title, adopted by many subsequent 
writers, is obvious . 1 But there is another rflpprochement (sug- 
gested by Mr Wyndham Lewis in Time and Western Man ) 
perhaps equally appropriate. In Flaubert’s Tentation de Saint 
Antoine we find a similar conjuring up of spectres from the 
catacombs of consciousness, we witness like processions of 
grotesque symbolic figures streaming across the desert and 
there, too, animals, real or mythical (notabfy the Saint’s 
faithful pig), renew the miracle of,Baalam’s ass. Generally, 
however, in the Tentation , the phantoms arise automatically, 
as it were, out of the inane, whereas Circe’s ‘temptations’ are 

1 For example, we see in the opening scenes of both a glow of distant 
fires and will-o’-the-wisp 'signals. (The feast of Saint Walburga falls on 
May ist, Beltane Eve, the night of fire.) A Huckster- Witch offers 
Faust her furious wares — a dagger stained in fratricide, a poisoner’s 
cup, etc. Here Rumbold, Demon Barber, proffers a length of hangman’s 
rope. The Brocken is 'zattbertoll ' , , mad with magic; so, here, is the witch’s 
parlour whither a mephistophelian youth leads 5 his faustian father, the 
spirit Al-Kohol their meteor-guide! Goethe’s First Walpurgisnacht is life 
soaked inr magic; here we have a Walpurgisnacht itself soaked again in 
an even more potent magic. 3 

There is obviously no question of plagiarism. The* reader is invited 
to read into the dicor of Circe ^whatever of appropriate he will from 
Goethe’s Brocken scene. It js a technique of allusion, a large-scale use 
of ‘associated ideas’, whereby a whole page of description, an elaborate 
analogy, is compressed ipto a single word, a brief, pregnant phrase. 
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always prepared, the logical amplification of some real object, 
glosses of some silent or uttered thought. Occasionally, how- 
ever, Flaubert’s technique anticipates that of Joyce, for 
example* in the passage where the saint strives to fix his 
attention on the Holy Book. 

‘Ah! % . . . cela me fait du bien . . . ma tete se d£gage! . . . 
“potir voir ceux qui tondaient ses brebis . . 

Un bSlement •part de V horizon. 9 , 

Or, again, when he mu^es on his youth: 

c . . . quand jVcourais sur les montagnes apres les cerfs 
lagers . . . 

II tombe en rSverie . , • 

Et la voix des chiens m’arrivait avec le bruit des torrents et 
le murmure du feuillage. 

Deux livriers decouples passent leurs museaux par les branches , 
tout en tirant sur la corde que retient du doigt une jeune femme 
cmrUvitue I 

In these passages the bleating of sheep and the leashed 
greyhounds are hallucinations directly springing from what 
the saint is reading or thinking— but such cases are ex- 
ceptional in the Tentation . 

There is a curious.similarity between Bloom’s vision of his 
wife as a handsome woman in Turkish costume, standing 
‘beside her mirage of datepalms’, and Saint ‘Anthony’s vision 
of the Queen of Sheba. Mrs BlQom is attended by an 
obsequious cSmel. 

‘On her feet arc jewelled toerings. Her ankles are linked 
by a slender fetterchaifi. Reside her a cardel, hooded with a 
turreting turban, wajts. A silk ladder of innumerable rungs 
climbs to his bobbing* howdah. He ambles near with dis- 
gruntled hindquarters. Fiercely she slaps his haunch, her 
goldcurb wristbangles angriling, scolding him in Moorish. 
. . . The camel, lifting a foreldg, plucks from a tree a large 
mango fruit, offers it to his mistress, ^linking, in his cloven 
hoof, then droops his head and, grunting, with uplifted neck, 
fumbles to kneel.’ « 

Flaubert thus describes the arrival of the Qpeen of Sheba. 

( Les bites haktantes se couchent. Les esclaoes se pricipitent sur les 
ballots , pour en dinouer les cordes avec leurs dents. On diroule des 
tapis bariolis , on itale par terre des choses qui brillent. Un iliphant 
blanc , caparagonni d 9 un filet d*or 9 accourt en secouant le bouquet de 
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plumes d’autruches attache d son frontal. Sur son dos, parmi des 
coussins de laine bleue, jambes croisees, paupieres d demi closes et se 
balangant la tite , il y a une femme si splendidement it'tue qu'elle 
envoie des rayons tout autour d'elle. . ». . U elephant plis les genoux, 
et la reine de Saba, se laissant glisser de son Spaule, descend sur les > 
tapis et s' avarice vers ' saint Antoine. . . . Elle secoue soil parasol, 
dont toutes les clochettes tintent.' ‘ Douze negrillons m crepus portent la 
longue queue de sa belle' robe, dont un singe tient Vextremite qu'il ' 
souUve de temps d autre pour regarier des sous.'. 

These last lines are echoed in Stephen’s vision of himself 
as Cardinal Dedalus, Primate of All Ireland. ‘Seven dwarf 
simian acolytes, also in red, cardinal sins, uphold his train, 
peeping under it. ’ This allusion is deliberate, and intended to 
suggest a parallel between the pomps and vanities of the 
Church and the luxury of the Queen of Sheba. 

In his introduction to the Premiere Tentation de Saint Antoine 
(from which version ihe above quotations are taken) , certain 
observations of M. Louis Bertrand are as apposite to Joyce’s 
work as to Flaubert’s. 1 , 

‘As in mediaeval miracle plays, the theme of Saint Anthony 
is, generally speaking, the triumph of Faith over Error, of 
Vice over Virtue [jtc], and, especially, that problematic ’ 
triumph, the salvation of a soul. Despite his temptations and 
the flux of suggestions which assails him, will the hermit 
be saved? As a matter of fact, Flaubert dc*s not answer 
this question and offers no denotement to his drama. And 
this because his philosophy goes *even further than that of 
Spinoza. Flaubert is an absolute sceptic. Spinoza believes in 
Science, in the future of scientific knowledge, but Flaubert 
mistrusts these, as he* mistrusts all possible explanations of the 
universe. ... “I see passing on the walls as it were vague 
shadows »and I am afraid.”. 2 Those vague shadows are the 
vast unknown, all that will for ever 'elude the grasp of science, 
all that perturbs him despite his will tq ignore the mystery. 

Nor’has Flaubert any faith in Reason. As the devil says to 
Saint Anthony: “Supposing the* absurd were the true?” 

i The reception of the Tentatiin was generally hostile^ ‘Le bon Flaubert 
l’avouait lui-mfime, non sans qp certain orgueil: “J’af le don”, disait-il, 
“d’ahurir la critique.” ’ Mr Joyce, too, has that gift— witness the early 
press criticisms of Ulysses, 'and now of his Work in Progress. 

*Thus Stephen (in the Portrait) says: ‘I imagine that there is a 
malevolent reality behiiid those things I say I fear.’ 
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Thus his book leads to no conclusion. In accordance with 
a fixed principle of his he forbade himself a conclusion. The 
artist should stand to his work as God to His creation. God 
has never imposed a conclusion, or revealed His final plan/ 

The ‘atmosphere’ of the episode is created in the opening 
stage* directions — mist, squalor, impeded speech and 
movement, stunted creatures, a pignjy woman, a Caliban 
growling in bestial slumber, a Sy corax returning to her lair. 
(In the extracts which follow it will be noted that the gestures 
and acts of the*personages are frequently described in terms 
of the animal world.) 

'(The Mabbot street entrance of nighttown , before which stretches 
an uncobbled tramsiding set with skeleton tracks , red and green will- 
o'-the-wisps and danger signals. Rows of flimsy houses with gaping 
doors. Rare lamps with faint rainbow fans. Round Rabaiotti’s ice 
gcmdola stunted men and women squabble. They grab wafers between 
which are wedged lumps of coal and copper snow. Sucking , they 
scatter slowly. Children. ZThe swancomb of the gondola , highreared , 
forges on through the murk , white and blue ifrider a lighthouse. 
Whistles call and answer.) 

the galls. Wait* my love, and PH be with you. 

the answers. Round behind the stable. 

(A deaf mute idioUwith goggle eyes , his shapeless mouth dribbling, 
jerks past , shaken in Saint Vitutf dance. A chain of children’s hands 
imprisons him .f 

the children. Kithpgue! Salpte. 

the idiot. (Lifts a palsied left arm and gurgles.) Grfrahute! 

the children. Where’s the great light? 

the idiot. (Gobbing.) Ghaghahest. 

( They release him. He jerks on. A pigmy" woman swings on a rope 
slung between the railings , cmnting. A form sprawled against a dust- 
bin and muffled by its arm apd hat moves , groans , grinding growling 
teeth , and snores again. On a step a gnome lotting among a rubbishtip 
crouches to shoulder a *sack of rags t and bones . A crone standing by 
with a smoky oil lamp rams the last bottle in the maw of his sack . 
He heaves his booty , tugs askew his peaked cap and hobbles off mutely. 
The crone make$ back for her lair swhying her lamp. A bandy child , 
asquat on the doorstep with a paper shuttlecock, crawls sidling after 
her in spurts , clutches her skirt , scrambles up. A drunken navvy grips 
with both hands the railings of an area , lurching heavily. At a corner 
two night watch in shoulder capes , their hands upon their staff holsters, 
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loom tall . A plate crashes ; a woman screams; a child wails . Oaths of 
a man roar , mutter , cease . Figures wander , Zwr£, peer from warrens . 
In a room lit by a candle stuck in a bottleneck a slut combs out the 
tatts from the hair of a scrofulous child. ) 5 • 

Through this inferno Stephen advances, followed at a dis- 1 
tance by Bloom unseen. • t 

6 (Stephen, flourishing tjie ashplant in his left hand , chants with 
joy the introit for paschal time . Lynch, his jockey cap low on his 
brow, attends him , a sneer of discontent wrinkling his face.) 

Stephen. Vidi aquam egredientem de templo a latere dextro . 
Alleluia . , 

( The famished snaggletusks of an elderly bawd protrude from a 
doorway.) 

the bawd. (Her voice whispering huskily.) Sst! Come here 
till I tell you. . . . Sst. , 

Stephen. (Altius aliquantulum.) Et omnes ad quos pervmit 
aqua ista . * 

Stephen. (Triumphalker.) Salvi facti i %unt. 

(He flourishes his ashplant shivering the lamp image , shattering 
light over the world. A liver and white spaniel on the prowl slinks 
after him, growling. Lynch scares it with a kick.)’ 

The vapours thicken into elemental forfns. 

‘Snakes' of river fog creep slowly. From drains, clefts, cess- 
pools, middens arise on all sides stagnant fumes. A glow 
leaps in the south beyond the seaward reaches of the river . 5 
There is a ‘big Blaze’ somewhere. The words remind Mr 
Bloom of the odious Boylan and he gleefully surmises ‘Might 
be his house 5 , humming: ‘London’s burning, London’s burn- 
ing! On fire, on fird ! 5 He has been running to catch up 
Stephen, and now suddenly he bends to one side and groans: 
‘Stitch in ftiy side. Why did I # run ? 5 # (Mr Bl&om’s ‘side-stitch 5 
is an example of the ‘impeded* movement 5 motif in this 
episode,) • 

Bloom hurries on and is nearly run over by two cyclists 
who ‘swim by him 5 in the mist and, again, by a pugnosed 
tram-driver, perhaps the fame who ‘balked^ him 5 in the 
morning ‘with that horsey woman 5 (vide the Lotus-eaters). He 
trickleaps to the curbstpne. 

This narrow escape from accident (another characteristic 
example is Bloom’s near fall as he enters the brothel) intro- 

3*7 



JAMES JOYCE’S ' ULYSSES 

duces a symbolic interpretation of Homer’s moly , which is 
several times suggested in this episode; for Mr Joyce the moly 
represents the element of chance or luck, whose vagaries play 
so large a«part in every Ojdyssey. Chance is a white flower 
• springing from a dark root; ‘it is hard for mortal men to dig, 
howtysifr with the gods all things are possible.’ To omni- 
science and to such mortal men as are good delvers both the 
flower and its* hidden roots are apprehensibly. Even the 
winning number ^t the roulette table 1 could be predicted by 
one who could* discern all the dark roots of the event. 

As Mr Bloom advances through the murk he is followed by 
a dog whose transformations remind us of the proteiform dog 
watched by Stephen in the morning. The dog, ‘a liver and 
white spaniel’, slinking after Stephen, is kicked by Lynch; it 
reappears as a retriever sniffing after Bloom, later as terrier, 
bulldog, beagle. Trudging wearily on in quest of Stephen, 
A^fr Bloom is confronted by shapes of hallucination which 
rise from the shadows on his path. t)ld Rudolph Bloom 
admonishes him in Yiddish-English: *vVhat are you making 
down this place?’. His mother shrilfy laments an accident of 
his youth. Bloom has bought a ‘crubeen’ (pig’s foot) and a 
sheep's trotter and, as he is bestowing these in his pockets, 
Marion suddenly appears before him — doubtless evoked by 
a thought of th 6 face-lotion, ordered by* her, which his 
pockets should, but do not* contaiij. 

‘a voice. {Sharply.) Poldy! 

bloom. Who? {He dutys and wards off a blow clumsily .} At 
your service. 2 * * 

1 Thus we see in this* episode a hobgoblin (homunculus), evoked by 
a mention of the end of the world, playing roulette with the planets. 
‘His jaws chattering, he capers to and fro, goggling his eyes, squeaking, 
kangaroohopping, with outstretched clutching arms, then all at once 
thrusts his lipless face through the fork of his thighs. II vieiftl C’est moi! 
Vhomme qui rit! Vhomme prim&ine! He whirls round and round with 
dervish howls. Sieurs et James, faites vosjeuxl He crouches juggling. Tiny 
roulette planets fly from his hands. Les jeux sont faits . The planets rush 
together, uttering crepitant cratks. Rien rCva plus. The planets, buoyant 
balloons, sail swollen up and away/ * 

a It is noteworthy that both Calypso (Marion) and Circe (Bella 
Cohen) are presented in this episode j» masterful women and Bloom 
not only accepts but obviously enjoys their domination. A propos of 
masterly women Samuel Butler has an amusing tale to tell in his 
Authoress of the Odyssey. ‘Calypso is the master mind, not Ulysses; and, be 
it noted, that neither she nor Circe seem to have a manservant on their 
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' {He looks up. Beside her mirage of datepalms a handsome woman 
in Turkish costume stands before him. Opulent curves fill out her 
scarlet trousers and jacket slashed with gold. A wide yellow cummer- 
bund girdles her. A white yashmak vioiet in the night covers her face 9 
leaving free only her large dark eyes and raven hair.) 
bloom. Molly! * 

marion. Welly? Mrs Marion from this out, my dear 
man, when»you speak* to me. [Satirically.) Has poor little 
hubby cold feet from waiting so long? 

bloom. [Shifts from foot to foot.) No, no. ’Not the least 
little bit. 

[He brlathes in deep agitation , swallowing gulps of air , questions , 
hopes , crubeens for her supper , things to tell her , excuses , desire y 
spellbound. Y 

Mr Bloom, ‘harking back in a retrospective arrangement’, 
now conjures up an amour of his youth, Mrs Breen, ‘hfcr 
roguish eyes wideoper/, smiling in all her herbivorous buck- 
teeth’. . * 

‘mrs breen. Mr Bloom! You down h^re in the haunts 
of sin! I caught you nicely! Scamp! 

bloom, (j Hurriedly.) *Not so loud my name. Whatever do 
you think of me? Don’t give me away. Walls have hears. 
How do you do?»It’s ages since I. You’re looking splendid. 
Absolutely it. Seasonable weather we are having this time of 
year. Black refracts heat. Short cut home here, interesting 
quarter. Rescue of fallen, women Magdalen asylum. I am 
the secretary. . . * ' 

Now Mr Bloom engages in a spectnd flirtation with the 
sometime ‘prettiest deb in Dublin’, culminating in a ‘pigeon 
kiss’. 

'{She fades from his side. Followed bf the whirling dog he walks 
on towards hellsgates. . Outside a> shuttered pub a bunch of 
loiterers listen to a tale which their broken-snouted gaffer rasps out 
with raucous humour. An armless pair of them flop wrestlings growl - 
ingy in maimed sodden playfight.) # 
the gaffer. {Crouches y his voice twisted in his snout.) And 

» 

pr emises . I was at an inn once and asked the stately landlady if I could 
see the landlord. She bridled up and answered, “We have no landlord, 
sir, in thk house; I cannot see what use a man is in a hotel except to 
clean boots and windows.*’ Thus spoke Circe and Calypso, but neither 
of them seems to have made even this much exception in man s favour. 
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when Cairns came down from the scaffolding in Beaver 
Street what was he after doing it into only into the bucket of 
porter that was there waiting on the shavings for Derwan’s 
plasterer^. 

the loiterers. [Guffaw with cleft palates.) Oh jays! 

[Their paintspeckled hats wag. Spattered with size and lime of 
their lodges they frisk limblessly about him.)' 

The allusion to Beaver Street has transformed the loiterers 
into a troop of dumsy animals ( die Unbehilflichen) , spattered 
with the debris of their ‘lodges ’. 1 

Mr Bloom passes on. ‘Gaudy dollwomen loll in tlje lighted 
doorways, in window embrasures, smoking birBseye cigar- 
ettes. The odour of the sicksweet weed floats towards him in 
slow round ovalling wreaths.’ (Cf. Circe’s magic philtres.) 
The sight of two ‘rain^aped watch’ approaching evokes in 
Ks guilty conscience the spectres of past and present mis- 
demeanours — by intention with the typist Martha Clifford, 
in act with the servant Mary Driscoll. 

‘He surprised me in the rerc of the premises, your honour, 
when the missus' was out shopping one morning with a re- 
quest for a safety pin. He held me and I was discoloured in 
four places as a result.’ 

Certain ladies of importance whom he, has desired from 
afar, but not chastely, rise up to denounce him before the 
court of conscience. 

\His Honour , sir Frederick Falkjner, recorder of Dublin , in 
judicial garb of grey stone Vises from the bench , slonebeajded . 2 He 
carries in his arms an umbrella sceptre. From his forehead arise 
starkly the Mosaic ramshorns.) 

the recorder. I will put an end to this white slave 
traffic and ijd Dublin jof this odious pest. Scandalous! [He 
dons the black cap.) Let him be*taken* Mr Subsheriff, from the 
dock where he now stalls and detained in custody in Mount- 
joy prison during His Majesty’s pleasure and there be hanged 
by the neck until he is de^d and therein fail not at your peril 
or may the Lord. have mercy on your soul. Remove him. [A 
black skullcap descends upon his head.)' 

1 There is a perpetual interplay of human and bestial forms. The 
personages growl and grunt, twitter and croak. Circe resembles a 
mediaeval 'bestiary*. 

• There is here an allusion to the ‘stony effigy’, the Moses of Michel- 
angelo. Sir Frederick Falkiner was 'le bon juge Magnaud’ of Dublin. 
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The hangman Rumbold appears and Bloom lamely pro- 
tests T was at a funeral*. 

‘first watch. ( Draws his truncheon.) Liar! 

( The beagle lifts his snout , showing the guy scorbutic face of 
Paddy Dignam . He has gnawed all . He exhales a putrid carcasefed « 
breath . He grows to human size and shape. His dachshund coat 
becomes a brown mortuary habit. His green eye flashes bloodshot . 
Half of one far, all the nose and both thumbs are ghouleaten .) 

paddy dignam. (In a hollow voice.) It i§ true. It was my 
funeral. Doctor Finucane pronounced life extinct when I 
succumbed to the disease from natural causes. 

(He lifts Jxis mutilated face moonwards and bays lugubriously.) 

bloom. (In triumph.) You hcai? 

paddy dignam. Bloom, I am Paddy Dignam’s spirit. 
List, list, O list!* 

Bloom’s quest is nearly ended; he* pauses before a lighted 
house, whence kisses, .winging from their bowers, fly about 
him, twittering, warbling, cooing. 

‘the kisses.. (Warbling.) Leo! (Twittering.) Icky licky 
micky sticky for Leo! (Cooing.) Coo cooaoo! Yummyumm 
Worn worn! ( Waibling .J Big comebing! Pirouette! Leopo- 
pold! (Twittering.) Leeolee! (Warbling.) O Leo! 

(They rustle, flutter upon his garments, alight, ^ bright giddy flecks, 
silvery sequins .) 9 

There is here a recall of the close of the Nestor.cplsode: ‘the 
sun flung spangles (upon Mr Deasy’s shoulders), dancing 
coins.* • * # 

Bloom has readied Mrs Bella Cohen’s house , 1 the palace 
of Circe, where Stephen and Lynch are seated, talking to the 
three young witches. Zoe feels in Bloom’s pocket and extracts 
a ‘black shrivelled potato’ — a literal recall, this, of the black 
root of moly. # • , 1 

‘(She puts the potato greedily \ into a pocket, then links his arm, 
cuddling him with suppl* warmth. He smiles uneasily . Slowly, note 
by note , oriental music is played. He gazes in me tawny crystal of her 
eyes, ringed with kohol. His smile sdftens.) 

zoe. You’ll know me thf next time. 

1 The Ulyssean pilgrim will seek in vain this cloud-capped palace, 
No. 8a Lower Tyrone Street; it has gone up into thin air, like so many 
landmarks of our vieux ports— ok sont Its bouges d'anUm?— in the Beltane 
fires of social progress. . 
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bloom. ( Forlornly .) I never loved a dear gazelle but it 
was sure to. . . . 

( Gazelles are leaping, feeding on the mountains . Near are lakes . 
Round their shores file shadows black of cedargroves. Aroma rises , 
a strong hair growth of resin . It burns , the orient , a sky of sapphire , 
cleft fay ihe bronze flight of eagles . l/ncfer it lies the womancity , natfc, 
zoAite, j/i//, rtf#/, iw luxury. A fountain murmurs among damask 
roses . Mammoth roses murmur of scarlet wine gr ape A wine of 
shame , blood exudes, strangely murmuring .) 

zoe. ( Murmuring singsong with the music , her odalisk lips lusci- 
ously smeared with salve of swinefat and rosewater.) Schorach ani 
wenowach, benoith Hierushaloim .’ 1 , * 

Zoe mocks Bloom’s pompous phrases. c Go on. Make a 
stump speech out of it.’ In a flash the scene changes to a 
public ceremony where Bloom is hailed as ‘the world’s 
greatest reformer’, and anointed King of Ireland. He is 
applauded by John Howard Parnell Tom Kernan, John 
Wyse Nolan and many others. The ‘mystery man’ from 
Hades alone is dissentient. 

• * 

‘the man in'the macintosh. Don’t you believe a 
word he says. That man is Leopold M’lntbsh, the notorious 
fireraiser. His real name is Higgins. 

, bloom. Shoof him! Dog of a christiqn! So much for 
M’lntosh! 

(A cannonshot. The man in the macintosh disappears. Bloom 
with his sceptre strikes down poppies. The instantaneous deaths of 
many powerful enemies , .\ are reported. Bloom’s bodyguard- dis- 
tribute Maundy money, commemoration medals, loaves and fishes, 
temperance badges, expensive Henry Clay cigars, free cowbones for 
soup, . . . readymade suits, porringers of tpad in the hole, bottles of 
Jeyes ’ Fluid, purchase stamps, 40 days' indulgences, spurious coins, 
dairyfed pork Sausages, the’atre parses, season tickets available for all 
tram lines, coupons of the. royal ajid privileged Hungarian lottery, 
penny dinner counters^ cheap reprints of the World’s Twelve Worst 
Books: Froggy and Fritz (politic), Care of the Baby ( ihfantilic ), 
50 Meals for 7 s. 6 d. (culinib). Was Jesus a Sun Myth? % (historic), 
Expel that Pain (medic), Infant ' $ Compendium of the Universe 
(cosmic). Let’s All Chortle (hilaric). Canvasser’s Vade Mecum 
(jeumalic), Loveletters of Mother Assistant (erotic), Who’s Who in 
Space (1 astric ), Songs that Reached Our Heart (melodic). Pennywise’s 

1 *1 am black but comely, O ye daughters of Jerusalem.’ 
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Way to Wealth (parsimonic). A general rush and scramble . Women 
press forward to touch the hem of Bloom's robe.)’ 

But now a priest rises to denounce him and (as it Was with 
Parnell) the mob turns against him. Various debtors are 
called to testify to Bloom’s infirmities, and this they do at 
length in the jargon’of their art, differing from eacH other 
after the manner of experts. Thus, while Dr Mulligan 
declares the* accused a * virgo Intacta , Dr Dixon appeals for 
clemency ‘in the name of that nA)st sacred word our vocal 
organs have ever been called upon to speak. He is about to 
have a baby’. (This is the dramatization of a passage in the 
Lestrygonians\ where Bloom imagines himself suffering the 
pains of childbirth.) 

But the medical witnesses arc unable to exonerate him. 
‘All the people cast soft pkntomimc stones at Bloom. Many 
bonafide travellers and ownerless dogs come near him aq^l 
defile him.’ Finally, as officer of the Fire Brigade sets him 
on fire and ‘a choir of a hundred voices, conducted by Mr 
Vincent O’Brien* sings the Allelulia 'chorus, accompanied 
on the organ by Joseph Glynn. Bloom* becomes mute, 
shrunken, carbonized’. % 

‘zoe. Talk away till you’re black in the face.’ 

For a moment the phantoms vanish. The prostitute invites' 
Bloom in fo see the new pianola.' ‘With little parted talons 
she captures his hand, her forefinger giving to his palm the 
passtouch of secret monitor, luring him to doom.’ (There are 
a nufnber of such hnasonic’ allusiohs In this episode; I shall 
comment on these later.) Bloom is drawn by her ‘lion reek’ 
and he has a vision of the male brutes; tirce’s victims, who 
have enjoyed her, ‘f&intly roaring, their drugged heads 
swaying to and fro’. . » 

Bloom follows Zoe infN the brothel. After k while Stephen 
turns and sees him, murmuring ‘A tibae, times and half a time’. 

‘Along an invisible tightrope taut from«enith to nadir the 
End of the World whirls thrbugh the mark’ and ‘Elijah’s 
voice, harsh as a corncrake’s, jars on high’ — a recall of the 
Dowie throwaway, which Mr Bloom was given in the fore- 
noon. Elijah invites the conjpany to join in ^ f buck joyride 
to heaven’. ‘The hottest stuff that ever was. It’s the whole 
pie with the jam in. It’s just the cutest snappiest line out. 
It is immense, supersumptuous. It restores. It vibrates.’ 
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A cortege of phantoms passes: the medical students, the 
debaters in the library, Mananaan. Suddenly Lipoti Virag 
(Bloom’s* grandfather) chutes down the chimney. ‘He is 
sausaged into several overcoats and wears a brown macintosh 
• under which he holds a roll of parchment . . . On his head 
is perched an Egyptian pshent. Two qtiills project over his 
ears . 9 Virag i$ one of the oddest of the spectral denizens of 
Circe’s palace . 1 He strikes a series of ‘epileptic poses, some of 
which seem exact reproductions of the grotesque gargoyles 
round Notre Dame at Paris. His speech bristles with sharp 
interjections and he has a trick of ending his declamations 
with a queer-sounding word. ‘HippogrifF. Am P right ? 9 
‘Parallax! ( With a nervous twitch of his head,) Did you hear 
my brain go snap? Polysyllabax ! 9 In a jargon of insane 
exactness he classifies the charms of the three prostitutes. Jie 
admires item number three, so ‘obviously mammal 9 . ‘Such 
fleshy parts are the product of careful nurture. When 
coopfattened their livers reach an elephantine size. Pellets 
of new bread with ferfhygreek and gumbenjamin swamped 
down by potions ©f green tea endow them during their brief 
existence with natural pincushions of quite-colossal blubber. 
That suits your book, eh? Fleshhotpots of Egypt to hanker 
after. Wallow in it. Lycopodium. (His throat twitches,) 
Slapbang! There* he goes again . 9 

A moth, flyjng round and round the gasjet, blundering into 
the shade, recalls some panic fear in Virag’s metallic brain. 

6 Dans une mort d'insecie*on voit tons les desastres, . . * 

• * « . • . 

‘virag. (Head askew , arches his back and hunched wing - 

shoulders , peers at the moth out of blear bulged eyes , points a horning 
claw and cries,) Who’s Ger Ger? Who’s dear Gerald? O, I 
much fear he shall be most badly burned. Will some pleashe 
pershon not how imediment so catj^trophics mi* agitation 
of firstclass tablenumpkki? (He.mews,) Luss puss puss puss! 
(He sighs , draws back and stares sideways down with dropping 
underjaw,) Well, well. He doth rest anon. 

I’m a tiny tiny thing 

# Ever flying in th^ spring 

* Round and rouncj a ringaring. 

1 Like the Medusa in the Brocken scene* he has a detachable head, 
which, when he i is about to go, he ‘unscrews in a trice* and carries off 
under his arm. 
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Long ago I was a king, 

Now I do this sort of thiVg 
On the wing, on the wing! 

Bing! 

(He rushes against the mauve shade flapping noisily .) Pretty 
pretty pretty pretty-pretty pretty petticoats . 5 f • 

Fleeting allusions e\£>ke Ben Jumbo Dollafrd, nakkering 
castanet bohes (as in the Sirens), Henry Flower (Bloom’s 
double), the Nurses, daughter? of the Sun. Florry tells 
Stephen he must be a ‘spoiled priest 5 and *His Eminence 
Stephen t Cardinal Dedalus, Primate of All Ireland 5 , appears 
in the doorway, imparts the Easter kiss and doubleshuffles off. 

‘The door opens. Bella Cohen, a massive whoremistress 
enters. . . . On her left hand are wedding and keeper rings. 
Her eyes are deeply carboned. .She has a sprouting 
moustache. Her olive face is heavy, slightly sweated afcd 
fullnosed, with orangetainted nostrils. She has large pendant 
beryl eardrops . 5 • , 

In the passage between Bloom and Bella which follows, 
the metamorphosis of Bloom, lapped by Bella’s fan (the 
wand), to utter animalism is achieved. With each change of 
scene we plunge deeper into the pestilent miasma of the 
Feronian swamps. Bloom is tortured, becomes a light 
woman 1 and is sold by auction. -Bella is changed to a male 
brute who bestrides Blofim. ‘Gee up! A cocklforse to Ban- 
bury cross. I’ll ride him for the Eclipse stakes . 5 At a com- 
mand from Bello, # ‘On the hands down! 5 , Bloom sinks to her 
swinish self. ‘With a piercing epileptic cry she sinks on all 
fours, grunting, snuffling, rooting at hjsffeet, then lies, sham- 
ming dead with eyes* shut tight, trembling eyelids, bowed 
upon the ground in the attitude of most excellent master . 5 

• \ 

1 Compare the change of sex in the Ajtk poem of Catullus (LXIII), 
in which, as here, the ritual dance of th£ tripudium is mentioned. {My 
Girl’s a Yorkshire Girl is in three-time , a tripudiurrt) 

‘Quo nos decet citatis celerare tripudiis.’ 

Simul haec comitibus Attis cecinit, notha mulier. . . . 

Bloom, too, is here a notha muli&r , a mock-woman. Thp Attis poem is, 
it may also be noted, concerned with the worship of Cybele, Tellus, 
the Great Mother {vide the episode of Penelope for the assimilation of Mrs 
Bloom with this goddess), tHb characteristics of whose rites were frenzied 
excitement and self-castration, in which the votary made himself the 
serving-woman, handmaid of die goddess, ‘ministra et Cybeles famula*. 
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Bello ‘trains 1 her and she becomes a houri, a sadic victim 
from the pages o$some erotic tract. 

The Sins of the Past rise to divulge Bloom’s most secret 
infamies ^and Bello gloats over his victim’s shame. Bloom 
bows: ‘Master! Mistress! Mantamer!’ and, as he lifts his 
arms, his bangle bracelets fall. At lasfhe breaks down and 
clasping his head cries ‘My will power! Memory! I have 
sinned! I have suff . . .’ Bello sne£rs: ‘Crybabby! Croco- 
dile tears!’ He dies and darkshawled figures of the circum- 
cized throng around him wailing in pneuma: Shema Israel 
Adonai Elohenu Adonai Echad. 

‘(From the suttee pyre the flame of gum camphire \ ascends . The 
pall of incense smoke screens and disperses. Out of her oak frame a 
nymph with hair unbound , lightly clad in teabrown art colours , 
descends from her grotto and , passing under interlacing yews, stands 
outer Bloom,) 

the yews. (Their leaves whispering.)* Sister. Our sister. Ssh.’ 

The Photo Bits picture of a INfymph, that ‘splendid 
masterpiece in ajct colours’, which hangs over Mr and Mrs 
Bloom’s bed, has come to life. The yews, are a transmuta- 
tion of the brothel wallpaper, ‘oY yewfronds and clear 
glades’, the Circean wood. The action now moves in a 
pastoral setting . 0 The Halcyon Days (a memory of Nausicaa) 
call to Bloom, a schoolboy now., ‘Live us again’. Bloom 
cheers feebly: ‘Hurray for the High School!’ and the 
Echo answers ‘Fool!’ The nymph and the yews discourse 
of the boyish infanli cS of Bloom. A f nannygoa* passes 
high on Ben Howth through the rhododendrons where Mr 
Bloom in his courting days lay ‘ravished, full lips full 
open, kissed her mouth ’. 1 The nymph coldly rebukes him 
for the sights she had. to endure as presiding deity of his 
bedroom. ‘We,* she says, ‘are stomtold and piftre. We eat 
electric light.’ (In an eirlier* episode Bloom pictured the 
nymph ‘doing Pygmalion and Galatea’, and wondered how 
she would like a tanner hinch after ‘quaffing nectar at mess 
with gods, golden dishes, all ambrosial. . . . Nectar, im- 
agine it drinking electricity’.) But Mr Bloom resents this cold 
douche on his visionary fervour., ‘If there were only ethereal,’ 
he taunts her, ‘where would you. all be, postulants and 
novices? Shy but willing. . . . 

1 Page 167. 
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theyews. ( Their silverfoil of leaves precipitating , their skinny 
arms ageing and swaying.) Deciduously!’ \ 

(The ‘silverfoil’ here is the wrapping from a -chocolate 
which Bloom has handed to Zoe.and she is ‘nibbling’.) 

At last the nymph, assaulted by Bloom, takes to flight, fol-« 
lowed by his taunts. ‘As if you didn’t get it on th® cjpuble 
yourselves . . . Eh! I have sixteen years pf black slave 
labour behind me. Aild would a jury give me five shillings 
alimony to-morrow, eh? Fool someone else.not me.’ The hal- 
lucination passes. Bella Cohen stands befor® him, demand- 
ing her fees. 

Zoe begins to read Stephen’s hand. 

c zoe. {She takes his hand.) Blue eyed beauty. I’ll read your 
hand. ( She points to his forehead .) No wit, no wrinkles. ( She 
counts.) Two, three. Mars, that’s courage. [Stephen shakes his 
head.) No kid. * 

lynch. Sheet lightning courage. The youth who could 
not shiver and shake. .(To £oe.) Whq taught you palmistry? 

zoe. [Turns.)* Ask my.* * * [To Stephen.) I see it in your 
face. The eye, like that. [She frowns with'lowered head.) 

lynch. [Laughing, . slaps Kitty behind twice.) Like that. 
Pandy bat. 

( Twice loudly a^pandybat cracks , the coffin of tfle pianola flies open , 
the bald little round jack-in-the-box head of Father Dolan springs up.) 

father dolan. Ally boy want flogging? Broke his 
glasses? Lazy little schemer. See it in your eye. 

[Mild, benign , rectorial, reproving, thejiead of Don John Conmee 
rises from the pianola coffin.) 

don john conmee. Now, Father # Dolan! Now, I’m sure 
that Stephen is a vei;y good little boy.’ 

These are apparitions from Stephen’s schooldays — an inci- 
dent described in the^Portrait. Stephen, having broken his 
glasses, could not dp his lessons: The prefect of studies, 
Father Dolan, makes his round inspecting the ‘lazy idle little 
schemers’, as he calls the boys. ‘6ee it in your eye’ is a pet 
phrase of his. He notices that Stephen is not working — ‘Lazy 
little schemer. I see scheftier in your faceV-and, despite 
Stephen’s terrified explanation, bids him hold out his hand, 
touches it for a moment at the fingers to steady it (this touch 
of the prefect’s soft, firm fingers leaves a vivid impression on 
the boy's mind) and ‘pandies’ him. Stephen complains to the 
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Rector, Father Conmee, of the injustice and is consoled by the 
Rector’s sympathy* Here the touch of Zoe’s fingers on his 
and her T see it in your face’ have sufficed to materialize the 
whole incident before Stephen’s eyes. 

Two of the girls start whispering together and giggling. 
Bloom has a vision of the interview between Marion and 
Blazes Boylan* he sees himself, a flunkey with a powdered 
wig, attending on their amorous frolics, hears their theroid 
sighs of ecstasy and masochistically applauds the conqueror. 
Bella and her three disgraces begin to laugh. 

‘lynch. [Points.) The mirror up to nature. [Hejaughs .) 
Hu hu hu hu hu hu. 

[Stephen and Bloom gaze in the mirror. The face of William 
Shakespeare , beardless , appears there , rigid in facial paralysis , 
crowned by the reflection of .the reindeer antlered hatrack in the halt .) 

Shakespeare. [In dignified ventriloquy.) ’Tis’ the loud 
laugh bespeaks the vacant mind. ( To ffloom .) Thou though t- 
est as how thou wastesttinvisible. Gaze* [He crows with a black 
capon's laugh.) Iagpgo! How my Oldfellow Chokit his Thurs- 
day momum. Iagogogo!’ 

Lynch’s ‘the mirror up to nature’ has evoked this grotesque 
hallucination, Shakespeare’s beardless, paralysed face and 
stuttering speech ‘(impeded, movement). It Is significant, in 
view of the ‘confusion of persons’ hinted at in the episode of 
Scylla and Charybdis , that Stephen and Bloom, looking together 
into the glass, should seethe face *)f Shakespeare there. 

Stephen entertains, the company with an imitation of a 
French guide vauntip^ in broken English the attractions of 
Paris la nuit: ‘how much smart they are on things love and 
sensations voluptuous’. He recalls his dream — of the melon, 
the street of harlots (‘It Mas here!’) and the red carpet spread 
(a dream-memory, perhaps, of the (Jueen of Sheba’s carpet 
outspread, in the Tentation) — followed by the dream of flight. 
‘No, I flew. My foe$ beneath me. And ever shall be: World 
without end. . . . Pater! Rree!’ # The Pater! here is a recall of 
the Scylla and Charybdis episode (as well, of course, as the tale 
of Daedalus’ flight in the Metamorphoses ): ‘Fabulous artificer, 
the hawklike man. You flew. . « . Lapwing. Icarus. Pater , 
ait .* Here Stephen dramatizes the flight of Icarus and (this 
is, perhaps, rather strange coming from Stephen) sees his 
father in the role of the artificer Daedalus. 
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‘Stephen. Break my spirit, will he?. 0 merde alorsl (He 
cries, his vulture talons sharpened.) Hola! i\illyhol 

(Simon Dedalus ’ voice hilloes in answer, somewhat sleepybut ready.) 

simon. That’s all right. (He swoops uncertainly through the 
air, wheeling , uttering cries of hearkening, on strong ponderous buz- • 
zard wings.) Ho, boyl Are you going to win? Hoop! Psshatt! 
Stable with those halfcastes. Wouldn’t let thjcm within the 
bawl of an* ass. Head’ up! Keep our flag flying! An eagle 
gules volant in a field argent displayed. Ulster king at arms! 
hai hoop! (He makes the beagle's cry giving tongue.) Bulbul! 
Burblblbrurblbl ! Hai, boy! 1 

( The 'fronds and spaces of the wall paper file rapidly across 
country.)' 

The scene now changes to a racemeeting (a dramatiza- 
tion of Stephen’s day-dream as he observed the pictures of 
racehorses in Mr Deasy’s study) and ‘a dark horse riderkess 
bolts like a phantom past the winningpost, his mane moon- 
foaming, his eyeballs stars’. (This is a,n echo from the Proteus 
episode, an allusion to the houyhnhnm Swift, who ran to the 
wood of madness, ‘his mane foaming in the moon, his eye- 
balls stars’.) 

The brothel pianola, with changing lights, begins to play 
the waltz-song My Girl's a Yorkshire Girl ,(we have already 
heard this tune blared and drumthumped by a Highland 
band, at the close of the Wandering Rocks). The dancing- 
master Maginni, the ‘Proktophantasmist’, suddenly appears 
from between curtains ; with a deft kick he sends his top hat 
spinning to his crown and ‘jauntylratted skates in’ to act as 
the Maitre de Ceremonies. The lights change, glow, fade: gold, 
rose, violet. , 

‘the pianola. Two young fellows were talking about their 
• ^ fir Is, girls, girls, 

Sweethearts they'd left behind. 

(From a corner the fhorning hours run ovf, goldhaired, slim, in 
girlish blue, waspwaisted, with innocent hands. Nimbly they dance, 

* 

1 Here we have probably a recall of Homer’s famous simile (Odyssey, 
XXII, 302-6), likening Telemachus and Odysseus at the destruction of 
the suitors to ‘vultures of crooked claws and curved beak, that come 
forth from the mountains and dash upon smaller birds, and these scour 
low in the plain, stooping In terror from the clouds, while the vultures 
pounce on them and slay them and there is no help nor way of flight 
and men are glad at the sport*. 
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twirling their skipping ropes. The hours of noon follow in amber 
gold. Laughing linker, high haircombs flashing, they catch the sun in 
mocking mirrors, lifting their arms.) 
maginni. ( Clipclaps glovesilent hands.) Carri! Avant deux! 

• Breathe evenly! Balance! 

( The morning and noon hours waltz in thtir places, turning, ad- 
vancing to each gther, shaping their curves, bowing vis-d-vis. Cava- 
liers behind them arch and suspend their arfns, with hands descending 
to, touching, rising from their shoulders.) 
hours. Yoi*may touch my . . . 
cavaliers. May I touch your? 
hours. O, but lightly! 
cavaliers. O, so lightly!’ 

This dance of the hours is a recall of the close of the Calypso 
episode. ‘Morning after the bazaar dance when May’s band 
played Ponchielli’s dance of the hours. Explain that morn- 
ing hours, noon, then evening coming*on, then night hours. 

. . . Evening hours, girls in grey gauze. Night hours then 
black with daggers and eyemasks. # PoeticaLidea pink, then 
golden, then grey} then black.’ 

‘{The night hours steal to the last place.* Morning, noon and twi- 
light hours retreat before them. They are masked with daggered hair 
and bracelets of dull bells. Weary, they curchycmchy under veils.) 
the bracelets. Heighro! Heigho! 

{Arabesquirfg wearily, they weave a pattern on the floor, weaving, 
unweaving, curtseying, twisting , simply swirling . V 

All this passage is btnll up of recalls from earlier p2tges. 
The pattern on the floor, woven and unwoven (like Pene- 
lope’s veil) by the feet of the Hours, 1 is a sublimation of the 
oilcloth mosaic of jade and azure and cinnabar rhomboids 
on the brothel floor. ‘Footmarks are stamped over it in all 
senses, heel to heel, heel to hollow, *de to toe, fe&locked, a 
morris of shuffling feet \\$ithout body phantoms, all in a 
• 

1 Circe’s home is in the isle Aeaean, ‘where are the dwellings of Dawn, 
the child of darkness, and the dancing-grounds and rising of the Sun*. 
The curious expression ‘dancing-grounds’, x°Q°t> is explained by M. 
Berard as being of Egyptian origin. THe Sungod Ra had four manifes- 
tations — as the god of spring and dawn, of summer and morning, of 
autumn and afternoon, of winter ana night. Ra daily performed a 
danse en rond, passmg through each of these *ava tars as he moved from 
room to room of his palace. Here the dance of the hours is a recall 
of the ritual dance of the sungod. 
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scrimmage higgledypiggledy’ (an apt Circean adverb, this last 
' word). The Hours (as important personages in Ulysses as in 
the work of Proust) are associated with the morriy (moorish) 
dancers with their ‘caps of indices’, numbered like the hours. 
The dull bells of the bracelets are an echo of the ‘dark iron’ of 
the bells of Saint George’s church, heard by Mr Bloom while 
he was dramatizing in imagination Ponchielli’s dance. 
‘Simply sy/irling’ is a* recall of the song of the ‘seaside girls’ 
and the vision of the queen of the Pleiades (in the Oxen of the 
Sun), ‘coifed with a veil of what do you calhit gossamer . . . 
sustained on currents of cold interstellar wind, winding, coil- 
ing, simply swirling’. 

The music crashes madder. Kitty cries ‘O, they played 
that on the hobbyhorses at the Mirus bazaar’, and, running 
to Stephen, dances with him. ‘A screaming bittern’s harsh 
high whistle shrieks. Groangrousegurgling Toft’s cumber- 
some whirligig turns, slowly the room right roundabout the 
room.’ The orgy grows wilder; now all the whores are danc- 
ing, and with them Bloom. Bloorri’s partner is Bella (an 
avatar, perhaps, of the ‘Old Witch’, Mephistopheles’ partner, 
in the Walpurgis ball). 

‘{All wheel , whirl , waltz,, twirl . Bloombella , Kittylynch , Florry -* 
zoe, jujuby women , 1 Stephen with hat ashplant frogsplits in middle 
highkicks • with skykicking mouth shut hand clasp part under thigh , 
with clang tinkle boemhammer tally ho hornb lower i/lue green yellow 
flashes Toffs cumbersome turns with Jiob by horse riders from gilded 
snakes dangled , bowels fandango leaping , spurn soil foot and fall 
again,) 

the pianola. Though she's a factory lass 
And wears no fancy clothes . 

{Closeclutched swift swifter with glareblueflare scudding they scoot - 
lootshoot lumbering by^Baraabuml) 

Stephen. Dance of death. J 

{Bang fresh barang*bang of lacqueys bell, horse, nag , steer, pig - 
lings, Conmee on Christass lame crutch and leg sailor in cockboat 
armfolded ropepulling hitching stam]> hornpipe through and through , 
Baraabum! On nags, horses ; bellhorses , Gadarene swine , Corny in 
coffin . Steel shark stone onehandled Nelson , two trickies Frauenzim - 
mer plumstained from pram falling bawling . Gum , he's a champion . 
Fuseblue peer from barrel rev. evensong Love on hackney jaunt Blazes 

1 In jujuby there is, perhaps, a punning allusion to African magic. 
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blind coddoubled bicyders Dilly with snowcake no fancy clothes . 
Then in last wiswitchfack lumbering up and down bump mashtub sort 
of viceroy and reine relish for tublumber bumpshire rose . Baraabum!) 

( The couples fall aside . Stephen whirls giddily . Room whirls back . 
•Eyes closed, he totters. Red rails fly spacewards. Stars all around suns 
turn roundabout . Bright midges dance on the Wall . He stops dead.)' 

The materials used in this crescendo are nearly all themes 
which have been previously stated, "through them ‘drum- 
thumps’ the percussive tripudium of the ‘Yorkshire Girl’: 
‘Yorkshire throtigh and through 9 , ‘Gum, he’s a champion’, 
‘wears no fancy clothes’, ‘I’ve a sort of a relish for My little 
Yorkshire rose. Barabum!’ • * 

The lacquey’s bell is the handbell at Dillon’s auction- 
room, heard by Dilly Dedalus at 3 p.m., 1 the onelegged 
sailor received alms from Mrs Bloom at about the same time, 2 
‘Corny in Coffin’ is another echo of the Wandering Rocks * 
The ‘steel shark’ is a battleship, an allusion to the Nausicaa 
episode. ‘Onehandled Nelson’ and thf plumstained Frauen - 
Zimmer figure in Stephen’s Parabje of the Plums. 4 The 
‘pram’ is a recall t>f the Boardman baby (Nausicaa). ‘Fuse- 
blue' is a reference to Kevin Egan’s ‘blue fuse’ match, 6 ‘peer 
from barrel ’ (probably) to Guinness’s Brewery, 6 the Rev: 
Love is the antiquarian enamoured of Geraldines ; 7 the ‘cod- 
doubled bicyclers^ have coasted down from the ppster of a 
cycle race seen by Mr Bloom, ‘cyclist doubled up like a cod 
in a pot’; 8 ‘mashtub’ is a recall of ‘I thinks of my old mash- 
tub down Limeliouse This ‘coniouijding together of 

Stephen’s and Bloom’s memories and experiences (personal 
or assimilated, by a kind of clairvoyance, from others) in a 
swirling vortex of movement on Toff’s roundabout has a 
curious analogy with Flaubert’s Song of the Poets and Mummers 
(in the first verson of the Tentation ) . ^ * 

6 Nous chantons , nous crionJf nous pleurons, nous bondissons sur la 
corde , avec de grands Jbalanciers. L'orchestre bruit , la baraque en 
tremble , des miasmes passent , des couleurs tournent , Vidie se bombe y 
la foule se presse , et } palpitants , Vctil au but 9 absorbis dans noire 
ouvrage , nous accomplissons la singuljire fantaisie, qui fera rite de 
pitii ou crier de'terreur . . . Tournons> tournons sur nos chevaux de 

* Page 216. - 8 Page 215. 

6 Page 43. • Page 76. 

8 Page 82. • Page 297. 
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manige qui galopent sans trive et ruent du sable & la face du peuple 
hpplaudissant .’ \ 

Suddenly the movement ceases; there is dead silence in the 
room. ’ * 

‘( Stephen's mother , emaciated , rises stark through the floor in leper % 
grey with a wreath of faded orange blossoms and a torn bridil veil , 
her face is worn and noseless , green with grave fhould . Her hair 
is scant and lank . She fixes her bluecircled hollow eyesockets on 
Stephen and opens her toothless mould uttering a silent word . A choir 
of virgins and confessors sing voicelessly.) 

the <j3HOiR. Liliata rutilantium te confessorum. . . . 
lubilantium te virginum. . . . 

{From the top of a tower Buck Mulligan , in particoloured jester" s 
dress of puce and yellow and clown" s cap with curling bell, stands 
gaping at her , a smoking buttered split scone 1 in his hand.) 

buck Mulligan. She’s beastly dead. The pity of^itt 
Mulligan meets the afflicted mother. {He upturns his eyes.) 
Mercurial Malachi. •* f , 

the mother. {With 4he subtle smile of death" s madness.) I 
was once the beautiful May Goulding. I’am dead. 

Stephen. {Horror struck.) Lemur, who are you? What 
bogeyman’s trick is this? 

buck mulligan. {Shakes his cur ling capbtll.) The mockery 
of it! Kinch killed her dogsbody bitchbody. She kicked the 
bucket. {Tears of molten* butter fall from his eyes into the scone.) 
Our great sweet mother^ Epi oinopa ponton . 

the, mother.# {Comes nearer , brecUhing upon him softly her 
breath of wetted ashes.) All must go through it, Stephen. More 
women than men in the world. You too. Time will come. 

Stephen. {Choking with fright , remorse and horror.) They 
say I killed you, mother. He offended your memory. Cancer 
did it, no* I. Destiny*’ . ‘ • 

This passage is an explication *of Mulligan’s remark that 
Stephen’s mother wSs ‘beastly dead’, 2 #and his allusion to 
Stephen as a poor ‘dogsbody’ (the inversion of divine sub- 
stance). # ‘More women than men in the world’ recalls Mr 
Bloom’s soliloquy at the funeral of Dignam: 3 ‘Wise men say. 

1 Mulligan, the ‘lubber jester’, is the clown in the ‘Circus of the Ideal’. 
The ‘split scone’ is a recall nf the scene in the D.B.C. tea-shop (page 238), 
‘Kinch’ is one of Mulligan’s nicknames for Stephen. 

■ Page 8. • 8 Page 98. 
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There are more women than men in the world*, a fragment 
of a comic song wMch continues: 

That's why some girls 
Are single all their lives , 

Six women to every man ^ 

Say , girls, say if you can , 

Why can't every man % 

Have six wives? 

This uttering Jpy'the phantom of Stephen’s mother of words 
which were in Mr Bloom’s mind earlier in the day (other 
instances of such recalls follow) suggests a momentarily com- 
plete fusion of their personalities, of ‘fatherless* son and son- 
less father. 

Again, the mother says to Stephen, T pray for you in that 
other world*. ‘That other world* is one of the phrases which 
havte haunted Mr Bloom’s soliloquies throughout the day. It 
is a fragment from Martha’s letter: I do hot like that other world 
(‘word’, she meant to typewrite). The* deliberate bathos of 
these citations is characteristic of Joyce’s handling of tragic 
moments. 

Stephen grows pale and Bloom opens the window more. 

‘the mother. ( With smouldering eyes.) Repent! O, the 
fire of hell! • 

Stephen. (Panting.) The’ corpsechewer! Raw head and 
bloody bones! 

the mother. {Her face d tauoing near and nearer , sending out 
an ashen breath.) Beware f (She raises her blacl&ned , withered right 
arm slowly towards Stephen's breast with outstretched fingers.) Be- 
ware! God’s hand! (A green crab with malignant red eyes sticks 
deep its grinning claws in Stephen's heart. )* 

Stephen. { Strangled with rage.) S * * * ! ( His features 
grow drawn and grty and old.) * # * % 

t h e mother. (In the agony of her deathrattle.) Have mercy 
on Stephen, Lord,* for my sake! Inexpressible was my 
anguish when expiring with lovfe, grief and agony on Mount 
Calvary, 

STEPHEN. Nothung! 

(He lifts his dshplanthigh with botfr hands and smashes the chan- 
delier . Time's livid final flame leaps and , ip, the following darkness , 
ruin of all space , shattered glass and toppling masonry .) 

THE GAS JET, Pwfungg!* 

334 



j CIRCE 

Stephen’s exclamation ‘Raw head and bloody bones!’ is an 
echo of Bloom’s disgust at the sights <V the Lestrygonian 
butcher’s shop . 1 ‘Butcher’s buckets wobole lights. Give us 
that brisket off the hook. Plup^. Raw head and bloody 
bones.’ Here, as elsewhere, Stephen sees in the Deity a Lord . 
of Death, dio boia, hangman god, a ghoul, a butcher. 

‘Stephen, abandoning his ashplant, his head and arms 
thrown back stark, beats the ground and flees from the room.’ 
Bloom lifts the ashplant towards the lamp to prove to Bella 
that only the paper shade has suffered. Bella jjas Circe, when 
Odysseus raised his sword against her, and ‘with a great 
cry she flipped under’) shrinks away screaming ‘Don’t!’ He 
settles with a shilling and hurries after Stephen, whom he 
finds attempting to engage in a philosophical discussion with 
two drunken soldiers. Stephen is still hallucinated by the 
futnes of intoxication. ‘My centre of gravity is misplaced. I 
have forgotten the trick. . . . (He taps his brow.) But in here 
it is I must kill the prifcst and king.’ The soldiers believe that, 
after insulting their girl, he is now insulting their king, and 
defy him to ‘say it agair/. Grotesque partisans intervene in 
the phantom conflict, Dolly Gray to cheer the soldiers on, 
Old Gummy Granny (*the old milkwoman of the first episode, 
‘poor old Ireland’, the ‘King of Spain’s daughter’), seated on 
a ‘midnight mushroom’, admonishing Stephen: ‘Remove 
him, acushla’. A composite Irish ‘wild goose’, one of those 
expatriate Irishmen who have made their name in the ser- 
vice of foreign states , 2 IJon Emile Patrizio Franz Rupert 
Pope tJennessy, speaking in a mixture of many tongues, 
urges Stephen to overthrow the pigs of ‘johnyellows’. 

‘Werf those eykes to footboden, big grand porcos of john- 
yellows todos covered of gravy!’ 

The soldiers are no less truculent; such language, indeed, 
as they uste in this pa'jsage of words has probably never ap- 
peared in print before. These is a’cjy of ‘Police!’ and distant 
voices call: ‘Dublin V burning! Dublin’* burning! On fire! 
On fire!’ Amid a Gbtterdammerung % of brimstone fires and the 
booming* of guns, the dead arise, a chasm opens, it rains 
dragon’s teeth, armed heroes spring up from the furrows and 
the Irish clans joust together. 

‘Page 163. 

* For example, MacMahon in France, O’Donnell, Duke of Tetuan 
in Spain, Taafe in Austria. 
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A Black Mass is celebrated, a blasphemous parody of the 
Sacrament, where Inc voices of Adonai and the Damned, re- 
versing the holy words , 1 call, in antiphone with the Blessed, 
DooooooooQoog! and Htengier Tnetopinmo Dog Drol eht rof ', 
. Aiulella /* 

The tiallucination passes. Despite Bloom’s efforts at recon- 
ciliation, Private Carr fells Stephen to the ground. Comey 
Kelleher appears out of darkness in the nick of time (another 
example of the white flower of luck that springs frofh a dark 
root) to pacify ,the officious night-watch. Bloom is left stand- 
ing alone over the prostrate body of Stephen, who, gradually 
coming to, murmurs fragments of Yeats’ Countess Qathleen. 

‘Stephen. {Groans.) Who? Black panther vampire. {He 
sighs and stretches himself, then murmurs thickly with prolonged 
vowels.) 

A Who . . . drive . . . Fergus now. 

And pierce . . . wood’s woven i shade? . . . 

{He turns on his left side, sighing, doubling himself together.) 

bloom. Poetry. Well educated. Pity. {He bends again and 
undoes the buttons of Stephen’s waistcoat.) To breathe. {He 
brushes the wood shavings from Stephen’s clothes with light hands and 
fingers.) One pound seven. Not hurt anyhow. {He listens.) 
What! 

Stephen. {Murmurs.) . . . shadows . . . the woods. 

> ... white breast . . . dim . . . 

{He stretches out his arms, sighs again and curls his body. Bloom 
holding his hat and ashplahf stands erect. A dog barks in the dis- 
tance. Bloom tightens and loosens his grip on tfie ashplant. ‘He looks 
down on Stephen’s face, and form.) 

bloom. {Communes with the night.) Face reminds me of his 
poor mother. In the shady wood. The deep white breast. 
Ferguson, 1 think I caught. A girl. Best thing copld happen 
him . . . {He murmurs.) . . swear that I will always hail, ever 
conceal, never reveal, ally part'or parts, art or arts . . . {He 
murmurs.) . . in the rough sands of the sea ... a cabletow’s 
length from the shore . . . where the tide ebbs . . . and 
flows . . . 

1 Cf. the Kabalistic axiom: Daemon est Deus inversus. 

■The cry Alleluia!, as M Blrard observes, has a curiously Greek 
resonance. ‘Le mot ololuxan, iiM Avfav, dnnt 1e pofcte designe les cris des 
Ach6ennes (Odyssey, III, 450-2), me semble bicn voisin de ces alleluias, 
que vont r£p6tant nos fidfeles, sans savoir qu’ils parlent hlbreu.’ 
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(Silent, thoughtful , alert, he stands on guard* his fingers at his lips 
in the attitude of secret master . Against the u'yk wall a figure ap- 
pears slowly , a fairy boy of eleven , a changeling , kidnapped , dressed 
in an Eton suit with glass shoes and a little bronze helmet, holding 
a book in his hand . He reads from right to left inaudibly , smiling, 
kissing the page.) * < , 

bloom. (Wonder struck, calls inaudibly .) Rudy! 

Rudy % (Grazes unseeirtg into Bloom’s eyes and goes on reading, 
kissing, smiling. He has a delicate ryauve face . , On his suit he has 
diamond and ruby buttons. In his free left hand he holds a slim ivory 
cane with a violet bowknot. A white lambkin peeps out of his waist- 
coat pocht.)] 

There have been hints in previous episodes that Mr Bloom 
is a Freemason, and several masonic terms and ritual 
formulas are employed in this, the ‘magic’ episode of Ulysses . 1 
Here Mr Bloom, hearing Stephen’s broken whispers (whish, 
however, he misunderstands), murmurs to himself fragments 
of the masonic oath of secrecy. 

In the vision # of Rudy, Mr Bloom's dead son, a tranquil 
close after the bestiality, *the pandemonium, the cataclysms 
of the Circe pantomirqe, we have a moment of beauty un- 
clouded, for once, by any sort of mockery. Bloom, gazing 
at Stephen, remembers Rudy in his tiny coffin of white deal, 
glass-lidded, clamped with bronze, ‘a dwarf’s face mauve 
and wrinkled’, 2 clad in a little ‘corselet of lamb’s wool’, his 
mother’s last gift lest he should feel cold in the grave. 1 * 
From the mists of memory he corijures up an elfin boy of 
eleyen *(Rudy’s age, had he lived) with the trappings of 
death transmuted into a sparkling panoply of fairyland, 
a changeling, than any earthborn child ‘goodlier far’, like 
the Achaean heroes released from the rough magic of a 
Circean sty. J a 

The motion is ended. * * 

This calm that follows a hurricane of passions is other than 
the druid peace of Cymbeline which contluded the turmoil 
of ideas in the ‘Shakespearian’ episode; it is, rather, the 
physical appeasement of a wave-worn mariner who, riding 

1 ‘The fraternity (of the freemasons) originated in magic and amongst 
alchemists and magicians.’ A. l£. Waite. The Occult Sciences. 

* Page 92. 

8 ‘I suppose 1 oughtn’t to have buried him in that little woolly jacket 
I knitted crying as I was.* Page 731. 
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out a tempest mad/ with magic, has made at last the haven 
where he would b/. 

* ' ‘These our actors, 

As T foretold you, were all spirits, and 
Are melted into air, into thin air: 

•Aiid, like the baseless fabric of this vision, 

The cloud-capp’d towers, the gorgeous palaces, 

The solemn temples, the great globe itself, 

Yea, all which it inherit, shall dissolve, 

And, lik£ this insubstantial pageant faded, 

Leave not a rack behind.’ 
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THE EPISODES 

• • 

1 6. EUMAEUS 

P reparatory to anything else Mr Bloom brushed off 
the greater bulk of the shavings and handed Stephen the 
hat and ashplant and bucked him up generally in ortho- 
dox Samaritan fashion, which he very badly needed. His 
(Stephen’s) mind was not exactly \$hat you would call wan- 
dering but a bit unsteady and on his expressed desire for some 
beverage to drink Mr Bloom, in view of the hour it was and 
there being nq pumps of Vartry \\ T ater available for their 
ablutions, let alone for ’drinking purposes, hit upon an ex- 
pedient by suggesting, off the reel, the propriety of the cab- 
man’s shelter, as it was called, hardly a stonesthrow away 
near Butt Bridge, where they might hit upon some drinkables 
in the shape of a milk and soda pr a mineral. But how to get 
there was the rub.’ • # 

It is now well after midnight and no vehicle is to be found. 
MsBJpom, indignant at the mannerjn which Stephen’s com- 
panions have all deserted him, is determined to play the 
‘orthodox Samaritan’ to the end. A5 they walk slowly on, he 
profits by the occasion and the taciturnity of his companion 
to deliver a verbose homily on the dangers of nighttown and 
the providential appearance.of Cortvy Kellphefr, failing whom 
Stephen might have ehde<j the flight in the lock-up. 

‘You frittered awaf your time, he very sensibly maintained, 
and health and also charaeter Resides which the squander- 
mania of the thing, fast women of the demimonde ran away 
with a lot of £ s. d. into the bargain and the greatest danger 
of all was who you got drunk with though, torching the much 
vexed question of stimulants, he relished a glass of choice old 
wine in season as Both nourishing and bloodmaking and 
possessing aperient virtues (notably a good burgundy which 
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he was a staunch believer in) still never beyond a certain 
point where he invariably drew the line as it simply led to 
trouble all round to say nothing of your being at the tender 
mercy of others practically.’ 

* On their way to the shelter they pass the sentrybox of a 
corporation watchman, whom, by an effort, Stephen recog- 
nizes as one Gumley, ‘a quondam friepd of his father’s’, now 
on the rocks. A ‘figure of middle height’, prowling in the 
darkness, now saluVes Stephefr, and Mr Bloom, seeing Stephen 
stop to speak* with the dark unknown, has an anxious 
moment. ‘Although unusual in the Dublin area, he knew 
that it was not by any means unknown for desperkdAes who 
had next to nothing to live on to be about waylaying and 
generally terrorising peaceable pedestrians by placing a 
pistol at their head in some secluded spot outside the city 
proper.’ The nightbird turns out to be ‘Lord’ John Corley, 
whose * <> 

‘genealogy came about, in this wise. He was the eldest son of 
Inspector Corley of the G Division, lately deceased, who had 
married a certain Katherine Brophy, the daughter of a 
Louth farmer. His grandfather, Patrick Michael Corley, of 
New Ross, had married the widow of a publican there whose 
maiden name had been Katherine (also) Talbot. Rumour 
had it, though not proved, that she descended from the 
house of the ILords Talbot de Malahide in whose mansion, 
really an unquestionably fine residence of its kind and well 
worth seeing, his mother or aunt or soma relative h^d* en- 
joyed the distinction of being in service in the washkitchefi. 
This, therefore, was the reason why the still comparatively 
young though dissolute man who now addressed Stephen was 
spoken ©f by some with facetious proclivities as Lord John 
Corley.’ 

This Corley’s appearance was described in the tale of ‘Two 
Gallants’ {Dubliners).* ‘His head was large, globular and oily; 
it sweated in all weathers; and his large round hat, set upon 
it sideways, looked like a bulb which had growil out of 
another. Whenever any job was vacant a friend was always 
ready, to give him the hard wore}.’ According to his habit, 
he asks Stephen ‘where in God’s earth he could get some- 
thing, anything at all to do’. Stephen replies that there will 
be a job to-morrow or the next day at Mr Garrett Deasy’s 
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school at Dalkey. Corley recites a tale woe. ‘Though this 
sort of thing went on every other nighror very near it still 
Stephen’s feelings got the better of him iif a sense tiiQugh he 
knew that Corley’s brandnew rigpiarole, on a par with the 
others, was hardly deserving of much credence.’ He feels in» 
his pockets for money and fishes out what lie beliefs to be 
pennies. Corley loyally— the Talbot de Malahidc touch — 
points out to Stephen 4iis error, but accepts one of the half- 
crowns. Stephen rejoins Mr Bl<jom who Jias been cruising 
in the offing and the latter resumes consideration of the prob- 
lem where Stephen is to sleep, now that his friends have 
‘ratted’. . 

After passing an ice-crcam car where some Italians are 
exchanging obscene abuse they at last enter the cabman’s 
shelter, kept, the story went, by Fitzharris the ‘Invincible’, 
popularly known as Skin-the-Goat.^ The company consists 
of jarvies or stevedores and a ‘redbearded bibulous individual, 
a portion of whose hair was greyish, a sailor, probably’. 2 
Mr Bloom, having Ordered a cup «of coffee and bun for 
Stephen, discourses on the beauty of the Italian language 
(‘j Bella Poetria! it; is so melodious and full. Belladonna voglio .’), 
the correct pronunciation of which is one of his preoccupa- 
tions, doubtless because the repertoire of ‘Madame Marion 
Tweedy’ is partly drawn from Italian opera. Stephen ob- 
serves th&t sounds are impostures; the Italians were merely 
haggling over money. 

The rufous mariner,, learning. that Stephen’s name is 
De£lakis, remarks that he has h^artl of Stephen’s father. 

1 “He’s Irish,” the seaman bold affirmed . . . “All Irish.” 

“All too Irish,” Stephen rejoined.*’ # 

The sailor explain^ that ‘a matter of ten years’ ago (a 
Trojan memory) he saw Mr Dejlalus shooj two ‘eggs off 
bottles dVer his slfoi^lder, • left-handed, at Stockholm, in 
Hengler’s. Royal Circus. ‘Curiohs coincidence,’ Mr Bloom 
unobtrusively confides to his young convoy. 

1 The Tnvincibles’ were the gang >\ 1 iich on May 6th, 1882, in broad 
daylight, 'murdered the Chief Secretary, Lord Frederick Cavendish, and 
an Under-Secretary, Mr. Thomas Burke, in Phoenix Park. The mur- 
derers were detected and hanged; other Invincible^ were condemned 
to penal servitude. The Phoernx Park murders are mentioned in the 
Aeolus episode (page 130). 

1 All these persons, it will be noted, are concerned with navigation, 
urban or maritime. The ‘Art* of this episode is Navigation . 
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Encouraged by S^in-the-Goat, the sailor, after asking and 
receiving from one of the navigators of the streets a quid of 
tobacco, launches ( out on a series of tall tales. 

‘ “I seefi a crocodile bite the fluke of an anchor same as I 
‘chew that quid.” 

He»tdbk out of his mouth the pulpy quid and, lodging it 
between his teeth, bit ferociously. t 

“Khaan! Like that. And I seen maneaters ift Peru that 
eats corpses and die livers <sf horses. Look here. Here they 
are. A friend oY mine sent me.” 

He fumbled out a picture postcard from his inside pocket, 
which seemed to be in its way a species of repository, and 
pushed it along the table. The printed matter on it stated: 
Choza de Indios. Beni, Bolivia. 

All focussed their attention on the scene exhibited, at .a 
group of savage women in striped loincloths . •. . outside 
some primitive shanties of osier. « 

“Chews coca all day long,” the conpnunicative tarpaulin 

added. “Stomachs like* breadgraters.” ’ 

• 

‘ “Know how to keep them off?” he inquired genially. 

Nobody volunteering a statement, he winked, saying: 

“Glass. That boggles ’em. Glass.” 

Mr Bloom, without evincing surprise, tmostentatiously 
turned over the card to peruse the partially obliterated ad- 
dress and postmark. It ran as follows: Tarjeta Postal. Senor 
A. Boudin, Galeria Becche, Santiago, Chile. There was no mes- 
sage evidently, as he todk particular notice*. Though nof aji 
implicit believer in the lurid story narrated (or the eggsnip- 
ing transaction for that*matter despite William Tell and the 
Lazarillo-Don Cesar de Bazan incident 1 depicted in Maritana 
on which occasion the former’s ball passed through the 
latter’s hat) having detected a discreparfcy betweerfhis name 
(assuming he was the persoft he represented himself to be and 
not sailing under false colours after having boxed the com- 
pass on the strict q.t. somewhere) and the fictitious addressee 
of the missive which made him nourish some suspicions of our 
friend’s bona fides nevertheless it reminded him in a way of a 
longcherished plan he meant to one day realize some Wed- 
nesday or Saturday of travelling to London via long sea 
not to say that he had ever travelled extensively to any 
great extent but he was at heart a bom adventurer though 
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by a trick of fate he had consistently remained a land- 
lubber except you call going to Holyhead which was his 
longest.’ • • 

Our perforce sedentary Ulysses now boxes tHe compass 
of imaginary circular tours and, coming back as usual td 
thoughts of his Penelope, considers the possibilities rtf arrang- 
ing an extensive concert-tour for her with an ‘all-star Irish 
caste’. He* reviews the ‘beauty-spots’ of Ireland — Poula- 
phouca (the Circean waterfall)j • 

‘Wicklow, rightly termed the garden of Ireland, an ideal 
neighbourhood for elderly wheelmen, so long as it didn’t 
come dowh, and in the wilds of Donegal where, if report spoke 
true, the coup d’&il was exceedingly grand, though the last- 
named locality was not easily getatable . . . while Howth 
with its historic associations and otherwise , 1 Silken Thomas, 
Grace O’Malley, George IV, rhododendrons several hundred 
feet above sealevel wsas a favourite haunt with all sorts and 
conditions of men, especially in the spring when young men’s 
fancy, though it had its />wn toll of deaths by falling off the 
cliffs by design or accidentally, usually, by the way, on their 
left leg.’ * • 

Meanwhile the ancient mariner continues his yarn-spin- 
ning; the Chinese ‘cooks rats in your soup’, he says; they have 
‘little pills like putty’ t(iat open in water and every pill is 
something different, a house, a ship, a flower. 

‘ “And I seen a man killed in Trieste by an Italian chap. 
Kpife *in his bad?. Knife like that.’* 

Whilst speaking he produced a dangerous looking clasp- 
knife, quite in keeping with his character, and held it in the 
striking position. 

“In a knockingshop it was CQunfc of a tryon between two 
smugglers? Fellow hid behind a do.or, come up behind him. 
Like that .’Prepare to meet yoUr Goi,' says he. Chuck! It went 
into hi» back up to tne butt.” ’ • 

Mr Bloom attempts to divert; the stream of maritime 
reminiscence towards Gibraltar and Europa Point, scenes 
of Marion’s youth, but without success. • 

‘Our soi-disant sailor munched heavily awhile, hungrily, 
before answering. 

1 See pages 167, 359, 516. 
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“I’m tired of all thfin rocks in the sea,” he said, “and boats 
and ships. Salt junk all the time.” 

Tired, sfeeminglyf he ceased. His questioner, perceiving 
that he was not likely to get a great deal of change out of such 
a wily old. customer, fell to woolgathering on the enormous 
dimensions of the water about the globe. Suffice it to say 
that, as a casual glance at the map revealed, it covered fully 
three-fourths of it and he fully realized accordingly what it 
meant, to rule the. waves.’ t ■ 

The seaman drags his shirt open ‘so that, on top of the 
mariner’s hope and rest, they had a full view of the figure 16 
and young man’s sideface looking frowningly rather’. By 
stretching the skin he persuades the tattoo-man (Antonio, by 
name) to gape in a sort of smile. 

‘ “Ay, ay,” sighed the sailor, looking down on his manly 
chest. “He’s gone too. Ate by sharks after. Ay, ay.” . . . 

“And what’s the number for?” loafer eiumber one queried. 

“Eaten alive?” a third asked the sailor. 

“Ay, ay,” sighed again the latter personage, more cheerily 
this time, with sortie sort of a half smile, for a brief duration 
only, in the direction of the questioner about the number. 
“A Greek he was.” ’* 

For a moment {he wandering prostitute, with a ‘face like 
dip’, seen by Mr Bloom earlier in the day, when he was put- 
ting off from'Siren Island, peers into the tavern. Mr Bloom 
charitably comments on her unhappy lot. 

‘Unfortunate creature! Of course, I suppose some man is 
ultimately responsible for her condition. Still no matter wKat 
the cause is from . . *.’• 

Stephen had not noticed her and shrugged his shoulders, 
merely remar]dng: . 

“In this country people.sell much mbre than shfc ever had 
and do a roaring trade. P«£ar not them that sell th,e body but 
have not power to *buy the soul. Sh£ is a bad merchant. 
She buys dear and sells cheap.*’ ’ 

Mr Bloom maunders on about the ‘necessary evil’ such 
women are, till, the purport of ‘Stephen’s last observation 
having gradually penetrated his awareness, he asks Stephen 
point-blank if he believes in the existence of the soul and 
receives a characteristic reply. 

‘They tell me on the best authority it is a simple substance 
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and therefore incorruptible. It would bfc immortal, I under- 
stand, but for possibility of its annihilation by its First Cause, 
Who, from all I can hear, is quite capable of addfog that to 
the number of His other practical jokes, corrupts per se and , 
corruptio per accident being both excluded by court etiquette.* 

This ‘mystical finfesse’ is a bit out of Mr Bloom’s sublunary 
depth but he feels bound to enter a sort of demurrer. 

‘Simple?* I shouldn't think that is the proper word. Of 
course, I grant you, to concede a point, yos do knock against 
a simple soul once in a blue moon. But wharf am anxious to 
arrive at is it is one thing for instance to invent those rays 
Rontgen did, or the telescope like Edison, though I believe it 
was before his time, Galileo was the man I mean. The same 
applies to the laws, for example, of a farreaching natural 
phenomenon such as electricity, but it’s a horse of quite 
another colour to say you believe in’ the existence of a super- 
natural God.’ . 

It is curious how, throughout this episode, these two com- 
plementary personages, at last united in intimate conversa- 
tion, talk at cross purposes. As Mr Bloom would say, it is a 
case of East is East and West is West. But that, perhaps, is 
the secret of true ‘atonement’. Ne rien comprendre c'est tout 
pardonner. 

Mr Bloom prdceeds to discourse on the sa’d end of Antonio; 
by extension, on the wild ways of Italians andjSpaniards in 
general, and, by intention, of the southern charms of Calpe’s 
daughter in particular. 'All are washed in the blood of the 
siiji.’ The denizehs of the shelter babble meanwhile of ship- 
wrecks, of barratry and the like till Skiq-the-Goat, who has a 
reputation to keep up, serves them the crambe repetita of Irish 
symposia, a diatribe *on the grievances of Erin. Mf Bloom 
regards hjs prediction of England’s impending downfall as 
‘egregious balderdash’., ‘Pending. .that consummation de- 
voutly to be or not to Jbe wished fdr, he was fully cognisant of 
the fact that their neighbours across the’channel, unless they 
were much bigger fools than he ’took them for, rather con- 
cealed tHeir strength than the opposite.’ He considered it was 
‘highly advisable in the interim to try to majce the most of 
both countries’. Skin-the-Goat’s outburst reminds him of his 
passage at arms with the Cyclops and he asks Stephen’s 
opinion of his gentle reminder that, after all, the founder of 
the Christian religion' was a Jew. 
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‘ “Ex quibus” S&phen mumbled in a noncommittal 
accent, their two^ or four eyes conversing, “ Christus or 
Bloom his name r is, or, after all, any other, secundum 
carnem” 9 r 

4 Mr Bloom proclaims himself the adept of a vague social- 
ism, picturing an earthly paradise 'wherfe you can live well if 
you work 9 . ‘Count me out, 9 Stephen says. Mr Bloom hastens 
to explain that he includes brain-workers in hisddeal state. 
Brain and brawn' are equally' important. 

‘ “You suspect,” Stephen retorted with a sort of a half 
laugh, ‘‘that I may be important because I belong to the 
faubourg Saint-Patrice called Ireland for short.” 

“I would go a step farther,” Mr Bloom insinuated. 

“But I suspect,” Stephen interrupted, “that Ireland must 
be important because it belongs to me.” 1 • 

<f What belongs?” queried Mr Bloom, bending, fancying 
he was under some misapprehension. ‘ “Excuse me. Unfor- 
tunately I didn’t catch the latter portion. What was it 
you . . .?” 

Stephen, patently crosstempercd, repeated and shoved 
aside his mug of coffee, or whatever you like to call it, none 
too politely, adding: 

“We can’t change the country. Let us change the sub- 
ject.” ’ ' 

Meanwhile the general conversation has drifted round to 
that pet topic of such gatherings thirty years ago — the lost 
leader Parnell and the 'chances of his ‘return’! • ' , 

‘ “There was every indication they would arrive at that,” 
Mr Bloom said. , 

“Who?” the other, whose hand by the way was hurt, 
said. ‘ „ " i 

One morning you would open the paper, the cabman 
affirmed, and read Return of Parnell. He bet them what they 
liked. A Dublin fusilier was in that shelter one night and said 
he saw him in South Africa. Pride it was killed him. He 
ought to have done away with himself or laid low for a time 

1 Cf. Stephen’s remark to the drunken soldiers: ‘You die for your 
country, suppose. . . . But 1 say: Let my country die for me.’ Thus 
Plotinus, when he was asked to attend worship of the gods, arrogantly 
answered: ‘It is for them (the spirits) to come to me.’ ( Isis Unveiled, 
h 4^90 
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after Committee Room n° 1 5 until he %as his old self again 
with no one to point a finger at him. Then they would all to a 
man have gone down on their marrowbones to him to come 
back when he had recovered his senses. Dead 4 ie wasn’t. 
Simply absconded somewhere. The coffin they brought ove* 
was full of stones. He changed his name to De Wet,*h£ Boer 
general. He made a mistake to fight the priest^. And so forth 
and so on.! • 

Mr Bloom recalls an occasion when, in "a brawl, Parnell’s 
hat had been knocked off and he (Bloom) hafl handed it back 
to him. 1 Parnell merely said ‘Thank you’ but ‘in a very dif- 
ferent tt>ne of voice from the ornament of the legal profession 
whose headgear Bloom also set to rights earlier in the course 
of the day, 2 history repeating itself with a difference’. (The 
last six words are an unconscious allusion to the Bloom- 
Ulysses correspondence.) Mr Bloom expounds his views fts to 
the possibility and the desirability, or otherwise, of Parnell’s 
return. He alludes tp the woman who wrecked Parnell’s 
career — ‘if I dqn’t greatly mistake, she was Spanish too’ — 
and takes the opportunity of showing Stephen Mrs Bloom’s 
photograph. Presently he wanders off into a muddled dia- 
tribe on the popular and journalistic attitude to matrimonial 
complications. 

‘An awful lot of makebelieve-went on about that sort of 
thing involving a lifelong slur with the usual splash page of 
letterpress about the same old matrimonial tangle alleging 
misconduct *witli profes'sional g©Ifer or the newest stage 
fhvourite instead of being honest and aboveboard about the 
whole business, How they were fatecf to meet and an attach- 
ment sprang up between the two so that their names were 
coupled in the public eye was told in court with letters con- 
taining the habituakmushy and compromising expressions, 
leaving no loophole, to fchow thatAhey openly cohabited two 
or three times a week at some wellknoyn seaside hotel and 
relations, when the thing ran itj normal course, became in 
due course intimate. Then the decree nisi and the King’s 
Proctor to show cause why^nd, he failing to quash it, nisi was 
made absolute. But as for that, the two misdemeanants, 

1 Gf. the opening line of this* episode: ‘Preparatory to anything else 
Mr Bloom . . . handed Stephen the hat and ashplant.’ The rapproche- 
ment is, of course, deliberate. 

■ See the Hades episode. 
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wrapped up as they largely were in one another, could safely 
afford to ignore it as they very largely did till the matter was 
put in the hands di a solicitor, who filed a petition for the 
party wronged in due course.’ 

* It seemed a thousand pities to Mr Bloom that Stephen, 
with his 4 ’ brains, should waste his ‘valuable time with pro- 
fligate women’* 

‘In the nature of single blessedness he would one day take 
unto himself a \vife when Miss Right came on the scene but 
in the interim ladies’ society was a conditio sine qua non though 
he had the gravest possible doubts, not that he wanted in the 
smallest to pump Stephen about Miss Ferguson . . as to 
whether he would find much satisfaction basking in the boy 
and girl courtship idea and the company of smirking misses 
without a penny to their names bi- or tri-weekly with the 
orthodox preliminary canter of complimentpaying and walk- 
ing out leading up to foiid lovers’ ways a*nd flowers and chocs. 

. . . The queer suddenly things he popped out with attracted 
the elder man whp was several the other’s senior or like his 
father.’ 

Mr Bloom learns that Stephen has fiad no dinner and his 
protective instinct as well as that subtler feeling of which he 
is hardly consciotls impel him to invite Stephen to Eccles 
Street to speyd the night at his house. They leave the jarvies 
and the mariner to yawn the night out in the shelter and, as 
Stephen is still ‘a bit weak on his pins’, Mr.Bloqm gives him 
an arm. They now converse of music; Mr Bloom speaks vdth 
approval of ‘Mercadante’s Huguenots', ‘Meyerbeer’s Seven 
Last Words on the Cross' and the ‘immortal numbers’ of 
Rossini’s Stabat Mater. ‘He had a penchant, though only with 
a surface knowledge, for, th$ severe classical school such as 
Mendelssohn.’ Stephen ‘launched oyt into praises 4 of Shake- 
speare’s songs, at least ofirror about tl^at period’, *Dowland, 
Tomkins and John Bull; and Mr Bloom naturally enquired 
c if it was John Bull the political celebrity of that ilk ’. 1 The 
episode ends with Mr. Bloom’s peripatetic dream of a 
brilliant musical career for his pntegi who in a ‘phenomen- 
ally beautiful tenor voice’ is singing, as they fare towards the 
well-builded halls of Penelope, a ‘retrospective sort of’ song. 


l This passage is quoted and discussed in 7 he English Ayre (Peter 
Warlock). * 
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Von der Sirenen Listigkpit 
Tun die Poeten Dichten. 

t 

Und alle Schiffe.briicken . 


| • 

The technic of Eumaeus, first of the threa episodes which 
compose the third and last part of Ulysses, corresponding to 
the Nastog (‘Return’) panel of the Homeric triptych, is 
Narrative (old). It stands in counterpoise to the first epi- 
sode of the first part ( Telemachus) whose technic is Narrative 
(young). The personages in Telemachus are, with one excep- 
tion, young men; in Eumaeus all save Stephen are o(jl or 
elderly. In Telemachus the time is early morning; ‘warm sun- 
shine merrying the* sea’. On their way to the Eumaean 
tavern Mr Bloom and Stephen wall? through dark, deserted 
streets, where the only vestiges of human pccupation are for- 
lorn vagrants who spring to uncertain life from dim archways, 
caves of darkness, ancfthe ‘scythed car’ .of the street-sweeper. 
Mr Bloom is weary and his tedious thoughts no longer burn 
with a clear rubious flame, or indeed with any flame at 
all. He is too exhausted to achi'eve a logical ending to most 
of his periods. His fancies, irresolute and untended, wander 
away into murky culs-de-tsac. The style seems to be paralysed 
bv ‘that sort of ‘aphasia which *thh Germans aptly name 
Hexenschuss, an after-effect of Circe’s bane. The silent mono- 
logue, utterly disintegrated, ramifiesdnto the structure of an 
equally decrepit narfative, so that not only the meditations 
of Mr Bloom but the descriptive, passages, ,too, are over- 
clouded &ith the dirk cast bf fatoue. Stdphen has little to 
say for himself at firsj;*his recovery from the enfer artificiel of 
Circe is gradual. Ev£n what little he says, as the fumes slowly 
dissipate, seems almost unintelligible to Mr Bloom, who is no 
hand at following Daedalian flights of fancy. 

The cabman’s shelter bept by Skin-the-Goat corresponds 
to the steading of the swineherd Eumaeus, whither Odysseus 
fared, disguised as a beggar, on his return to Ithaca. This 
tavern was situated near the docks and frequented by a mixed 
European-Asiatic population, a suitable background for the 
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beginning of intimacy (as far as intimacy was possible) 
between Stephen and Mr Bloom. The false story told by 
Odysseus to Eumalus — the rigmarole concerning his Cretan 
parentage^ his journeys into Libya and Dulichium, his ex- 
pedition to Egypt — finds a spokesman in the marine Mun- 
chausen,, an Odysseus Pscudangelos sailing under false 
colours, who regales the gaping jarvies with his yarns. 

One of the persons who accompanied Telemachus to 
Eumaeus’ hut where, on his. return from Pylos, he met his 
father and together they compassed the destruction of the 
suitors, was the seer Theoclymenos (already referred to in my 
notes on the Hades episode). In Eumaeus there is a passage, 
fifty odd lines, akin to that where the ‘mystery man’, 
M’lntosh, appeared, wearing the same irrelevant air of an 
Homeric interpolation. This passage describes Stephen’s 
brief encounter with ‘Lord’ John Corley, who appears from 
and returns to darkness, unwanted, insignificant. ‘Lord’ 
Corley has no relevance to the narrative, and one may 
picture some Martian' scholiast of Ulysses three thousand 
years hence suggesting that this incident was Interpolated by 
an obsequious editor to immortalize the family name of the 
Malahidc Corleys. As in the Homeric texts an interpolation 
is placed between two more or less identical lines, so here Mr 
Bloom’s monologue recommences, when Stephen has quitted 
Corley, at tlie point where it broke off, that is to say the 
‘ratting’ of his boon companions once they had succeeded 
in getting drunk at his expense. Corley, like Theoclymenos, 
came of a ‘good family , as his genealogy suggests, thotigh 
not without a certain gaucherie, so to speak; such ‘left-handed- 
ness’ is, for reasons stated hereafter, a characteristic feature of 
the Eumaeus episode. In much the same roundabout way the 
family-tree of, Theoclymenos is set out in Book XV of the 
Odyssey. 

The leading theme of this episode is the return of the wan- 
derer home from sea«after long absence, a favourite epic sub- 
ject, like that of the son who roams the world over in quest of 
a father , 1 with which (as here) it is, naturally allied* At the 

1 Thus in his Untersuchungen iibtr die'Sagen vom Tod des Odysseus, a 
treatise rich in suggestions for those who desire to study, beyond the 
scope of this commentary, the Joycean treatment of the Odysseus legend, 
the author (Albert Hartmann) remarks: ‘Diese Untersuchung hat 
gezeigt, wie man das Motiv vom Sohn, der den femen Yater sucht, 
im Lauf der Zeit durch alle Mflglichkeiten hindurchvariieft hat. Dass 
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close of the Proteus •episode Stephen siw ‘moving through 
the air high spars of a threemaster, her sails brailed up 
on the crosstrees, homing, upstream, Silently moving, a 
silent ship’, and, two hours .later, Mr Bloom’s skiff 
Elijah, light crumpled throwaway, sailed eastward by the 
threemasted schodner Rosevean from Bridgwaler; with 
bricks. It was this very bark that bore th e*soi-disant wan- 
derer W. B. Murphy, *A.B., and Pseudangelos, to his native 
shores. 

* “That’s right,” the sailor said, “Fort Camden and Fort 
Carlisle. That’s where I hails from. My little woman’s down 
there. Sh £’s waiting for me . . . my own true wife I haven’t 
seen for seven years now, sailing about.” 

Mr Bloom could easily picture his advent on this scene — 
the homecoming to the mariner’s roadside shieling after 
having diddled Davy Jones — a rainy night with a Wind 
moon. 1 Across the world for a wife. Quite a number of 
stories there were on that particular Alice Ben Bolt topic, 
Enoch Arden and Rip van Winkle and does anybody here- 
abouts remember Caoc O’Leary. . . . Never about the run- 
away wife conling back, however much devoted to the 
absentee. The face at the window! Judge of his astonish- 
ment when he finally did breast the tape apd the awful truth 
dawned upon him anent his better half, wrecked in his affec- 
tions. You little expecte'd me but I’ve come to stay and make 
a fresh start. There she sits, a grass widow, at the selfsame 
fireside. Believesime de'ad. . . . 1$® chair for father. Boo! 
The wind! Her brandnew arrival is on her knee, post mortem 
child. With a high ro! and a randy ro! and my galloping 
tearing tandy O! Bow to the inevitable. Grin and bear it. I 

• 

ein Sohn ngch dem feropn Vatcr jn die Welt aus^iehf, ist bei Irrfahrt- 
sagen eine denkbar naheliegende und e^fache Erfindung; die verschie- 
denen Moglichkeiten de^ Ausg£ngs siCh auszi^lenken, erfordert nicht 
viel mefir Erfindungsgatfe.’ » 

1 Compare the story of Odysseus Pseudangelos in the fourteenth book 
of the Odyssey. ‘For seven whole years I abode with their king, and 
gathered much substance among the Egyptians. . . . But when we left 
Crete, and no land showed in glght but sky and sea only, even then the 
son of Cronos stayed a dark cloud over the hollow snip and the deep 
waxed dark beneath it/ Odysseus goes on to relate how, when the ship 
was smitten by a bolt ofZeus, the crew fell overboard ‘and the god cut 
off their return’, he alone was saved after nine days peril on ‘great 
rolling waves’, clinging to ‘the huge mast of the dark-prowed ship’. 
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remain with much lt>ve your brokenhearted husband, W. B. 
Murphy.’ 

The ‘Ffying Du/chman’ motif, first introduced in the epi- 
sode of Prbteus, reappears in Eumaeus. 

‘However, reverting to friend Sinbad. and his horrifying 
adverftures (who reminded him a bit of Ludwig, alias Led- 
widge, when he occupied the boards of the Gaiety when 
Michael Gunn was identified, with the management in the 
Flying Dutchman, a stupendous success, and his host of ad- 
mirers came in large numbers, everyone simply flocking 
to hear him though ships of any sort, phantom, or the 
reverse, on the stage usually fell a bit flat as also did trains), 
there was nothing intrinsically impossible about it, he 
conceded.’ 

T^he tattoo mark on the sailor’s chest, the number 16 1 
beside Antonio’s face — ‘a Greek he was’ 2 — can be histori- 
cally associated with the ‘homecoming’ of a pretender, for 
tattoo marks have played an important part in the solution 
of such problems pf identity as the TichboUrne case. Thus 
Lord Bellew, a schoolfellow of Roger Tichbourne, deposed 
that he had seen tattooed on the arrii of the latter a cross, 
heart and anchor and had himself added, in Indian ink, the 
letters R.G.T. The absence of such tattoo marks was con- 
clusive proof of the falsity of the .claim advanced by the 
homecoming Australian pretender. Mr Bloom, in the course 
of his rambling monologue, diiectly alludes to the Tich- 
bourne case. ■ * > .. ' 

or 

‘Still, as regards return, you were a lucky dog if they didn’t 
tffct the terrier at you directly you got back. Then a lot of 
shillyshally usually followed. Tom for and Dick and Harry 
against. And i then, number one, you came up ^gainst the 
man in possession and h^d to produce your credentials, like 
the claimant in the Tichbburnd case,^ Roger Charles Tich- 

1 ‘Blasio vit k Naples*une prostitute ayant sur le ventre urie femme 
nue, sur la mamelle de laquellefon lisait les deux nombres 6 et i6 qui, 
dansTargot napolitain, signifient deux formes de coit; au-deksous ttait 
tcrit le nom de la femme, k cdtt de ce/ui de Pamant qui avait dessine 
le tatouage.* Lei Tatouages , Collection dc Psychologic Popnlaire de 
Drjaf. 

1 For a similar use of the word ‘Greek', compare Mulligan’s comment 
on Mr Bloom, whom he saw considering, a posteriori , the Museum statues: 
‘O, I fear me he is Greeker than the Greeks. . . • Venus Kallipyge.’ 
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boume, Bella was the boat’s name to tile best of his recollec- 
tion he, the heir, went down in, as the evidence went to 
show, and there was a tattoo mark too fti Indiair ink, Lord 
Bellew, was it? As he might very easily have pioked up the 
details from some pal on board ship and then, when got up 
to tally with the description gi^ten, introduce himself with, 
Excuse me, my name is So-and-So or somc # such common- 
place remark. A morfi prudent course, Mr Bloom said, to the 
not over effusive, in fact like # the distinguished personage 
under discussion beside him, would have been to sound the 
lie of the land first.’ 

Mr Bloom’s ‘got up to tally’ may contain an allusion to 
another famous impostor, Vidocq, who, more fortunate 
than the Tichbourne claimant, personated qne Auguste 
Duval, after having ‘picked up the details’ from a sailor 
formerly acquainted with the real Duval, who had ^died 
two years before aW St- Pierre de Martinique. This Duval 
had tattoo marks oij his left arm, an altar with a wreath 
above it, and the impostor’s friend successfully reproduced 
these marks of identification on Vidorq’^arm, The pseudo- 
Duval was promptly and positively ‘recognized’ by the 
Duval family. Thus even tattoo marks may, like sounds, be 
‘impostures’, 

Mr Bloom’s reflexions on the reception rarnell would have 
if, as many supposed, hfe were not really dead,«and returned 
to Ireland, are an extension of the ‘Rip van Winkle’ theme,* 
which, not unnjturall/, recurs ff^quently in his thoughts 

1 M. Marcel Brion in an interesting essay, published by Shakespeare 
and Co., Paris, on the time-factor in Joyce’s work (which he com- 
pares with Proust’s), observes that Joyce has ‘broken through the 
too narrow restraints of time and space*. ‘Certain thinkess have at 
times wondered if the yssential difference existing between man and 
God were not a difference ,of time. . . #% We measure time but we do 
not know what it is. W,e ofteif encounter in mystical literature the 
story of the monk or po£t who has fallen asleqp in the forest. When he 
awakes he no longer recognize^ either men or the countryside. His 
meditation or slumber, which to him has appeared very short, has in 
reality la'sted hundreds of years. But during the moment in whiph he 
has been snatched from the tyfanny of time he has caught a glimpse of 
the mysterious aspects of infinity, he has neared the laws of the Cosmos, 
the throne of God.* The structure of Ulysses (though to a less extent 
than that of Work in Progress) indicates that Joyce aspires to outsoar 
the category of time and see a simultaneous universe — to take, so to 
speak, a God’s-eye view 'of the cosmos. 
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and conversation, 1 along with other legends of a return to 
the domestic ‘shell’, ‘wigwam’ or ‘fleshcase’, 2 after long 
absence in a far l£nd, on another planet. 

Mr Bloom, too, is a wandering Jew, an exile, though only 
half desirous of repatriation, and the Agendath Netaim pro- 
spectus ydiich he picked up at his compatriot, the butcher’s 
shop, early in the morning meant more to him than a mere 
invitation to take a commercial interest in ‘orangegroves and 
immense mclonfialds north of Jaffa’. But his commonsense 
tells him that the delights or such a return, whether his or 
Parnell’s or Enoch Arden’s, are apt to prove a mere mirage, 
an idle dream. 8 * . 

‘Looking back now in a retrospective kind of arrangemeht, 
all seemed a kind of dream. And the coming back was the 
worst thing you ever did because it went without saying yo,u 
wouid feel out of place as 'things always moved with the times. 
Why, as he reflected, Irish town Strand* a locality he had not 
been in for quite a number of years, looked different some- 
how since, as it happened, he went to reside on the north side.’ 

1 This allusion is also hinted at in Hauptmann’s drama Dei’ Bogert des 
Odysseus (Act III. The interior of Eumaeus ’ hut). 

‘odysseus. In eincs Rauberschiffes 

Bauch lebt’ich fprchterliche Jahre, bis r 

Ich alt und krank ward, und die Ruderknechle 
Mich gan»Entkrafteten aussetzten. Sehlafcnd 
Schleppten sie mich hierher an euren Strand. 

Dies war ein wunderlicher Sehlaf, u preis, 

Und ein Erwachen wie *auu tausend Toden. I 9 • 

laertes. Du sprichst nicht ubel. Doch, wie meinst du da»? ' 
odysseus. Ich plappre nur so gradaus, was mir einfallt, 

Und 'weiss nicht was, und kann mich nicht erinnem.’ 

The earliest reference to this theme in Ulysses occurs in the Calypso 
episode. ‘Uold ojls slid through his veins, chilling his blood: old age 
crusting him with a salt cloak. AJlother is in JSkivsicaa , where Mr Bloom 
compares himself (the allusion the ‘cyclical’ return of metempsychosis 
is significant in this connexion)* to a 'circus diorse walking in a ring. 
Rip van Winkle we played. Rip: tear in Henny Doyle’s overcoat. 
Van: breadvan delivering. Winkle: cockles and periwinkles. Then I did 
Rip van Winkle coming back. She leaned on the sideboard patching. 
Moorish eyes. Twenty years asleep in Sleepy Hollow. All changed. 
Forgotten. The young are old. His gun fusty from the dew.’ The theme 
reappears in the Circe and Ithaca episodes, q.v. 

1 See pages 41, 184. „ 

* Even the ‘godpossibled’ Nostos of Moses was, as J. J. O'Molloy points 
out (page 137), a disappointment — for Moses himself. ‘He died without 
having entered the land of promise.’ 
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On the whole, Mr Bloom decides, Parnell’s return from 
‘complete oblivion’ would be ‘highly inadvisable’. They 
would ‘set the terrier against him’; Parhell had tooked his 
goose. A left-handed liaison with a married or divorced 
woman might be tolerated in catholic clerical circles, but 
a subsequent marrfage with her put the offender outside the 
pale; just as in an Anglo-Indian community mixed liaisons are 
(or used formerly to be) more or less condoned, marriages 
never. ( • 

Le scandale du monde est ce qui fait <* offense 
Et ce n’est pas picker que pecker en silence. 

Mr Bloom faces facts and has little of Stephen’s aversion 
from their logic. He has reached that age when the ‘survival 
value’ of conventions, even censorship, are appreciated. 
(‘Where,’ old wisdom, a Nestor come to judgment, might 
ask, ‘would genius be without Aunt Sally Grundy, the 
epicure without his fruit forbidden?*) A little latitude from 
time to tiine, if you like: sub rosa, nothing to talk about. Let 
not thy right hand know what thy left hand doeth. 

There are frequent allusions in Eumaeus to the left hand; 
for instance, the left-handed descent of Corley, Mr Dedalus 
as a left-hand shot, the fact that persons falling from the 
Howth cliffs usually land on their left leg. Such references 
reinforce the theme of the lying messenger who sails under 
false colours. Mr Bloom, referring to Buck Mtilligan’s way 
of ‘deprecating’ Stepheq in his absence, points out that this 
habit, throws ‘a inasty sidelight on* that side of a person’s 
character — no pun intended’. When Stephen and his pseudo- 
father together leave the cabman’s sbdter, the latter ‘passed 
his left arm in Stephen’s right’, an unusual and symbolic 
gesture. # , * 

Every than has, like the moofl, a*hidden*side, every family 
a bend sinister, howevfer dextrod^ly disguised, and nostalgia 
may, like amor matrts, 1 have a bilateral meaning: sorrow 
for absence and sorrow o£ retprn. A Nostos must always 
prove, in some measure, a disappointment, a left-handed 
boon, unhappy in its oppprtunity; it is in absence of mind, 
when he is up in the clouds or on his way t6 Cythera, that 
man achieves the energy of happiness. 

1 ‘Amor matris , subjective and objective genitive, may be the only 
true thing in life.’ {Ulysses, page 199.) 
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‘The whole climax# of Ulysses', Mr Connolly has written , 1 
‘is a single moment of intimacy, when Bloom, the comic 
character, rescues Stephen in a drunken brawl. Bloom had a 
son who died, Stephen a father Who is alive; but for this 
instant of spiritual paternity all the swelter of that urban 
summer,* all the mesembrian pub-crawls of Bloom and 
Stephen, the vermin and the scales and the serpents move into 
place/ * * . 

‘Though they didn’t see ieye to eye in everything,’ Mr 
Bloom reflects, "a certain analogy there somehow was, as if 
both their minds were travelling, so to speak, in the one train 
of thought.’ (This transitory intimacy ‘in the one train of 
thought’ was humorously prefigured in Mr Bloom’s journey 
from Westland Row station. ‘Nice mixup. Then jump in 
first class with third ticket. What am I following him for?!) 

The ultimate return, after ‘the greatest possible ellipse’, 
the octave, is an empty consonance; the interest lay in the 
modulations, the effort towards that gopl. After the Circean 
whirligig of changing 'lights, the dark, hesitant prose of 
Eumaeus comes as* an anticlimax; the scales of the serpent 
have ‘moved into place’ and the sparkle is gone out of them. 

1 Life and Letters. Vol. II, No. n. 

* Mr. Connolly is ^lluding to Mr Forster’s denunciation of Ulysses as 
*an epic of grubbiness and disillucion ... in which smaller mythologies 
swarm and pullulate, like vermin between the scales of a poisonous 
snake’. 
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scene The House 
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art Science 

symbol 'Cornets 

technic . Catechism (injipersonal) 
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17. ITHACA 

• « 

Ij 1 rom this episode the flesh of sentiment and trappings 
of style have been stripped till it is little more than a 
skeleton. The incidents of the interview between Stephen and 
Mr Bloom in the kitchen of No 7 Eccles Street, their differ- 
ences and resemblances, the contents of Mr Bloom’s house 
and of his mind ate described rrfeticulously in terms of 
natural phenomena? or, rather, they are not merely ‘des- 
cribed’, they are catalogued and define^. One is, at times, 
reminded of the catalogue of some provincial auction-sale 
whither, an ancient great-aunt having died at last, her young 
inheritors have sent en bloc the stuffed birds, frayed rugs, * 
gilded chairs, defunct marble clocks — alhthe long-hoarded 
treasures of a Victorian home. * 

The technique of this, the middle chapter ofThe final part 
(Catechism, impersonal ), balances th^t of Nestor (‘old wisdom’), 
the middle chapter of the Telcmachia. But while, there, the 
catSchism was ‘personal’, informal and humane, question 
and answer first between Stephen andtiis sleepy pupils, then 
between Mr Deasy and his young assistant, here we have a 
detailed analysis, precise as the Summa Theotygiae , the ruth- 
lessness df a theological inquisition. 

Such a. treatment # ajJpliod to tfe personages of Ulysses , to 
their aspirations, to •the economy and # simple equipment of 
Mr Bloom’s home, has a more devastating effect on its object 
than any calculated gesture of scorn. 

Consider the living Helen, queen of beauty who never dies 
and once in a life, by Aphrodite’s grace, rdveals herself to 
Everyman, and se$ how she is made. Measure her nose, 
weigh her ears and tell the hairs of her eyelashes; suppute the 
number and secretion of her pores, subtract her quarts, pints 
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and gallons of ubiquitous liquid (90 per cent of her, as we 
learn in this episode). Undiluted, what would she be like? 
A pearl — pr a pat <?f pigiron? Consider the hundredweights 
of butcher’, s meat (‘Give us that brisket off the hook. Plup’) 
t,hat have gone to her making, and the spectres of carnage 
that beset the court of beauty. And, lo,’ as in the vision of 
Theoclymenos, ‘the walls and the fair spaces between the 
pillars are sprinkled with blood, and the porch is full of 
phantoms and full, is the court . . . and the sun has perished 
out of heaven, gnd an evil riiist has overspread the world’. 
Observe closely, as Viiag bade his grandson, ‘the mass of 
oxygenated vegetable matter on her skull. What ho, she 
bumps!’ Such analysis is seduction’s surest antidote, a 
slaughter of the wooers of illusion. For we are now in the 
small hours of Friday, June 17th, and Friday (as Mr Bloom 
told us in Hades) is the Dublin ‘killing day’. 

Bei’ore the arrows of reason (Bloom bends the bow, but 
Stephen strings it with hils logical method!), scruples and false 
sentiment are scattered .‘like a drove ofkine that the flitting 
gadfly falls upon and scatters hither and thither in spring- 
time, when the long days begin’. This massacre of the 
scruples which have been eating away the hearts of the pro- 
tagonists is no less thorough, in its own way, than the 
Homeric slaughter of the Lords of the Isles.- 1 

Even, as we shall sec, the 1 proud Eurymachus, that suitor 
who boldly raised his sword against the favoured of Athene, 
Boylan the ‘bester’, falls at last. ‘In the same moment goodly 
Odysseus shot the arrow* forth and struck him on the breast, 
by the pap and drove the swift shaft into his liver. So In? let 
the sword fall from his hands and grovelling over the table 
he bowed and fell, and spilt the food 'and the double cup 
on the floor, ^nd in his a^ony he smote the ground with his 
brow, and spurning with both his feet he struck against the 
high seat, and the mist of .‘death .wad sjied upon ljis eyes.’ 

Mr Bloom and Stephen advance ‘at normal walking pace’ 
— for everything in this epiyode«is normal all-too-normal — 
towards Eccles Street, the street wifh a Greek sounding 
name, the street of meeting, within, sound of the tolling hours 

* 1 

1 It is, however, significant that Joyce, characteristically averse from 
scenes of carnage, compresses his counterpart for the section of Homer’s 
Odyssey (a quarter of the entire poem) which deals with the slaughter 
of the suitors, into a single episode (less than -a tenth of Ulysses). 
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of Saint George’s Church, the only chiAxh in Dublin with a 
Greek inscription (referred to in Work in Progress as ‘St 
George-le-Greek’). And the number in Cedes Street of Mr 
Bloom’s house is seven, the sacred number par excellence of 
the East, of the Homeric world . 1 * 

c Of what did the duumvirate deliberate during their 
itinerary? • 

Music, literature, # Ireland, Dublin, Paris, friendship, 
woman, prostitution, diet, the* influenced' gaslight or the 
light of arc and glowlamps on the growth of adjoining para- 
heliotropic trees, exposed corporation emergency dust- 
bucketS, fche Roman catholic church, ecclesiastical celibacy, 
the Irish nation, jesuit education, careers, the study of 
medicine, the past day, the maleficient influence of the 
presabbath, Stephen’s collapse.’ 

Mr Bloom finds he has forgotten his latchkey (Freudians 
please note!) and is* doubly annoyed ‘because he had for- 
gotten and because fre remembered that he had reminded 
himself twice not to forget’. He enters, as Odysseus revisited 
his palace, like a menial, by the service ddbr and with the aid 
of ruse. • • 

c A stratagem. Renting his feet on the Sw^rf wall, he climbed ' 
over the area .railings, compressed his b at on his head, 
grasped .two points at the lower union of rails and stiles, 
lowered his body gradually by its length of five feet nine 
inches and a half to within two feet ten inches of the area 
pavement, and illowed*his body#ta move freely in space by 
separating himself from the railings and crouching in pre- 
paration fpr the impact of the fall. . • 

Did he fall? 

By his body’s known weight qf eleven ^one hnd four 

1 Seven was held to be a numb’er of peculiar virtue by Ghaldaeam, 
Phoenician^ Egyptians ^nd Greeks alike. Thus the Chaldaean towers 
had seven storeys, Ano« seven messengers, Jiell seven gates, Sinbad 
made seven voyages, the Nile has seven mouths, etc. ‘We find To the 
Odyssey’. M. B6rard observes, ‘an alternation of septenary and qRnary 
rhythms/and this system of enumeration is, like the Homeric toponomy, 
Graeco-semitic.* ‘The number seven’, according to Hartmann, ‘is the 
scale of nature, it is represented in all departments 6f nature from the 
sun whose light is broken by £ dewdrop into the seven colours of the 
rainbow, down to the 'snowflake crystallizing in six points round the 
invisible centre.’ ‘Seven*, as John Eglinton observed (page 177), ‘is dear 
to the mystic mind.’ 
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pounds in avoirdupofs measure, hs certified by the graduated 
machine for periodical selfweighing in the premises of Francis 
Froedman, pharmaceutical chemist of 19 Frederick street, 
north, on the last feast of the Ascfcnsion, to wit, the twelfth 
day of May of the bissextile year one thousand nine hundred 
and foui; of the Christian era (jewish era five thousand six 
hundred and .sixtyfour, mohammedan era one thousand 
three hundred and twentytwo), goldeli number 5, epact 13, 
solar cycle 9, dominical letters G B, Roman indication 2, 
Julian period 6617, MXMlV.’ 

Having like a malefactor gained retarded access to the 
kitchen, he lights the gas (14 C.P.), climbs the stairs *(by the 
light of a candle of 1 C.P.), lets Stephen in by the hall- 
door and leads him down to the kitchen. After composing a 
pyre in the grate, he ‘kindled it at three projecting points of 
paper with one ignited lucifer match, thereby releasing the 
potential energy contained in the fuel fc^v allowing its carbon 
and hydrogen elements to enter into ( free union with the 
oxygen of the air.’ * 

The contents of the kitchen are minutely described; Bloom 
sets a saucepan on to boil. The Dubliij water-supply system 
is now expounded as by a municipal engineer and the quali- 
ties of water are analysed in detail. Mr Bloom washes his 
hands ‘with a phrtially consumed tablet of Barrington’s 
lemonflavoused soap, to which paper still adhered (bought 
thirteen hours previously for fourpence and still unpaid for)’. 

Through the greatei Odyssey of'Bloomsday there ruqs a 
‘Little Odyssey’, a Saponeia, the wandering of the soap — a' 
comic counterpart of tjhe heroic tale. Mr Bloom 1 strolled out 
of the chemist’s shop with the coolwr^ppered soap, ‘sweet 
lemony \rax’, in his hand. On his way to the Hammam he 
folds his famous ‘throwaway’ newspaper into a square and 
lodges the soap in it; a fis.w minutes later we observe him 
using the soap in the bath.” ‘As he*is beijig jolted along in the 
cab, following Dignrfm’s remains, the soap (now in his hip- 
pocket) adds to his discomfort: ‘‘better shift it out of that.’ 
When an occasion arises, 2 he transfers it ‘paperstuefe’ to his 
inner handkerchief pocket. In the hewspaper office 3 ‘he took 
out his handkerchief to dab his n®se. Citronlemon? Ah, the 
soap I put there. Lose it out of that pbeket. Putting back 


* Page 81. 


* Page 97. 
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his handkerchief he*t(£>k odt the soap%nd stowed it away, 
buttoned, into the hip pocket of his trousers.’ At the close of 
the ‘Lestrygonian’ adventure, when he Apies Biases Boylan 
in the offing , 1 ‘his hand Ibokingior the where did I put it 
found in his hip pocket soap lotion have to call tepid paper 
stuck. Ah, soap thfere! Yes.’ After the meal at th£ £irens* 
restaurant,® ‘Bloom stood up. Ow. Soap .feeling rather 
sticky behind.’ After* ‘Nausicaa’ has left him, Mr Bloom 
sniffs first the air, then himself.® ‘Almonds or. No. Lemons 
it is. Ah no, that’s the soap.’ As he approaches the palace of 
Circe , 4 some children run into him. ‘Beware of pickpockets. 
Old thieves’ dodge. Collide.’ ‘Bloom pats with parcelled 
hands watch, fobpocket, bookpocket, pursepocket, sweets of 
sin, potato, soap.’ Presently, remembering for the nth time 
that he has forgotten his wife’s face-lotion, he decides 
to get it .first thing in the morning and we witness* the 
apotheosis of the soap . 5 

‘ {He points to the soyth, then to the east. A cake of new clean 
lemon soap arises, diffusing light and perfume.) 

the soap. We’re a capital couple art? Bloom and I; 

He brightens the earth, I polish the sky. 

{The freckled face of Sweny, the druggist, appears in the disc of • 
the soap sun.) 

sweny. Three and a penny, .please.’ * 

Finally the hero of this Little Odyssey, a celestial numen 
now, is reverently invoked in the litany of the ‘Daughters of 
Erin’. • * • • 

* Wandering Soap, pray for us. 

Stephen declined Mr Bloom’s suggestion that he should 
wash his hands, for ‘He was hydrophobe, hating partial con- 
tact by immersion or total by subversion in cold wfater (his 
last bath having takfen place in'tlje month’of October of the 
preceding. year), disljking*the aqueous substances of glass 
and crystal, distrusting aquacities of thought and language’. 
Presently the kettle boils and Mr Bloom prepares two cups 
of cocoa. ‘Relinquishing his symposiarchal right to the 
moustache cup of imitation Crown Derby presented to him 
by his only daughter, Mill^cent (Milly), he substituted a cup 
identical with that. of his guest and served extraordinarily 
to his guest and, in reduced measure, to himself, the viscous 

1 Page 175. * Page 274. * Page 358. 4 Page 416. * Page 419. 
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cream ordinarily reserved for th£ breakfast of his wife Marion 
(Molly).’ Mr Bloom jocosely directed Stephen’s attention to 
this mark* of hospitality, the offering of ambrosia, usually 
reserved for a goddess, to his youhg guest, who accepted it 
seriously. ‘They drank in jocoscrious silence Epps’s mass- 
product, the creature cocoa.’ (Here the terminology em- 
phasizes the ritualism of Mr Bloom’s ‘jocoserious’ gesture.) 

There follows a catechistic exposition of the hero’s early 
years, his attempts at writing poetry, his kindness to old Mrs 
Riordan (‘Dantt’ of the Portrait, a link between Stephen and 
Bloom), his scant athletic prowess. Neither alluded to their 
racial difference, but each was aware of it. , • 

‘What, reduced to their simplest reciprocal form, were 
Bloom’s thoughts about Stephen’s thoughts about Bloom and 
Bloom’s thoughts about Stephen’s thoughts about Bloom’js 
thoughts about Stephen? 

He thought that he thought that he jvas a jew whereas he 
knew that he knew that he knew thqt he was not.’ 

Bloom’s scientific temperament (as opposed to Stephen’s, 
the artistic) led him to plan (though not to execute) such 
inventions as ‘astronomical kaleidoscopes' exhibiting the 
twelve constellations' of the zodiac’, ‘miniature mechanical 
orreries’ and the like. He tried vainly to instruct Mrs Bloom, 
who ‘forgot with ease’: a Gaca-Tellus oblivious of her 
creatures’ indentions, religions, philosophies, those toys men 
have contrived to avert their thoughts from her indifference. 
‘Unusual polysyllables • of foreign origin, she interpreted, 
phonetically or by false analogy or by both: metempsychosis 
(met him pike hoses); alias (a mendacious person mentioned 
in sacred Scripture).’ * 

After Stephen has repeated his Parable of the Plums, Mr 
Bloom cites three examples of ‘postexilic eminence’ : Moses 
of Egypt, Moses Maimonldcs ('these* two ‘seekars of pure 
truth’ have been in Stephen’s thoughts in the course of the 
day) and Moses Mendelssohn. They now compare the 
Hebrew and the Irish languages and history and (like the 
orator Taylor^ discover point? of similarity. Stephen chants 
in a modulated voice a strange legend on an allied theme — 
the ballad of ‘Hugh of Lincoln’, or rather an abridged vari- 
ant, for we do not hear of the ‘apple red and green’ nor of 
the voice from the ‘deep draw-well’. Stephen’s comment on 
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this tale of ritual crime, th^ murder of the little Christian 
by the Jew’s daughter, is characteristic. 

‘One of all, the least of all, is the victirApredestined. Once 
by inadvertence, twice b£ design he challenges his destiny. 
It comes when he is abandoned and challenges him reluctant 
and, as an apparition of hope and youth, holds him*ujiresist- 
ing. It leads him to a strange habitation, to.a secret infidel 
apartment* and therfc, implacable, immolates him, con- 
senting.’ • 

Something similar, indeed, has befallen Stephen himself 
in the brothel, whither, abandoned by all but Judas, he has 
been seduced by a Jew’s daughter (? Zoe). Even Lynch in 
the end abandoned Stephen, when the latter was involved 
in the altercation with the redcoats. As Lynch disappeared, 
Stephen pointed to him, saying: Exit Judas. Et laqueo se 
suspendit. . • • 

The early years of Milly Bloom t are analysed and her 
affinities with the domestic cat expounded. Summing up, 
the catechist decides that ‘in passivity* in economy, in the in- 
stinct of tradition, in uitexpectedness, their differences were 
similar’. 

Mr Bloom proposes that Stephen should stay the night, or 
what is left of it. Stephen promptly, inexplicably, with 
amicability, gratefully declines, but undertakes to inaugurate 
a ‘courser of vocal instruetion’ with Mrs Bloom apd to engage 
in ‘peripatetic intellectual dialogues’ with his host. 

‘WJiat rendered problematic for Bloom the realization of 
these mutually selfexcluding propositions? 

The irreparability of the past: onc£ at a performance of 
Albert Hengler’s cirtus in the Rotunda, Rutland Square, 
Dublin, an intuitive parti coloured f clown in quest i>f pater- 
nity had* penetrated from ’the ring to* a place in the 
auditoriurp where fjlobmj solitary, was seated and had 
publicly declared to asi exhilarated audience that he (Bloom) 
was his (the clown’s) papa. The imprevidibility of the 
future: once in the summer of 1898 he (Bloom) had marked 
a florin (2 s.) with three notches on the milled edge and ten- 
dered it in payment of an^account due to and received by 
J. and T. Davy, family grocers, 1 Charlemont Mall, Grand 
Canal, for circulation on the waters of civic finance, for 
possible, circuitous or direct, return. 
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Was the clown Blbom’s son? ' 

No. 

Had Blqpm’s com returned? 

. Never.’ 

(Here, we seem to have ‘arrows’ directed at the themes of 
paternity and retjirn, to which there have been so many allusions 
in the course of Ulysses.) * , 

Mr Bloom’s belief in perfectibility, ‘vital growth through 
convulsions of metamorphosis’, is expounded and Stephen 
states his creed, if creed it can be called. ‘He affirmed his 
significance as a conscious rational animal proceeding 
syllogistically from the known to the unknown and a con- 
scious rational reagent between a micro- and macrocosm 
ineluctably constructed upon the incertitude of the void.’ 

The symposium is ended and Stephen leaves Bloom’s 
house, his diaconal hat elevated on his augur’s rod, the 
ashplant. ' ' 

‘With what intonation secreto of Miat commemorative 
psalm? , 

The 113th, modus peregrinus: in exitu Israel de Egypto: domus 
Jacob de populo barbaxo .’ ' 

Together at the door they observe ‘the heaventree of stars 
hung with humid nightblue fruit’. 

‘With wh^t meditations did Bloom accompany his demon- 
strations to his companion of various constellations? 

Meditations of evolution increasingly vaster: of the moon 
invisible in incipient lunation, approaching perigee: of the— 
infinite lattiginous scintillating uncondensed milky way, 
discernible by daylight by an observer placed at the lower 
end of a cylindrical vertical shaft 5,060 ft. deep sunk from 
the surface towards the centre of the earth: of Sirius (alpha 
in Canis Major)' 10 lighjyears (57,006,000,000,000 miles) 
distant and in volume 900'times the dimension of ©ur planet: 
of Arcturus: of the *precession of equinoxes: of Orion with 
belt and sextuple sun theta* and nebula in which 100 of our 
solar systems could be contained: of moribund and nascent 
new stars suefy as Nova in 1901 : t»f our system plunging to- 
wards the constellation of Hercules: of the parallax or paral- 
lactic drift of socalled fixed stars, in reality evermoving from 
immeasurably remote eons to infinitely remote futures in 
comparison with which the years, threescore and ten, of 
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allotted human life formed a parenthesis of infinitesimal 
brevity.’ * 

Mr Bloom continues his astronomical Ascursions at length; 
the ironic influence of Stephen, however, is discertiible in the 
passage where we are invited to consider: • 

‘the posited influence of celestial on human bdtites: the 
appearance of a star £ist magnitude) of exceeding brilliancy 
dominating by night and day (a new luminous sun generated 
by the collision and amalgamiftion in incapdescence of two 
nonluminous exsuns) about the period of the birth of William 
Shakespeare over delta in the recumbent neversetting con- 
stellation* of Cassiopeia and of a star (and magnitude) of 
similar origin but lesser brilliancy which had appeared in 
and disappeared from the constellation of the Corona 
•Septentrionalis about the period .of the birth of Leopold 
Bloom and of other stars of (presumably) similar origin which 
had (effectively or presumably) appeared in and disappeared 
from the constellation of Andromed^ about the period of the 
birth of Stephen Dedalps, and in and from the constellation 
of Auriga some years after the birth and death of Rudolph 
Bloom, junior, ‘and in and from other constellations some 
years before or after the birth or death of other persons.’ 

As for astrological influehces on sublunary disasters, these 
seemed to Mr Bloom ‘as possible of proof as of confutation 
and the nomenclature employed in selenographical charts 
as attributable tv verifiable intuition as to fallacious analogy; 
thd lake of dreanls, the sea of rainS, the gulf of dews, the ocean 
of fecundity’. 

Saint George’s clock strikes the hour*. Stephen hears m the 
sound the prayer He always associates with his mother s 
death. 

Liliata rutilmtium. Tvr/na Circumdet. 

* Iubilantiufy te vtrginum’ Chorus excipiat. 

Mr Bloom hears Heigho (the bracelet-bells of the Hours) 
four times repeated. 

Re-entering his house h£ finds his ingress of the front room 
suddenly arrested by a solid timber angle. During the day 
Mrs Bloom has been indulging one of her whims— the re- 
arrangement of the furniture in the room, and Mr Bloom has 
impinged against the displaced walnut sideboard. ‘Nature 
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delights not in anyttting so muc'h as to. alter all things and 
present them under another form.*' The chairs (a ‘dull 
passive’ easychair/ ‘with stout arms extended’, directly 
opposite a *‘slendcr bright active’ Cane chair) and the piano 
(on which is Love's Old Sweet Song, open at the last page, 
‘with {hf final indications ad libitum, forte, pedal, animato, 
sustained, peda.1, ritvando, close’, which Boylan has — inter alia 
— been practising with Molly Bloom) 'are exactly described 
and attention is drawn to, their ‘significances of posture, of 
symbolism, of testimonial supermanence’. 

Mr Bloom’s library is catalogued and the various objects 
which attract his gaze defined. As he begins to undress his 
gestures and the sections of his anatomy consecutively re- 
vealed are graphically, cincmatographically depicted. Now 
he pauses to meditate. ‘It was one of his axioms that similar 
meditations or the automatic relation to himself of a narra- 
tive concerning himself or tranquil recollection of the past 
when practised habitually before retiring for the night 
alleviated fatigue and produced as a result sound repose and 
renovated vitality.’. 

We arc now conducted over Mr Bloom’s Ideal Home — 
Bloom Cottage or Saint .Leopold' s or Flowerville-r-its garden and 
appurtenances, we learn the exact salaries of his (ideal) 
domestic personnel and visit even his ‘lumbershed with pad- 
lock for varipus inventoried* implements. 

As? 

Eeltraps, lobsterpors, fishiagiods, hatchet, .steelyard, gripd- 
stone, clodcrusher, swatheturner, carriagcsack, telescope 
ladder, io tooth rakq, washing clogs, hay tedder, tumbling 
rake, billhook, paintpot, brush, hoc aqd so on.’ 

Varioys plans for making a quick fortune are appraised 
down to the smallest detail, and his chanpes of realising these 
projects assessed. The contents of the first drawer of his 
writing-table are catalogued: 3 ftiisce^laneous collection of 
photographs, documents, advertisements, his correspondence 
with Martha Clifford, and her transliterated name and 
address ‘in reserved alphabetic boustrophedontic punctated 
quadrilinear cryptogram (vowdis suppressed) N.IGS./ 
WI.UU.OX/ W.OKS.MH/ Y.IM ’. 1 In the second drawer 

1 To solve superpose an alphabet from left to right on one from right 
to left. The second word, a secret name, is ‘reserved’; the clue to this 
reservation may be found in the Black Mass*of Circe. 
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are various legal documents (specified?, a press-cutting con- 
cerning the change b^deedpoll of Rudolph Vi rag’s name to 
Bloom, other family papers, a stock-cc%tificatc, etc. 

A problem is now set. ‘Reduce Bloom by cross ‘multiplica- 
tion of reverses offortune, from which these supports protected 
him, and by elimination of all positive values ^o # a neg- 
ligible negative irrational unreal quantity.’. In the answer 
which follows we see'his gradual decline, stage by stage, to 
a mendicant befouled by unlicensed vagabond dogs, pelted 
by ‘the infantile discharge of decomposed vegetable missiles, 
worth little or nothing or less than nothing*. Such a situation 
could bc.precluded ‘by decease (change of state), by depar- 
ture (change of place)’. 

There follows the analysis of an hypothetical journey, a dis- 
appearance, which may be compared with the legends and 
’speculations of certain post-Homeric writers as 4o th% sub- 
sequent journeys of Odysseus after his return to Ithaca and 
destruction of the s*uitors. A second journey was, in fact, 
enjoined on Odysscils by Teiresias, an expedition far inland 
till he should" come upon ‘such men a* know not the sea 
neither eat meat savoured with salt’. According to one 
account 1 Odyspeus journeyed to Aetojia, married a princess 
and died there at an advanced age; another legend relates 
that Odysseus Settled in Th'csprotia, married queen Kallidikc 
and, after leading the Thesprotians to many victories, came 
to an honoured end in the country of his adoption. Thus 
Mr Bloom sees himself travelling .to Jerusalem, to ‘the land 
of ‘the Eskimos ‘(eaters of soap)' the forbidden country of 
Thibet (from which no traveller returns), the bay of Naples 
(to see which was to die), the Dead •Sea’. The consequences 
of such an eclipse a*rc explored and we read the advertise- 
ment — £5 reward, lost, stolen or grayed, etc, — whereby the 
grass wi^ow would seek to Yegajn her loSt adventurer. We 
have an astronomical version of'tke ‘return of the wanderer’ 
motif (often alluded'to in this commantary, and elsewhere 
illustrated by references to Sinbad, Rip van Winkle, the 
octave). 

‘Would the departed ifever nowhere nohow reappear? 

Ever he would wander, «clfcompelled, to the extreme limit 

1 See Albert Hartmann, Untersuchungen iiber die Sagen vom T*d dts 
Odysseus. 
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of his cometary orbit, beyond die fixed stars and variable 
suns and telescopic planets, astronomical waifs and strays, 
to the extreme boundary of space, passing from land to land, 
among peoples, amid events. Sonfewhere imperceptibly he 
would hear and somehow reluctantly, suncompelled, obey 
the surpiyons of recall. Whence, disappearing from the con- 
stellation of the Northern Crown he would somehow re- 
appear reborn above delta in the cohstellation «of Cassio- 
peia and after incalculable epns of peregrination return an 
estranged avengtr, a wreaker of justice on malefactors, a 
dark crusader, a sleeper awakened, with financial resources 
(by supposition) surpassing those of Rothschild or *of the 
silver king. 

What would render such return irrational? 

Ai^ unsatisfactory equation between an exodus and returh* 
in time through reversible space and an exodus and return 
in space through irrevefsible time. ‘ 

.• . • 

What play of forces, inducing inerjtia, rendered departure 
undesirable? 8 

The lateness of the hour, tendering* prociastinatory: the 
• obscurity of the night, rendering invisible: the uncertainty 
of thoroughfares, ^rendering perilous: the necessity for re- 
pose, obviating movement:- the proximity of an occupied 
bed, obviating research: the anticipation of warmth (human) 
tempered with coolness (linen), obviating desire and render- 
ing desirable: the statue. of Narcissus, sourfd without echo, 
desired desire.’ 

The happenings of 8 Bloomsday are now summed up in 
ritual terms, for example: the preparation of breakfast (burnt 
offering): the b^th (rite of John) : the funeral (rite of Samuel) : 
the altercation with a truculent troglodyte (holoc&ust) : the 
visit to the disorderly housdjuid subsequent brawl (Armaged- 
don) : nocturnal perambulation to and from the cabman’s 
shelter, Butt Bridge (atonenjent)* 

The sight of the occupied bed, desirable and desired, 
irritates the tender spot of Mr Bloom’s consciousness, his 
awareness of the bonne fortune of Blazes Boylan; but, fortun- 
ately, Mr Bloom is a man who has seen and suffered much, 
a double first at what he likes to call ‘the university of life’. 

‘If he had smiled why would he have smiled? 
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To reflect that each one* who enteil imagines himself to 
be the first to enter whereas he is always the last term of a 
preceding series even if the first term a succeeding one, 
each imagining himself *to be first, last, only «md alone, , 
whereas he is neither first nor last nor only nor alone in«a 
series originating in and repeated to infinity.’ 

Der ganze Strudel strebt nock uben: » 

Dtt glaubst zu'sehieben, uni du wirst geschoben. 1 

(This passage has, of course, «. far wider* reference than the 
amorous vagaries of Molly Bloom, who, as I shall point out 
in the following chapter, in many of her aspects represents 
the Earth, Nature herself. Each man thinks he is ‘first, last, 
only and alone’ — this is, in fact, the ‘life illusion’ — but, we 
may suppose, the Demiurge smiles at such fatuity.) 

‘With what antagonistic sentiments were his subsequent 
reflections affected? 

Envy, jealousy, abnegation, equanimity. 

Equanimity? , 

As natural as any and every natural act of a nature ex- 
pressed or understood executed in natured nature by natural 
creatures in accordance with his, her and their natured' 
natures, of dissimilar similarity. As not as calamitous as a 
cataclysmic annihilatiqn of thfc planet in consequence of 
collision with a dark sun. As less reprehensibfe than theft, 
highway robbery, cruelty to children and animals, obtaining 
money under false pretences, forgery, embezzlement, mis- 
appropriation of public money, betrayal of public trust, 
malingering, mayhem, corruption of tnir.ors, criminal libcT, 
blackmail, contempt of court, arson, treason, felony, mutiny 
on the high seas, trespass, burglary, jailbreakjng, practice of 
unnatural vice, desertion from armed forces in the field, 
perjury, ppaching, us*n^, intelligence with the king’s enemies, 
impersonation, criminal assault, manslaughter, wilful and 
premeditated murder. As not more abnormal than all other 
altered* processes of adaptation to altered conditions of 
existence, resulting in a reciprocal equilibrium between the 
bodily organism and its attendant circuifistances, foods, 
beverages, acquired habits, indulged inclinations, significant 
disease. As more than inevitable, irreparable.’ 

1 Goethe, in the ‘Brocken Scene’ of Faust. 
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For Mr Bloom has learnt that 'an ‘unwritten law’ is worth 
less even than the paper it is not written on, that the ‘eternal 
triangle* is a mer«t geometrical figure. He completes the 
extinction *f Jiurymachus hy considering : 

‘the natural grammatical transition by inversion involving no 
alteration of sense of an apnst preterite proposition (parsed 
as masculine subject, monosyllabic onomatopoeic transitive 
verb with direct feminine object) from the active'voice into 
its correlative aoriSt preterite proposition (parsed as feminine 
subject, auxiliary verb and quasimonosyllabic onomato- 
poeic past participle with complementary masculine agent) 
in the passive voice: . . . the futility of triumph or ‘protest 
or vindication: the inanity of extolled virtue: the lethargy of 
nescient matter: the apathy of the stars.’ 

To Molly, who is lyiqg awake, the returned wanderer 
narrates his adventures, but, like Odysseus, who omitted 
mention of Nausicaa, he*prudcntly suppresses certain details. 
He makes ‘Stephen D,edalus, professs-r and author’, the 
salient point of his narration. , 

‘In what directions did listener and narrator lie? 

Listener: S.E. by E.: Narrator: N.W. by W.: on the 53rd 
' parallel of latitude, K. and 6th meridian of longitude, W. : 
at an angle of 45 • to the terrestrial equator.* 

In what spate of rest or motion? 

At rest relatively to themselves and to each other. In 
motion being each and hnth carried* westward, forward, and 
rcreward respectively, 1 by the proper perpetual motion of the 
earth through everchanging tracks of neverchanging space. 

» 

In wh$.t posture? 

Listener: redined semilaterally, left, left hand under head, 
right leg extended in a straight line, and resting on left leg, 
flexed, in the attitude of (jea-T£llus, fulfilled, recumbent, 
big with seed. Narrator: reclined laterally, left, with right 
and left legs flexed, the indfixfinger and thumb of the right 
hand resting on the bridge of the nose, in the attitude 
depicted on a snapshot photograph made by Percy Apjohn, 
the childman weary, the manchikl in the womb. 

1 As we learn in Penelope , Mr and Mrs Bloom have a curious way of 
sleeping side by side; the latter is normally disposed, but Leopold lies 
with his feet towards the head of the bed, 
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Womb? Weary? ' • 

He rests. He has travelled. 

With? 

Sinbad the Sailor and Tinbafl the Tailor amf Jinbad the* 
Jailer and Whinb^d the Whaler and Ninbad the Nailer afid 
Finbad the Failer and Binbad the Bailer and Pfrnfcad the 
Pailer and Mindbad ,the Mailer and Hinbad the Hailer and 
Rinbad tfife Railer and Dinbad the Kailer and Vinbad the 
Quailer and Linbad the Yailec and XinSajl the Phthailer. 

When? 

Going, to dark bed there was a square round Sinbad the 
Sailor roc’s auk’s egg in the night of the bed of all the auks 
of the rocs of Darlunbad the Brightdayler. 

• Where? 


‘This was the last word of the talc;, when sweet sleep came 
speedily upon> him, sleep that loosens the limbs of men, un- 
knitting the cares of his soul.’ 1 

l OcIyssey, XXIII, 342,. 343. 
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technic " Monologue (female) 
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18. PENELOPE 

S atire is a sort of glass, wherein beholders do gener- 
ally discover everybody’s face but their own.’ And the 
comment of the average woman on this, the last episode of 
•Ulysses, is apt to run: ‘How true — o [that class of woman fc with 
which, thank goodness, / have nothing in common!’ But the 
force of this long, vnpunctuated meditation, in which a 
drowsy woman’s vagrant thoughts a;e transferred in all their 
naked candour of self-revelation onto the written record, lies 
precisely in its universality. 

‘The long unspokeft monologue of iV^rs Bloom which closes 
the book’, Mr Arnold Bennett has written (in The Outlook ) , " 
‘(forty difficult»pages, some*twenty-fivc thcaisand words with- 
out any punctuation at all) might in its utterly convincing 
realism be an actu?J document, the magical record of inmost 
thought by a wopian that existed. .Talk about understanding 
“feminine psyclmlogy” ! ... I ha we never read anything to 
surp'ass it, and I doubt if I have ever read anything to equal 
it. 5 

After her husbancl’s return and his recital of the day’s 
adventures, Mrs Bloom settles herself to slecpi Butter mind 
is restless and, in her to>dy ‘too, .there is unrest, a punctual 
flux of ‘tides, myriadislanded **within’. ‘Murphy’ (as Mr 
Bloom facetiously nicknames the dream-mdulder) denies his 
gift. As the night hours ’ pas* and, despite intermittent 
changed of position in the bed, she fails to achieve somni- 
ferous' repose, her thoughts roam far afleld, ‘casting’, as Mr 
Bloom observed of another lady of Spanish extraction, ‘every 
shade of decency* to the winds’. She sees herself again a 
‘flapper’ at Gibraltar, she recalls the ways of her earliest 
lovers, her own simplicity, the hobbies of Major Brian Cooper 
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Tweedy, her father, tfiat ranker-officer aVid astute philatelist, 
warmth and sunlight of the south, th^elock ‘standing up like 
a big giant 5 . Two^nale ‘subjects 5 recur persistently in this 
fantasia of« reminiscence: ‘Blazes 5 Boylan, ill-mannered and 
lvsartless (as she is fully aware), yet compelling her reluctant 
admiration by his rufous virility; ‘PoljJy 5 , her unsatisfying, 
ageing 'husbancj, for whom, even in the more aggressive pas- 
sages where she airs the classic grievances of the eternal 
feminine against its wedded tnale, she, nevertheless, displays 
a quasi-maternav affection, a 4 tribute to that queer solidarity 
which fortifies the union, consecrated ritually and by habit, 
of even an ill-assorted couple. Towards the close,, thoughts 
of a third male, Stephen Dcdalus, usurp, for a while, the 
foreground of her monologue. Mr Bloom has described the 
young man to her and she welcomes the proposal that he 
should lodge with them.* Mr Bloom’s ideal nymph (of the* 
Photo Bits picture) has, for Molly Bloom, a counterpart in the 
statuette of a naked boy: ‘that lovely little statue he bought 
1 could look at him all day long curly hfcad and his shoulders 
his finger up for y^u to listen theres*real beauty and poetry 
for you I often felt I wanted to kiss him all over 5 . In Stephen, 
perhaps, she may fin<l that youth, ‘red! beauty and poetry 5 
after which her maturity hankers. 

Mr Bloom has* prudently refrained from mentioning his 
encounter with Nausicaa, but his wife has a flair for such 
emotional indiscretions and suspegts something. He has 
asked to have his breakfast in bed and at first she wonders if 
he is ill. If so, it would* be much better for him to gp # to 
ljospital, sick men are a nuisance, 

• 

‘they re so weak and puling when tlie^re sick they want a 
woman tb get veil if his no t se bleeds youd think it was O tragic 
and that dyinglodking one off 1 the south circular* when he 
sprained his foot at the choir party, afthe sugarloaf. Mountain 
the day I wore that dress Miss Stack brihging him flowers the 
worst old ones she could find at the bottom of the basket 
anything at all to get into a mans bedroom with her old 
maids voice trying to imagine he was dying on account ofher 
to never see thy face again though he looked more like a man 
with his beard a bit grown in the bed father was the same 
besides I hate bandaging and dosing when he cut his toe with 
the razor paring his edms afraid hed get blood poisoning but 
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if it was a thing I was sick then wed see what attention only 
of course the womanlfades it not to give all the trouble they 
do. 9 

No, it is probably the result of some scntimcntaP encounter, • 
‘anyway love its not or hed be off his feed thinking of her. 
She remembers Mr’Bioom’s indiscreet benevolence 4 o*vard$ a 
maid they had in palmier days, ‘proposing she could cat at 
our table bn, Christmas if you please O no thank you not in 
my house stealing my potatoes ^nd the oySters 2/6 per doz.\ 

But Molly Bloom’s jealousy is mainly proprietary and 
economical; kissing-time with Poldy is ‘done now once and 
for all 5 ! ^Its only the first time after that its the ordinary do 
it and think no more about it why cant you kiss a man with- 
out going and marrying him first you sometimes love to 
# vdldly when you feel that way so nice all over you you cant 
help yourself 9 ‘A kiss long and hof down to your soul.® The 
word ‘soul 9 fires^a tr§in of religious egressions, the attraction 
of priests (mentioned by Mr Bloom earlier in the day, ‘the 
tree of forbidden priest 9 ), a memory of the storms at Gib- 
raltar, ‘the thunder that woke me up as if the world was 
coming to an £nd 1 # God be merciful to us I thought the 
heavens were coming down about us t© punish . . . and they- 
come and tell you theres no God what could you do if it was 
running and rushing about nothing onty make an act of 
contrition. 9 • # 

The ‘Boylan 9 theme recurs (Mrs Bloom spares us no detail 
of her afternoon’s experiences), # followed by a memory of 
Polfly’s wooing and one of their earliest quarrels, a 

‘standup row about politics he begap it not me when he saM 
about Our Lord being a carpenter at least he made me cry 
of course a woman is so sensitive about everything I was 
fuming with myselfi after forgiving in only for I knew he was 
gone on me and the firs^ socialistic said He was he annoyed 
me so much I couldnt put him into a temper still he knows a 
lot of’mixed up things especially about the body and the 
insides J often wanted to study up that myself what we have 
inside us in that family physician I could always hear his 
voice talking when the room was crowded *and watch' him 
after that I pretended I h&d on a coolness with her over him 

1 This mention of the ‘end of the world’ is one of several thematic 
links between the Odyssey proper, which has gone before, and this, its 
epilogue. 
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because he used to b! a bit on the jealous side whenever he 
asked who are you going to and I sav^ over to Floey and he 
made me the present of Lord Byrons poems and the three 
, pairs of gloves so that finished that.’ 

*A good thing she did not, like her friend Josie Powell, 
marry a lluiatic like old Breen who ‘used to go to bed with his 
muddy boots oft when the maggot takes him’. Poldy has his 
good points; he wipes his feet when he comes in anil ‘takes off 
his hat when he; comes up the street like that’. ‘Of course 
some men can be dreadfully aggravating drive you mad and 
always the worst word in the world what do they ask us to 
marry them for if were so bad as all that comes to yes because 
they cant get on without us.’ She recalls her first sight of 
‘Blazes’ Boylan, his way of looking at her, and the tenor Bartell 
d’Arijy who kissed her on the choirstairs (‘tenors get women* 
by the score’, as Mr Bloom remarked earlier in the day). Her 
memories wander back *to Lieut Gardner, an earlier lover, 
who.was killed in the Bqer War. Mrs Bloom has that natural 
philosophy, which is (or used to be), the prerogative of her 
sex, in her attitude to the wasteful and perverse pastimes of 
Man, that incorrigible dreamer, the* games of war and 
■politics. ‘I hate the mention of politics . . . they could have 
made their peace at the beginning or old oorp Paul and the 
rest of the old Krugers go ’and fight it out between them 
instead of dragging on for years and killing any finelooking 
men there were.’ Herself a chimaera, woman does not hunt 
chimaeras. ‘I don’t care, *what anybody saiys itd be rquch 
better for the world to be governed by the women in it* you 
'fl-ouldnt see women *gping and killing one another and 
slaughtering when do you ever see women rolling around 
drunk like they do or gambling every penny they have and 
losing it on horses yes beca'use'a woman whatever she does she 
knows where to stop.’ *, ✓* 

The next phase of her monologue, equally feminine, reveals 
her cult of personal beauty and fipe raiment and leads on to a 
characteristic homily on the nuisance a husband can h.e when 
one goes out shopping. t 

‘I hate those' rich shops get on, your nerves nothing kills 
me altogether only he thinks he knows aT great lot about a 
womans dress and cooking matheiing everything he can 
scour off the shelves into it if I went by his advices every 
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blessed hat I put on does that suit me yes take that thats 
alright the one like a bedding cake standing up miles off" my 
head he said suited me or the dishcovd* one coming down 
on my backside on pins dnd needles , about the Shop girl in , 
that place in Grafton street I had the misfortune to briitg 
him into and she sfs insolent as ever she could be.vyth her 
smirk saying Im afraid were giving you too much trouble 
whats she *there for tfUt I stared it out of her.’ 

Mrs Bloom’s reflections on her personal appearance lead 
her to a comparison of male and female charms. ‘The 
woman is beauty ofcodrse thats admitted.’ Instance ‘those 
statues in’ the museum’ — another link with the wanderer who 
is sleeping beside her in the curious ‘antipodean’ position 
already described. 

• ‘I suppose there isnt in all creation another man wi^Ji the 
habits he has look at the way hes sleeping at the foot of the 
bed how can he without a hard bolster its well he doesnt kick 
or he might knock oat all my teeth breathing with his hand 
on his nose like that Indian god he took me to show one wet 
Sunday in the museum in Kildare street all yellow in a pina- 
fore lying on his side? on his hand with his ten toes sticking 
out that he said was a bigger religion than the jews and Our ’ 
Lords both pitf together all over Asia imitating him as hes 
always imitating everybody I suppose he used to sleep at the 
foot of the bed too with his big square feet upf in his wifes 
mouth.’ # 

A. distant tram passes and its* rhythm is woven into the 
refrain of Love's Old Sweet Song, which she is to sing on Bo^ 
Ian’s concert tour. • * 

‘Frseeeeeeeefronnring train somewhere whistling the 
strength those engines have ip them like big giants and 
the water rolling all over arid oitf of them on all sides like 
the end of Loves old sweet sdnnnng the poor men that 
have to be out all the night from thair wives and families 
in those roasting engines stifling it was today . . . the rain 
was lonely just after my beauty sleep I thought it was going 
to get like Gibraltar my goodness the heat there before the 
levanter came on . . . the.poplars and they all whitehot and 
the mosquito nets’ and the smell of the rainwater in those 
tanks watching the sun all the time weltering down on 
you.’ 
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Memories of Gibraltar follow, "of a girlfriend of hers there, 
of the books she used to read, Eugervr^Aram, Molly Bawn — 
‘I dont like books Aith a Molly in them like that one he 
brought mfc about the one from Flanders a whore always 
shoplifting anything she could cloth and stuff and yards of it’ 
4 — the ‘/l%mn g uns bursting and boomihg’ on the Queen’s 
birthday or when some bigwig like General Ulysses Grant 
visited the Rock. It was a dull life thEre — never any letters 
except the ‘old few’ she posfed to herself to pass the time. 
Letterwriting re'minds her of 

‘those long crossed letters Atty Dillon used to write to the 
fellow that was something in the four courts that jilted her 
after out of the ladies letterwriter when I told her to say a 
few simple words he could twist how he liked not acting with 
precipit precipitancy with equal candour the greatest earthly, 
hapjfrness answer to a gentlemans proposal affirmatively my 
goodness theres nothing, else its all very, fine for them but as 
for being a woman as soon as youre o\d they might as well 
throw you out in the bottom of the ashpit.’ # 

The first loveletfer she received was from a young naval 
officer, Lieut Mulvey; it was brought to herun bed by their 
old housekeeper Mrs Rubio, a ‘disobliging old thing’ with a 
conscience. , 

‘I didnt run into mass often enough in Santa Maria to 
please her with her shawl up on her except when there was a 
marriage on with all her miracles of the saints and her black 
blessed virgin with the silver dress and the sun dancing 3 
Jjmes on Easter Sunday morning and when the priest was 
going by with the bfeli bringing the Vatican to the dying 
blessing herself for his Majestad.’ 0 

To tease Mulvey she ipforjned him that she was engaged 
to the son of a Spanish nobleman, Den 'Miguel de la Flora: 
‘theres many a true word** spoken 'm jest.’ When he sailed 
away she climbed the hill to see the last of him through 
Captain Rubios’ 1 telescope, ‘thfe straits shining I could see 

1 The names ‘Mrs Rubio’ and ‘Captain Rubios’ are recalls of the 
‘ruby’ theme, a leifmotif persistently recurling, associated with Mr Bloom, 
throughout Ulysses. It is probably an a}lusion to the Phoenician proto- 
type of Mr Bloom, for the Phoenicians were to. the Hellenes (as ttieir 
name implies) the ‘ Red-skins' . It may also be noted that Ettropa was 
the daughter of the red-gold Phoenix and great-grandmother of Minos, 
patron of the artificer Daedalus. 
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over to Morocco almost the bay of Tangier white and the 
Atlas mountain with>aow on it and the straits like a river 
so clear Harry Molly Darling I was thinking of him on the 
sea all the time after at fnass when my petticozft began to 
slip down at the elevation.’ " • 

Another train in the distance rumbles an accompapimcnt 
to her murmured sweet ssoooooong, thoughts«of her concert, 
of Kathleen Kearney' 1 

‘skitting around talking about politics. . . ! Jrish homemade 
beauties soldiers daughter am I ay and whose arc you boot- 
makers and publicans 1 beg your pardon coach I thought you 
were a wheelbarrow theyd die down dead off their feet if ever 
they got a chance of walking down the Alameda on an 
officers arm like me on the bandnight my eyes flash my bust 
that they havent God help their poor head I knew more 
about men and life when 1 was 15 than thcyll all know at 50/ 

Her thoughts swing back to the present, Mr Bloom’s late 
return — she hopes he*is not being lcc\ astray — and thence on 
to the future, plans for ri picnic en famille, with Boylan of the 
party. 

‘Not a bank holiday* anyhow I hate those ruck 6f Mary Ann ( 
coalboxes out for the day Whit Monday is a cursed day too 
no wonder that bee bit him better the seaside but Id never 
again in*this life get into a boat with him after Jiim at Bray 
telling the boatman he kr\ew how to row if anyone asked 
could he ride th$ steeplechase for xhe gold cup hed say yes 
thefiuit came on get rough the 6ld thing crookeding about 
and £he weight all down my side telling me to pull the rigl^ 
reins now pull the left and the tide •swamping in floods in 
through through the*bottom and his oar slipping out of the 
stirrup its a mercy we werent all frowned he can*swim of 
course meftio theres ho danger whatsoever keep yourself calm 
in his flannel trousers JdHike to hfeve tattered them down ofT 
him before all the pebple and give him what that one calls 
flagellate till he was black and blue.’ 

After 'the husband, the daughter; for a while maternal 
grievances occupy the foreground of Mrs Bloom’s conscious- 
ness — the misdeeds of her*daughter Milly. ‘1 couldnt turn 
round with her in the place lately unless I bolted the door 

1 For further information regarding this talented and patriotic young 
accompanist, see the stofy A Mother in Dubliners . 

383 . • 



JAMES JOYCE’S ULYSSES 

first gave me the fidgets coming in without knocking . . . 
then doing the loglady all day put hq- 1 «fi a glasscase with two 
at a time to look & her.’ 

A malaise of womanhood diverts her attention to the inner 
world, evoking memories of her experiences with doctors, 
those professional exploiters of her bites uoires, ‘jawbreaking’ 
technical terms. Disgusting creatures men are! And deceit- 
ful! 

‘All their twenty pockets jrent enough for their lies then 
why should we tell them even if its the truth they dont believe 
you then tucked up in bed like those'babies in the Aristocrats 
Masterpiece he brought me another time 1 as if wfc hadnt 
enough of that in real life without some old Aristocrat or 
whatever his name is disgusting you more with those rotten 
pictures children with two heads and no legs thats the kincj 
of viflainy theyre always dreaming about with not another 
thing in their empty he^ds they ought 1,0 get slow poison the 
half of them.’ , 

Still, Mr Bloom has his good pointf even if, once in a while, 
he comes home in* the small hours. ‘Theyre not going to get 
my husband again into their clutches if I can help it making 
fun of him then behihd his back I know well when he goes 
on with his idiojlics because he has sense .enough nojt to 
squander every penny piece he earns down their gullets and 
looks after His wife.’ The drunken ways of the Dublin male 
turn her thoughts to Dignam, to Simon Dedalus who was 
always turning up at concerts ‘half-screwed’,, then to Stephen 
Dedalus whose present age she calculates, cheerfully infer- 
ring ‘Im not too oldTqr him’. 

She contrasts Hugh Boylan with Stephen (as she pictures 
him in imagination) . ‘No thats no way for him has he no 
manners nor no .refinentent nor no nothing in his nature 
slapping us behind like that . . . because I didnt call him 
Hugh the ignoramus that doesnt know poetry from a cab- 
bage.’ Presently she* reverts to her grievances against ‘Don 
Poldo de la Flora’. ‘Lord knows what he does that I dont 
know and Im to be slooching around down in the kitchen to 
get his lordship his breakfast while hes rolled up like a 
mummy while I indeed did you fiver see,me running Id just 
like to see myself at it show them attention and they treat 

1 She means ‘Aristotle’s Masterpiece' (see page 226). 
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you like dirt/ A ho/ne without a wonran in it falls to pieces, 
‘The hand that rocks%l\e cradle . . / as sleeping Poldy would 
observe. That is why Stephen is ‘running wild now out at 
night away from his books and studies ana not living at home ( 
on account of the usual rowy house I suppose well its a ponr 
case that those that have a fine son like that theyre not 
satisfied and I none.’ She is reminded of the,death *ot Rudy, 
the fairy boy. ‘That*disheartened me altogether I suppose 
I oughtnt to have buried him in that little woolly jacket I 
knitted crying as I was but give it to some •poor child but I 
knew well Id never have another our ist death too it was we 
were never the same since. 5 Grievances, yet again. Men 
‘have friends they can talk to weve none either he wants what 
he wont get or its some woman ready to stick her knife into 
you I hate that in women no wonder they treat us the way 
*they do \ye are a dreadful lot of bitches I suppose its all the 
troubles we have makes us so snappy 5 . 

A pity Stephen did not accept Poldy’s invitation to stay the 
night. * • 

T could have brought him his breakfast*in bed with a bit of 
toast so long as I didut do it on the knife for bad luck or if the 
woman was going her rounds with the watercress and some- ■ 
thing nice and # tasty there pre a few olives in the kitchen he 
might like 1 never could bear the look of them in Abrincs 
I could do the criada the room looks all right since I changed 
it the other way you see something was telling me all the time 
Id .have to introduce myself not kpQwing me from Adam very 
funny wouldnt it Im his wife or pretend we were in Spain 
with him half awake without a Gods potion where he is d&e 
huevos estrellados senor Lord the cracked things come into 
my head sometimes itd be great fun supposing he stayed 
with^us. 5 .* 

As sleep approaches jSJaer rnctod, with one interruption, 
softens. After all, sh£ will give Poldy ‘one more chance 5 ; she 
will go out early marketing and bring him his breakfast in 
bed, play the faithful Penelope. But, if she is not faithful, it 
is his fault— and she will let him know it, ‘tell him every 
scrap 5 . A wave of bitterness passes over her. *Tts all his own 
fault if I am an adulteress as the thing in the gallery said O 
much about it if thats all the harm ever we did in this vale 
of tears God knows its not much doesnt everybody only they 
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hide it I suppose thats what a woman is Supposed to be there 
for or He wouldnt have made us th$ *fray He did. 5 But this 
gust of defiance is quickly lulled and gentler thoughts prevail 
as she recalls, for the last, time before her eyes close, the 
‘beautiful skies of Andalusia 5 , and in an act of contrition 
mingles yith these memories her Poldy’s lovemaking, among 
the rhododendrons on the Hill of Howth, that leapyear 
sixteen years past when she asked hirA with her eyes to ask 
again and yes she said Yes.^ 


Molly Bloom, daughter of Major Brian Cooper Tweedy 
and /.he Spanish Jewess with the ‘lovely name 5 , Lunita' 
Laredo, regarded under her prototypal and symbolic aspects 
is a trinity of personage^: Penelope, Caflypso and the Earth 
herself, Gaea-Tellus. The association 6f Penelope, paragon 
of faithful helpm&tges with Mr Bloom’s passionate bedfellow 
may at first surprise. There is, however, one respect in which 
the two are obviously in accord; MrS Bloom, despite her 
’ unfaithfulness and with all her grievances, has, as we learn 
from her monologue, no real desire to change. Homer’s 
Penelope, resisting the solicitations of lusty young aspirants 
of the Boylan type, remained faithful to the ‘bald, middle- 
aged gentleman 5 (as Samuel Butler described him) who was 
her lawful husband, and Molly Bloom is, onfc may say, faith- 
ful too — in her fashion. Her lovers are to her mere toys' and 
ncr delinquencies of the nature, as Mr Bloom would say, of 
a natural phenomenon. 1 

It is, 6f course, possible to account for the ‘natural 5 in- 
continence of Moliy Bloom by regarding this as th# outcome 
of the ‘Calypso 1 or ‘earthy*>sides oWien character* but there 
is another, more plapsible, interpretation, for which I am 
largely indebted to that tour de -force in Homeric criticism, 
Samuel Butler’s Authoress of the Odyssey . It may, first, be noted 
that Homer’s account of the absolute fidelity of Penelope was 
not endorsed by later classical t writers. Thus Herodotus 
relates that she became the mother of Pan by Hermes, or (as 
a Scholiast suggests) by all the suitors together. According to 
another legend she married Telegonus (Odysseus’ son by 
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Circe), after Telegor|us had slain Odys^us. Butler points out 
that, even in the Horhejic version, she is not reported to have 
announced point blank that she did n^t intend to marry 
again. 

4 “She docs not,]’ Telemachus says, “refuse the hateftxl 
marriage, nor yet does she bring matters to an end.V Appar- 
ently not; but if not, why not? Not to refuse at once is to 
court courtship, and if she had not meant to court it she seems 
to have been adept enough in the art of hoodwinking men to 
have found some means of “bringing the matter to an end”. 

Sending pretty little' messages to her admirers was not 
‘exactly* the way to get rid of them. Did she ever try 
snubbing? Nothing of the kind is placed on record. Did she 
ever say, “Well, Antinous, whoever else I may marry, you 
♦may make your mind easy that it will not be you.” Then 
there was boring — did she ever try* that? Did she read* them 
any of her grandfather’s letters? Did she sing them her own 
songs, or play them jnusic of her own composition? I have 
always found jhese courses successful wheu I wanted to get 
rid of people. There are indeed signs that something had 
been done in this direction, for the suitors say that they 
cannot stand her high art nonsense and aesthetic rhodo-- 
montade any longer, but it^is more likely she had been trying 
to attract them than to repel. Did she sef them by the ears 
by repeating with embellishments what they had said to her 
about one another? Did she ask Antinous or Eurymachus to 
sit, to her for hj: r web— give thfr^i a good stiff pose, make 
them stick to it, and talk to them all the time? Did she find 
errands for them to run, and then scpld them, and say slle 
did not want them?, or make them’do commissions for her 
and forget to pay them, or keep on sending them back to the 
shop to cjiange things, and they had givci} e\fer so much too 
much money and she \yished slip* had gone and done it her- 
self? DkPshe insist qn tflfcir attending family worship? In a 
word/did she do a single one of the thousand things so astute 
a matron would have been at fio loss to hit upon if she had 
been in earnest about not wishing to be courted? With one 
touch of common sense flie whole fabric crumbles to dust/ 

Even in her early days, Sutler might have added, Penelope 
was a lady who habitually objected to making up her mind 
about the man she loved. Pausanias tells us that, when 

387 



JAMES, JOYCE’S ULTSSES. 

Odysseus won the hand of Penelope, H[e was asked by her 
father Icarius, a Lacedaemonian, tq rfemain at Sparta but 
declined to do so. f Jcarius then insisted that his daughter 
should stay* When Odysseus asked her to decide she refused 
at first to give an answer; at length, modestly covering her 
face, she^said she would follow Odysseus. Taking the un- 
gallant view of# Butler, one might suspect a counter-attrac- 
tion in Sparta as the cause of young Penelope’s reluctance 
to leave her home -town; but, if so, her father clearly knew 
nothing of it, for*, to commemorate her charming gesture, he 
erected a statue of Modesty on the. spot. Will Dublin, one 
wonders, do as much some day for Molly Bloom?. • 

Young Lieut Mulvey, precursor of Odysseus, was the first 
wooer of the young nymph of Calpe. ‘He didnt know what to 
make of me with his peaked cap on that he always wore 
crooked as often as I settled it straight H M S Calypso.’" 
They climbed the Rock together (T suppose it must be the 
highest rock in existence 3 ) and Molly told him all about the 
‘old Barbary apes they sent to Clapham'toithout a tail career- 
ing all over the sh<?w on each others back’. She remembers 
‘Michaels cave. . . . Im sure thats the way down the mon- 
keys go under the sea. to Africa when Ihey die 3 . The dying 
monkeys return to Apes Hill (Abila- Atlas) on the African 
coast, the ‘father’*, of Calypso’s isle . 1 ‘He went jto India he 
was to writejihe voyages these men have to make to the ends 
of the world and back its the lea^t they might get a squeeze 
or two at a woman while .they can going oy t to be drowned 
or blown up somewhere.’ *Not otherwise thr^fc thousand yehrs 
before a certain Phoenician rover, coursing from Tyre or 
Carthage towards the* pillars of the sky at the world’s end, 
landed on that secret island, where in her hollow cave dwelt 
the nym£h of tfie braided^ tresses, and round about there was 
a wood blossomifig, aldei^ and poplar *and sweet-smelling 
cypress, and meadows of violets a^fd parsley, and, after a 
squeeze or two at oun lady of the veils, bailed back eastwards 
to securer seas . 2 

1 See my notes on the Calypso episode.* 

1 The song of parting — ‘Good-bye, Dolly Gray’, ‘the girl I left behind 
me’, Dolores — is a natural concomitant of the .‘Wanderer’ theme in 
Ulysses . It was pictorialized in the Sirens. M Last Farewell . A headland, 
a ship, a sail upon the billows. Farewell. A lovely girl, her veil awave 
upon the wind upon the headland, wind around her.’ 

388 



PENELOPE 

In her rdles of Caljraso and Gaea-TelTus Molly Bloom owns 
to a racial affinity wnh*the gigantic, and much of the attrac- 
tion she feels for Blazes Boylan is due to l?is ‘gigantism'' — he is 
a ‘Sir Lout 5 . As the nyrfiph Calypso, she displays a pious • 
admiration for her parent, Atlas, the huge upholder of the 
sky. ‘The levanter # came on black as night and the glare of 
the rock standing up in it like a big giant compared with 
their 3 Rock mountain they think is so great. 5 Throughout 
her monologue Mrs Bloom n^kes comparison of her past 
estate and grandeurs with the pettiness of the Irish scene and 
stay-at-home Dubliners? The realm of Calypso is a little isle, 
a mere* ‘boss 5 on the vast shield of waters, but it partakes of 
the eminence of her father, the ‘highest rock in existence 5 . 
One of the many links between Ulysses and the legendary 
j}ast (there were giants in those days) is the frequent reference 
to beings- of superhuman stature. The boulders of the^horc 
where Stephen walked in the forenoon are ‘Sir Lout’s toys. 
Mind you don’t get one bang on the ear. I’m the bloody well 
gigant rolls all them bloody wel? boulders. . . .’ In the 
Cyclops, not only is thdte an elaborate description of a giant 
but the technique o£ the episode itself is, as we have seen, 
gigantism . The belief that such monsters existed at an early 
stage of the world’s development is common to the traditions 
of all nations dnd accepted 1 , in sprne measure, by palaeonto- 
logists. It is also one of the starting-points of Yico's Scienza 
Nuova , whose influence on -Mr Joyce’s work has already been 
mentioned. After the deluge the sole survivors were certain 
gian{s who roaAed, lonely, eacK a law unto himself, on the 
mountain heights, till a sudden peal of thunder tamed thair 
minds to reverence and obedience ’to the heavenly numen . 
Gradually, Vico tells us, under the influence of more civilized 
conditions, ‘their sons lost that jnopstrous stature and shrank 
to normal size. How admirably the ways of Providence, 
which ordained that In earlier d£ys men should be giants, for 
they needed in those years of wandering a robust constitution 
to support the rude airs afid violence of the seasons, and a 
superhuman force to thrust their way through the vast forest 
that covered the earth!’ The cult of the gigaptic is at once a 
filial instinct of the Atlantic, M»lly Bloom, and Earth’s recall 
of the rude primal matter of the race of men, ‘bloody well 
gigants 5 and Cyclopes ‘like a wooded peak of the towering 
hills 5 . 
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But Mrs Bloom is not only a tftne-servmg wife who weaves 
and unweaves a tangled web at honre* awaiting the delayed 
return of a Rip va|f Winkle, not only an immortal nymph, 
ambrosia-ftd, who hospitably intrdats bold navigators of the 
w4ne-dark sea, she personifies something older and greater 
than Gaca-Tellus, the Great Mother, Cybele. 1 Gaea, 
the Earth, was^ according to the Greeks, the first being that 
sprang from Chaos and by her son Uranus (the Sky) was the 
mother of a brood of giants; 2 Mater omnipotens et alma , she 
was the bountiful all-producer, 3 and patroness of marriages. 
The Romans worshipped her under*the name of Tellus and 
invoked her by sinking their arms downwards towards the 
earth instead of, as for the other gods, uplifting them. Cybele 
was the greatest of Levantine gods and, since she was a 
divinity of the earth and the lion is the strongest and noblest* 
of eaffth’s creatures, wa§ always attended by lions. Thus 
Molly Bloom compares Boylan to a liop as bedfellow, but, 
rather scornfully, adds, *Im sure hed have something better 
to say for himself an old Lion would’. "It is noteworthy that 
she honours the dean of beasts with* a capital letter. 

The tone of her monologue is ynmis^akably earthy, 
.literally terre a terre , thoughts that, ignoring 'uplift 5 , sink down 
towards the earth. When she heard some ‘corner boys 5 de- 
claiming an obscene doggerel ‘it'didnt make* me blush why 
should it either its only nature 5 . Why indeed? Molfy herself 
(they say these things better in ^France) is tres nature , on ne 
peut plus . But though she calls things by their vulgar names 
(some of her nouns are, in fact, extremely vulgar) — a specie, 
arspade — she does not ‘gloat 5 , like certain modern pornoso- 
phers, and call a spade % a b — y shovel 5 . She has (as a French 
writer said of Swift) une serenite dans Vindecence which compels 
our admiration, something .of that maternal longanimity 
( mater alma ) which enables woman to play the ministering 
angel's part without a blush for e^n the most disgusting of 
infirmities. Throughout her monologue, except for occa- 
sional moments when she bethihks herself of her catholic 
upbringing, she applies to her conduct but one test, simplicity 
itself— Is it natural? But she is not ‘a muddy-minded modem 

• 

1 Vide Lucretius, II, 600. 

* The gigantes were, as their name implies, the ‘earth-born*. 

8 Terra mater est in medio quasi ouum corrotundata, et omnia bona 
in se habet tanquam fauus. Petronius, Satiricoh , XXXIX. 
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playing at a ‘returrf to nature’, phallus- worship, the simple 
life and what not^he is the voice of Nature herself, 
and judges as the Great Mother, whose* function. is fertility, 
whose evangel ‘that exahed of teiterately procreating func- 
tion ever irrevocably enjoined’, whose pleasure is creation * 
and the rite precedent . 1 

In the course of her long monologue therp are many pas- 
ages where, positively gcotropic, full of the spirit of nature, 
she speaks with the voice of Gcnetrix, the Earth. ‘I feel all 
fire inside me’, ‘I love flowers I cl love to havfc the whole place 
swimming in roses’; observing the flowers of the wallpaper, 
she sees them ‘like the stars’. She looks back to her youth 
‘like all through a mist makes you feel so old’, remembers the 
old consul at Gibraltar ‘that was there from before the flood’, 
how it was ‘rotten cold that winter when I was only about 
# ten was I yes I had the big doll with all the funny clothes’ — 
her glacial epoch and its grange mastodons — how once she 
was ‘in a swamp’ And now has always ‘to be slooching 
around’, how one of tier lovers ‘crushed all the flowers on her 
bosom’. Such ’expressions as ‘like nothiiig* on earth’, ‘see it 
all around you like a new world’, ‘an unearthly hour’, come 
naturally to her lips. 'She decides to rise early and watch the 
earth’s produce come to market, ‘to see all the vegetables and* 
cabbages and tomatoes and carrots and aU kinds of splendid 
fruits all coming in lovely and fresh who knows ^whod be the 
ist man Id meet’: an E^e before the Fall in quest of her 
Adam. She will be up ajid about with the first light of morn- 
ing, escaping fr <fm the dark cave*of Eccles Street; ‘I’m sick of 

The ‘Great Mother* was one of the tw<? supreme rulers of the ca?ly 
Asiatic pantheon, the other being the bull-god (celebrated in the Oxen 
of the Sun), a masculine principle. She was worshipped a§ Ishtar in 
Babylon; to the Phoenicians she was Astajte and to the^Syrians Atargalis. 
Associated Vi th the Mdthcr and the Bulj, we find 4 young god, 1 ammuz 
or Adonis, jvho is represented as the^on of the Great Mother, or her 
lover, or both at once, in this connexion it is interesting to note how 
Molly feels herself drawn to the youthful Stephen, Mr Bloom’s ‘spiritual 
son’, and tends to idealize, not to sky idolize, this ‘fine young man* 
in her reverie. With thoughts of Stephen she links the project of a visit 
to the market to see the vegetables and ‘splendid fruits’ come in. Adonis 
was the god of nature's rebirth in th£ spring. A Phoenician legend con- 
nected Adonis with the river <3f that name, whose waters at a certain 
period of each year nowed reddened as with blood into the sea near 
Byblos; signifying the ‘death’ of the young god, to be followed annually 
by the green magic of his reincarnation. * 
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Cohens old bed’ — this? ‘lumpy old jinglyj antiquity is one of 
her aversions. But she is older than.tife bed on which she 
sleeps and# when gjac tries to remember her age, has to 
.calculate by the dates of her marriage and the birth of her 
daughter; yet, even so, she fails — like the geologists — to reach 
a positive conclusion. 

The movements of Molly Bloom’s thoughts in this episode 
appear, at first sight, capricious and subject to no law. But 
a close examination shows Jhat there are certain words 
which, whenevef they recur, seem to shift the trend of her 
musings, and might be called the ‘wobbling-points’ of the 
monologue. Such words are ‘woman’, ‘bottom’, ‘he’,*‘man’; 
after each of these there is a divagation in her thoughts, 
which, as a general rule, revolve about herself. To consider 
the movements of the earth — besides the continuous move- 
ment t)f rotation about her axis from west to east, there are* 
no less than ten distinct movements, due principally to the 
attraction of other bodiefc. These are (a)' Revolution about the 
sun along the plane of the ecliptic. ( b ) Precession. ‘The axis of 
the earth does not preserve an invariable dire'etion in space, 
but in a certain time it describes a cone, in much the same 
manner as the axis of a top spinning but of the vertical.’ 1 
This movement, the Precession of the Equinoxes, is a con- 
sequence of the Sun’s and Moon’s attraction qn the earth 
not being a jingle force through its* centre of gravity. The 
Earth has a spheroidal form, an ‘opulent curve’ as Mr Bloom 
would say, and the equatorial band is. more strongly 
attracted, the consequence 'being a tilting of the axis. Precfes- 
si#>n is of two kinds, lunar and solar; there are thus two 
distinct movements under this head. ( c ) Nutation. ‘Irregu- 
larities in the attracting forces which' occasion precession 
also caus'e a slight oscilla t tion backwards and forwards, the 
pole tracing a waPy line orj'nodding”.’ This movement also 
is of two kinds, solar and luhar. (cQ> Planetary Precetsion. The 
plane of the earth’s orbit, the ecliptic, Is subject to a motion 
due to the attractions of the planets on the earth, (e) Secular, 
annual, diurnal motions. (/) Variation of Latitude. The* axis of 
rotation is not rigidly fixed within the earth; its polar 
extremities wander in a circle of jibout 50 feet in diameter. 

The general movement of Molly Bloom’s monologue is 

1 This and the following quotations are extracted from the article 
on The Earth in the Encyclopedia Britannica. 
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egocentric — she thihks of herself, her grievances, her youth. 
But it will be noticefcL^hat time after time she is aware of an 
outside force, the attraction of Toldyi^ her Apollo, round 
whom her thought, half reluctantly, turns. Occasionally, too, # 
after the intervention of a wobbling-point, the movement* 
is deflected; a lur/ar influence tilts her musings towards a 
woman, to Hester, for instance — a symbql of lunar pre- 
cession. Thus, agairp , 1 the word ‘bottom* induces a devia- 
tion towards the ruling planet of the moment, her lover 
Boylan. The words ‘the bottom of the ashpit ’ 2 mark the end 
of a period and the tilt of a new digression towards Spanish 
memories, Mrs Rubio and her ‘black blessed virgin with the 
silver dress’ — lunar nutation. ‘Tides, myriadislanded, within 
her. Behold the handmaid of the moon .’ 3 

‘The determination of the figure of the Earth is a problem 
' of the highest importance in astronomy, inasmuch % as the 
diameter of the Earth is the unit to which all celestial differ- 
ences must be referfed.’ Thus we fifhd that Molly Bloom acts 
as the paradigm or "Massstab of all 4:he characters (or nearly 
all) in Ulysses She sums them up in he* monologue and in 
the light of her natural understanding wc see their propor- 
tions reduced to a real scale of magnitudes. She takes their 
measure according to an ancient wisdom, the warmblooded 
yet unsentimental exigence of the life-foace. This episode is 
limited*, it will be observed, to no time , and illustrates no art ; 
Gaea-Tellus is ‘timeless 5 pnd ‘artless’. 

In her childhpod, as she dimly remembers it, the influences 
Wore differentfin those days slTTwas half asleep,, struggling 
against a bitter cold without and fire within, an ‘icy w*pd 
skeeting across from those mountaihs standing at the fire 
with the little bit 'of a short shift I had’. All through the 
monologue we observe her moving, growing* expahding, just 
as the child's visflon gradually, extends* beyond the misty 
limits of infancy to a wider scojie of experience, in increasing 
circles v of intellectifln. She begins small, a very ordinary 
woman, the petite bourgecise of Eccles Street, a humbler 
Madarme Bovary, to end as the Great Mother of gods,^ giants 
and mankind, a personification of the infinite variety of 
Nature as she has developed 6 y gradual differentiation from 
the formless plasma of her beginning. 

The concluding pages, a passage of vivid lyrical beauty 
» Page 696 . • * Page 7*3- * Pa « c 47- 
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(which I quote in extertso), are at once intensely personal and 
symbolic of the divine love of Nature 'for her children, a 
springsong <of the I^arth; it is significant for those who see 
in Mr Joyce*s philosophy nothing beyond a blank pessimism, 
an»evangel of denial, that Ulysses ends on a triple paean of 

affirmation. 

• • 

‘I love flowers Id love to have the whole place swim- 
ming in roses God of heaven theres nothing like nature the 
wild mountains thefi the sea ai)d the waves rushing then the 
beautiful country with fields of oats and wheat and all kinds 
of things and all the fine cattle going about that would do 
your heart good to see rivers and lakes and flowers «all sorts 
of shapes and smells and colours springing up even out of the 
ditches primroses and violets nature it is as for them saying 
theres no God I wouldnt give a snap of my two fingers for all ( 
their learning why dont ttity go and create something I often 
asked him atheists or whatever they call themselves go and 
wash the cobbles off themselves first then they go howling for 
the priest and they dying'and why why because theyre afraid 
of hell on account ofitheir bad conscience ah yes I know them 
well who was the first person in the universe before there was 
anybody that made it all who ah that they dont know neither 
do I so there you are they might as well try to stop the sun 
from rising tomorrow the suiji shines for you h£ said the day 
we were lying among the rhododendrons on Howth head in 
the grey tweed suit and his straw Jhat the day I got him to 
propose to me yes first I gave him the bit of seedcake out of 
my mouth and it was leapyear like now yes sixteen years £go 
mf God after that long f kiss I near lost my breath yes he said 
I was a flower of the mbuntain yes so we are flowers all a 
womans body yes that was one true thing he said in his life 
and the sun shines for you tojiay yes that was why I liked 
him because I saw* he understood or felt what a woman is 
and I knew I could always get round Him and I gave him 
all the pleasure I could leading him on till he asked me to 
say yes and I wouldnt answef first only looked out over the 
sea and the sky I was thinking of so many things he'didnt 
know of Mulvey and Mr Stanhope and Hester and father and 
old captain Groves and the sailors «playing all birds fly and 
I say stoop and washing up dishes they called it on the pier 
and the sentry in front of the governors house with the thing 
round his white helmet poor devil half roasted and the 
• 394 
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Spanish girls laugl^ing in their shawfs and their tall combs 
and the auctions in th« morning the Greeks and the jews and 
the Arabs and the devil knows who elsf^from all the ends of 
Europe and Duke street and the fowl market* all clucking 
outside Larby Sharons and the poor donkeys slipping Half 
asleep and the vague fellows 1 in the cloaks asleep in the 
shade on the steps and the big wheels of the*carts of the bulls 
and the cfld castle thousands of years old yes and those hand- 
some Moors all in white and t^irbans like*kjngs asking you to 
sit down in their little bit of a shop and Ronda with the old 
windows of the posactes glancing eyes a lattice hid for her 
lover to* kiss the iron and the wineshops half open at night 
and the castanets and the night we missed the boat at Alge- 
ciras the watchman going about serene 1 with his lamp and O 
that awful deepdown torrent O and the sea the sea crimson 
sometimes like fire and the glorious sunsets and theligtrees 
in the Alameda gardens yes and all the queer little streets 
and pink and blue^and yellow houses and the rosegardens 
and the jessamine and geraniums ahd cactuses and Gibraltar 
as a girl where I was "a Flower of the mountain yes when I 
put the rose in, my h^ir like the Andalusian girls used or shall 
I wear a red yes and how he kissed.me under the Moorish 
wall and I thought well as well him as another and then 
I asked him with my eyes *to ask again yci? and then he asked 
me would I yes to say yes my mountain flower and first 1 
put my arms around him yes and drew him down to me so 
he could feel my breasts all perfume yes and his heart was 
goipg like ma<3 and yes I said "yes I will Yes.’ 

1 Here the word ‘vague’ and, a few lijit* later, ‘serene’ may strike 
the reader as being too ‘precious’, and unlikely to be used by Molly 
Bloom. They are, as a matter of fact, echoes of common Spanish words 
which she used to hear at Gibraltar; a vagrant, and sereno , the 
watchman’s cry as hi goes his ibundj, ‘All’s wdll sereno ! 7 
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Abraham, blind old, recognizes 
Nathan, 71, 145 
absinthe, 120, 305 
Achaeans, 73-83 
not suited for Nirvana, 1 1 7 
their shields, 61, 63 
Adam, Jiis telephone number, .61, 
109 

Addison, Joseph, imitated, 29P 
Adonis, 391 n. 

Adrian IV, Pope, 298 * 

adultery and other 'misdemean- 
ours compared, 373 
Mr Bloom’s reflections on, 372, 
* 373 

Mrs Bloom’s reflections on, 385, 
386 » 

A. E,, see G. W. Russell 
Aegospotami, 1J6 
Aeolus, 178-87 

aesthetic emotion, how aroused, 
33 

Aejolia, journey of Odysseus to, 
371 • * 

Agamemnon, 164 
agenbite, 191, 102, 123, 127, 128, 
183, 221, 227, »333, 334 
Agendath Netaim, 131S, 140, 20^, 
280, 300, 356 
Ajax, 164 

akasa, the, 115, 123 n., i83, 184 
Akhouri, 113, 114 
Alameda, gardens of, 74, 138, 383, 
395 

Alcinous, 202, 281/282, 284 
Aldington, Richard, Death of a 
Hero\ 19 
Alexandria, 119 
Algeciras 137, 395 


alias, confused by Mrs Bloom 
with Ananias, 366 $ 

Alpheus, the, 108, no 
Ambrose, Saint, 47, 122, 177 
Ammon Ra, 120 n., 177, 330 n. 
Ananias, confused by Mrs Bloom 
with alias, 366 
Anderson, Michael, 229 
anthonym^ : 

Flower,^ Henry, 36, 131, 143, 
x 5 r > 224 

La Flora, Don Miguel de, 382 
La Flora, Don Poldo de, 384 
Virag, Rudolph, 15 1 
Antinous, 98, 10 1, 387 
Antiphates, 202, 204 
Antonio, a tatto&ed figure, 346, 

347,354 
Apelles, 160 
ApA Hill, 137, 388 
Aphrodite, 291, .361 
Apollo, 166 *' f •' 

Aquinas, Saint Thomas, 20/ 84, 
127, 207 
Arcadians, ,202 
Arden, Enoch, 353 
Ards of Down, the, 108 
Arete, 284 * 1 

Argonauts* 228, 232 r 
Aristophanes, 259 n. 

Joyce compared with, 1 1 * 
Arifctotle, 9, 182 

his Masterpiece, 226, 384 * 

Ariu^ 69 
Arklow, 76 
Arnfkgeddon^ 372 
Armagh, 80 

Arngrim, King of Heligoland, sons 
of, 82 . 
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Arnold, Matthew, 62 • . 

Amould, M., Les Croyakc^s Fonda - 
mentales du Bouddhisme* 54 n., 
55 n., 62 n. 

Artifoni, 229 * 

Ascot Gold Gup, 15, 147, 200, 204, 
258 

Asculum, 105, 1 15 n. 

Aspenall, Miss Timidity ^2 70 
Astarte, 39I n. 

astrology, Mr Bloom’s view of, 

369 

astronomy, Mr Bloom’s yiedita- 
tions on, 368. 369 
Atargatis/391 n. 

Athene, 99 n., 100, 108, 164, 166, 
286, 362 

Athos, Rudolph Virag’s dog, 157 
• Atlas, 389 

Atlas Mountains, 137, 383 
atonement, 68-70, 207^ 347 
Augustine, Saint, 177 
Aum, the mystic word,*? 85, 186 
Averroes, 47 n.,*54, 106 * 

Avilion, 117 


Babylon, 64, 198, 391 n. 

Bach, J. S., 248* 

Bailly, Auguste, 26 
Bain, Alexander, 184 
Balfe, Michael, 238 
Ball, Sir Robert., Story *of the 
• • Heavens , 1 95 • 

Baltymole, Book of, 73 
Banbury cakes, 195 
Bannon, Alexander, student, 135, 
297 

Barbara, Saint, 64 
Barbary s/jpc s, 388 • 

Bass’s beer bottles, triangle on, 
48, 109, 291 n., 301. 305* 
Bath of the Nymphs , see Photo Bitf 
Beaufoy, Philip, 135, 249 
Beckett, Samuel, 49 
beer, pre-war price of, 146 # 
Beethoven, Ludwig van, 248 
Belfast, 144 * 

Bellew, Lord, his evidence in the 
Tichbourne case, 354, 355 
Bello, 325, 326 


Benda, Julien, 34 
Bennett, Edgar Arnold, 19, 377 
Old Wives' Tale, 2i # n. 

The Prefp Lady , 2 i*n. 

Berard, Victor, Le! Phiniciens eU 
VOdyssie , 1 1, 63, 79, 80, 86,4*7, 
88, 99, 108, 1 14, 1 1 7, 120 n., 
' 3 r \ 137, 151 n., 162? 166, 167, 
246 n., 264 265, 282, 285 n., 

291, 296 n., 310, 330 n., 336 n., 
3^3 . 

Bergan, Alf, 1^56, 261 
Berkeley, George, 115, 122 
Best, Mr, debates in the Library, 
207, 220 

Billington, executioner, 257 

birth-control, 294 

Black Mass, 47, 310, 336, 370 n. 

described, 64, 65 % 

Black's Guide to Ireland, 281 
Blake, 9, 11, 3911., 56, 57, 5711., 
70,84, 103, 106, 107, )2bn., 

• 27 n., 128, 244 
blarney, Hofneric, 82 
Blavatsky,* H. P., IsB Unveiled , 
53 n., 60 n., 115, 186, 348 n. 
Bloom, Leopold: 

I. His character, characteristics 
and pastes: 

• his alias, 17, 36, 131, 143, 
151,224 • 
his character, 31 
• his characteristic colour, 1 2 1 , 
— 382 n. 

his community of thoi^ht 
#with Stephen, 37, 66 
'his craving for the East, 53, 

54, *39> *43» J49 
his ideal home, 370 
his library, 370 

/ his liking for Burgundy, 200, 
34*. 34* 

hH liking for melons, 121, 
132 

his lumbershed and its con- 
tents, 370 

his mechanical inventions, 

366 U . • 

his position when sleeping, 
,374. 381 

his profession, 1 5, 1 7 
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Bloom, Leopold (continued): B^oom, Leopold ( continued ): 


his soft voice, 1 79 

his weight recorded, 363, 364 

II. His antecedents a#9i earlier 

life: • 

advertises for a typist, 146 
claimed as father hy a clown, 
3*7 # 

his correspondence with 
Martha Clifford, 36, 370 
employed by Wisdom Hely, 

196 4 

a florin marked by, 367 
his Jewish descent, 17, 52, 53, 
72 

his proposal of marriage, 
200, 273, 274, 326, 386, 
394 , 395 

restore Parnell’s hat, 34$ 
sells tickets for Royal Hun- 
garian lottery, 257, 258 
stung by a bee, 289 n., 291 n., 
292 n., 383 

III. The events of «• Bloomsday : 
approves of Stephen’s boots, 

174 

attends Dignam’s funqral, 1 7, 

1 55“70 

befriends blind piano-tuner, 
201,243 
buys soap* 147 
buys ‘Sweets of Sin’, 226 
collides with sideboard, 369 
condoles with Mrs Purefffy, 

197 

conversation of, returning to 
Eccles St., 363 
discusses divorce, 349, 350 
examines hisrhat, 36 
explains metempsychosis, *43, 

134 . *\ 

feeds his cat, 1 3 j 
feeds the gulls, 195, 104 
feels himself with child,# 
127 n., 323 
feels hungry, 18 
his breakfast, *16, 134, 372 
his first lunch, 18, 195, 200, 
203 

his horror of burial whilst 
alive, 160 


his Zypothetical journey, 
'3 t7i 

his knockmedown cigar, 11, 

' 266 

his letter from Martha, 37-9, 
143,. H5, 146 

his letter from Millicent, 38, 
ig.3-5 

his meditations 'while un- 
dressing, 370 

his memories of the shambles, 
,i99 5 335, 362 

Ins quarrel with the Citizen, 
347 > 372 

his reflections on his wife’s 
adultery, 372, 373 
his second lunch, 18, 37, 38, 
80, 242 * « 

his thoughts on drowning, 
123 n. 

on burial, 169 
t>n resurrection, 169, 170 
t on vegetable diet, 198, 
199 

his Jip for, the Ascot Gold 
Cup, 147, 260, 261 
his transformation, 325, 

326 

his view obstructed by a 
* tram, 144, 317 
#. his views on cricket, 147 
invites Stephen to Eccles St., 
350 • 

is disgusted by an eUting 
house, 18, 199 

is snubbed by Menton, 161, 
349 

is uncertain of the meaning 
of parallax, 43? 195, 196, 
3<V 

"’meditates on astronomy, 368, 
3b9 

on gastronomy, 200, 203 
on the procescion of 
4 life, 63, 64, 198 
meets Mrs Breen, 196 
«• meets Stephen, 18, 66, 289 
misses his latchkey, 36, 363 
orders refreshment at cab- 
man’s shelter, 343 
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Bloom, Leopold ( continued ): • Bloom* Marion ( am timed ): 
overcome with fetjgue, 19, her face lotion, 147, 318 

3L 290, 307, 351 # her Gaea-Tellus character, 


pays for chandelier, 309^ 335 
picks up a ball, 277 
pictures his own death, 168 
pities a prostitute, 346 
pities Dilly Dedalus, 195 
pities Stephen, 71 % 
proposes to visit London, 344 
recounts his adventures to 
Marion, 374 

re-enters his house, 3^3, 364 
sees apparition of Rudy, 337 
sees Boylan, 158, 201, 241 
sees G. W. Russell, 198 
sees Stephen at the Library, 
209 

takes a bath, 147, 152, 153, 
372 

takes Marion her Jotters, 16, 
*33 

visits Freeman office, 18, 173- 

87 . 

visits Kiernan’s tavern, 18, 
256-71 . • 

visits ‘nighttown’, 19, 308, 
316-23 

visits post #6106, 17, 36, 143 
visits Sandymount gtrand, 
273 

visits the Library, 18, 2t>8- 
10, 218 . • 

visits the l^ng-in hospital, 

• 18, 289, 290. 292, 293 

visits the Ormond Hotel, 
242-52 

walks home with Stephen, 1 9, 
362 

writer to Martha, 241, 243*, 

2 44j 249 . 

Bloom, Marion: # 

I. Her character, characteris- 
tics and tastes: 
her contempt for atheists, 

394 • 

her disapproval of her * 

daughter, 383^ 384 • 

her dislike of big words, 32, 
43, 196, 268, 269 
her distaste for aquatics, 383 


32f 389, 39° # 

her geotropic metaphors^ 
39 i • 

her love of flowers, 394 
her natural diction* 390, 391 
her perfume, 37 -9, 145, 149 
her pride in her antecedents, 
3%: 389 

her repertoire, 343 
her sensitiveness about poli- 
tics, 29, 379, 380 
her views on kissing, 379 
her violet garters, 139 
the wobbling-points of her 
monologue, 392 

IL Her antecedents an 4 earlier 
life: 

# her childhood, 391, 393 
her early lovers, 380, 382, 

• 388, 394 

her stations during a thun- 
derstorm, 379 

her Spanish blood, 17, 74, 
.138, 139, 244, 250 
buries Rudy in a woollen 
vest*28g, 290, 385 
kissed on the choir stairs, 38, 
380 • 

Mr Bloom’s proposal of mar- 
riage to, 200, 273, 27*1, 
32O, 386, 394, 395 
refuses to sit at table with ie 
servant, 379 

III. The events of Bloomsday: 
her cream consumed by Ste- 
phen and Mr Bloom, 365, 

1 368 * 

her interview with Boylan, 
15, 37-9. *33> 242, 328, 

579 

her reflections on adultery, 
385, 386 

her reflections about shop- 
ping, 380, 381 

approves Bloom’s imperfect 
conviviality, 384 * 
considers Stephen sufficiently 
coeval, 384 
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Bloom, Marion (continued): 

disgusted with Aristotle, 384 
laments Rudy’s death, 385 
rearranges furniture, 369, 

385 

receives her letters, 16, 133 
resents Boylan’s familiarity, 
3 o 4 

suffers from ihsomnia, 377 
suspects Bloom of flirtation, 
378 

thinks better ot lions, 390 
welcomes the idea of Stephen 
as lodger, 378, 384, 385 
Bloom, Marion, apparition of, 140, 
3i4 5 3i9 

Bloom, Millicent, 301 
her childhood, 196 
her er.rly life, 367 
her gift of a moustache cup, 365 
her letter to Mr Bloom, 38, 
. x 33“5 

disapproved of by her mether, 

383. 384 

Bloom, Mr, dentist, 230 
Bloom, Mrs, senior, 36, 3 1 8 
JBloom, Rudolph, the elder, see 
Virag 

Bloom, Rudolph, the younger, 67, 
289-90, 294 

lamented by<*his mother, 385 
Bloom, Rudolph, the younger, 
apparition of, 313, 337 
Bloomsday,June 16, 1904, 15, i^» 
blye men, the, of Erin, 75, 76 
Boardman, baby, 274-6, 332 
Boardman, Edith, 274-7 
Boccaccio, Giovanni, Decameron , 
214 * % 

Boer War, 197, 204, <258, 268 n., 

349, 380' 

Bohemia, 216 

Bolivia, postcard sent frorli, 344 
Bootle, 257 <■ 

Boudin, A., receives postcard from 
Bolivia, 344 

Boylan, Hugh, 250- 383, 384, 389, 
.393 

his concert tour, 258 
his interview with Mrs Bloom, 
* 5 , 37 - 9 , 133 , 242, 328, 379 


Boylan, Hugh: his jaunting car, 

37 . 3 t)> 24 «» 243, 345 
his letter to Mrs Bloom, 17, 133 
his song ‘Seaside Girls’, 37, 38, 
48. 135, 344, 300, 330 
his typist, 224 
bested by Mr Bloom, 362 
buys fruit for Mrs Bloom, 223 
seen by Mr Bloom, 201, 241 
Boyle, district of, 80 ' 
bracelets, chime of, 330, 331, 369 
Braddon, Miss, 184 
Brahmah, 45, 53, 186 
Brakespeare, Nicholas, 298 
Bray, 383 
Brayden, Mr, 237 
Breal, M., 85, 86 

Breen, Denis, lunatic, 196, 197, 
231,258 

his proposed libel action, 197, 

256 

Breen, Josie, nie Powell, 250, 256, 
258, 289, 380 
meets Mr Bloom, 1 96 
Breen, Josic, apparition of, 319 
Bridgemao, creditor of Dignam, 

257 

Bridges, Robert, 125 n. 
Bridgwater, 234, 353 
Brini, Signor, 266 
Brion, Marcel, 355 n. 

Brcphy, Katharine, wife of In- 
spector Corley, 342 
Browne, Sir Thomas, imitated^^95 
Buddha, 149 n. 

BufTon, G. L. L., Comte de, 250 n. 
Bull, John, 350 

Bunyan, John, Pilgrim's Progress , 
imitated, 290, 296, 297 
Burbage, Richard, 216* 

Burke, Edmund, imitated, 299 
BuiUfc, O’Madden, 174, 176 
Barke, Thomas, 343 n. 

Burke’s tavern, 85, 289, 290, 304, 
307 

Uushe, Kendal or Seymour, K.C., 
I81, 182, 184 
butcher’s shop, 335, 362 
Butler, Samdel, The Authoress of the 
Odyssey , 1 1, 12, 259 n., 318 n., 
386-q 


4OO 



INDEX 


Butter Exchange Band,* The, 204 
Byblos, 391 n. K . 

Byrne, Davy, his tavern, 18, 25 
company at, 200, 201 
Mr Bloom lunches at, 200 


Gabriol, Dom Fernand, My Missal , 
295 

Cadiz, Straits of, 75 
Cadmeans, 86, 87 
Cadmus, 79 
Caesar, Julius, 106 
Caffrey, Cecily, 274-8 
Caffrey, ^J6hn, 274, 277 
Caffrey, Thomas, 274, 276 
Callan, Nurse, 299 
Callinan, Chris, 191 
Calpe, 137, 138, 388 
Calypso, 1*36-41, 246 n. 

Calypso, H.M.S., 388 # 

Campanini, Italo, 237 
Candia, Cavaliere de, 237 
Capella, Martinianus, 180 » 

Capri, 246 n. 

captions, their use in the Aeolus 
episode, 174, 175 
caracara, 250 n- 

Garlyle, Thomas, imitated, 54, 290 
Carr, Private,* fells Stephen* 336 
Garrigaloe, 128 

cat, Mr Bloom’s, 13 1 • 

cats, respect due to, 150 • 

Catullus, quoted, $1, 141 
AMs , 325 

Cavendish, Lord Frederick, 343 n. 
Cerberus, 163 # 

Ceylon, 143, 149 n. 

Chace, Private Arthur, hanged, 
257 

chairs in Bloom’s front room, 
characteristics of, 37© * * 

Chaos, *390 * 

Chardenal, French Primer 9 227 
Charybdis, 207-20 
Childs murder case, the, 182^183 # 
Chile, postcard addressed to, 344 
chime of bells, 136, 140, 330, 331, 
369 

Chinese wall, 204 
Cicero, 189 


Cicones, 80 
Circe, 88, 310-12 
Citizen, The, 18, 47, 53, 74, 149 n., 
.201, a§5 # 

his handkerchief, 271 n. ** 

his political views, 256-60 * 

his quarrel with Mr Bloom, 82, 
261, 262, 347, 372 • 
Clapham, 380 
Claudius, Emperor, 125 
, Clifford, M&rtha, typist: 

her correspondence with Mr 
Bloom, 36, 370 

her letter to Mr Bloom, 1 7, 37-9, 
145, 149, 280. 334 
Clough, A. H., quoted, 122 
clown at Ilcngler’s Circus, claims 
to be Mr Bloom’s son, 367 
Clyiemncstra, 109 • 

Cnossus, 16 
Cochrane, 105 
cocoa, Epps’s, 366 
Coffoy, Father, 163 
Cohen, Mjs* Bella, 308, 318 n., 
321 

transformation of, 325, 326 
Cohen’s old bed, 392 
Collis, Goulding’s partner, 242 
Conmee, John, S.J., 146 
• goes to Artane, 223, 225, 226, 
233, 3°2 # 

Conmee, John, apparition of, 327, 

• 331 

Guhnaught, 73, 80 
Connery’s tavern, 208 % 

Connolly, Cyril, Life and Letters , 
28 n., 358 

Conroy, Gretta, 135 

contempt of court ana other mis- 

* demeanours compared, 373 
ffontenau, Dr, La Civilization 

Phtnicierme , 263 n. 

Corfu, 48 1 
Cork, North, 189 
Corley, Inspector, father of ‘Lord* 
John Corley, 342 

•Corley, k Lord* John, 342, 343, 352, 
357 

Corley, Patrick Michael,* grand- 
father of ‘Lord’ John Corley, 
342 
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Cowley, Bob, 144, 252 
Crawford, Myles, editor of the 
Telegraphy 18, I 73 ,*i 74 > l l§> 
178, 181^ 182, 1865 *87, 189, 
« 21 1 n. J 

crdam, Mrs Bloom’s, 133, 141, 
3 6 5 >4 3§ 6 

Creeper, miss Virginia, 270 
Cretan parentage of Odysseus, 
alleged, 352 
Crete, 63 , ' 

Crofton or Crofter, Orangeman, 
266, 267 
Cronos, 178 
Cumae, 264 

Cunningham, Martin, 256, 257, 
260, 261, 268 
his drunken wife, 162, 163 
attends Dignam’s funeral, 155-9, 
161 

Curran, Sara, 257 
Curtius, Professor E. R., 26, 62, 67, 
123, 220 * 

his critcism of thb % Sirens epi- 
sode, 239, 240 
Cybele, 390 
cycle-race poster, 332 
Cyclops, 80, 262-70 


Daedalus, 16, 52, 93, 21 1, 382 n. 
Damon, S. F., William Blake . 39 n.. 
127 n. 

Danaids, the, 163 
D^naus, 79 
Danes, the, 77 
Dante, Inferno , 214 
his terza.rima, 189 
‘Dante’ Riordan, $29, 366 . v 
d’Arcy, Bartell, kisses*Marion, 38, 
380 

Davy, J. & T., grocers, 367 
Dawson, Daniel, 182, i8§ 
his thirst-producing eloquence,* 
*73> i75 

Dead Sea, the, 133, 371 
Deasy, Garrett, 18, 50, 105-11, ' 
123, 258, 321, 361 
his letter on foot-and-mouth 
disease, 107, 174, 297 
pays Stephen his salary, 106 


Deasy, Gafrrett: probable vacancy 
at lys-'school, 342, 343 
Dedalds, Boody, 232 
Dedalus, Dilly, 232, 332 
at* Dillon’s auction rooms, 195 
meets her father, 223 
meets Stephen, 227 
Dedalus, May, nie Golding, 69, 
93, i 2 3 

her Christmas appedl, 29 
her death, 95, 96, 101, 21 1, 296# 
Dedalus, May, apparition of, 333, 
334 

Dedalus, Simon, 29, 37-9, 69, 72, 

83, >73, 232, 343,355?, 3^4 
his attitude to his son, 68, 156 
attends Dignam’s funeral, 17, 
155-9 

brags, 155-6 * • 

meets Dilly, 223 
parodies his brother-in-law, 118 
visits the Ormond Hotel, 18, 
240, J?4i, 243, 244, 247, 251, 
25^, 300 

Dedalus, Stephen; 

I. His 1 character, character- 
istics and tastes: 
his ashplant, 66, 122, 124, 

* 210, 308 r., 317, 331, 334, 

. 335, 34i, 349 n.,.368 

his attitude to his father, 68, 

* 7 i 

his attitude to his mother, 71 
his character, 98 ** 

his community of th&ught 
with Mr Bloom, 37, 66 
his dislike for cold water, 365 
his dream, 12 1, 208, 209, 328 
his ‘latin quarter’ hat, 120 n. 

• his paf able of the Plums, 1 78, 
33 2 > 338 

It* His antecedents and earlier 
• life: 

his age in 1904, 30 
his experiences, 1903-4, 94 
t his Jesuit upbringing, 16 
his sojourn in Paris, 16 
aspires to write epiphanies, 

1 *9 * 

extracts from his diary, Apr. 
I9<>3> 93 
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Dedalus, Stephen (continued): • 
tries to cash a money order, 
120 • 

III. The events of Bloomsday: 
his hand read by Zoe, r 15 n., 
327 

his homily at the Hospital, 34 
his reflections on seeing two 
midwives, 61, ijr6, 117, 

.273* 

his shadow, 122, 273 
becomes intoxicated, 18, 31, 
290, 294, 307 

breaks chandelier, 66, 309, 

334 

carouses at the Hospital, 18, 
289 

catechizes his class, 105 
chants Hugh of Lincoln , 366 
claims ownership of Ireland, 

348 . 

compares Lynch to Judas, 

367 

conveys Deasy’s letter, to the 
Freeman office, 107, 109, 
174,297 . • 

debates at the Library, 18, 
207-9, 211-16, 220 
declines forspend the night 
at* 7 Eccles St., 367 . 
discourses on the soul, 346, 

.347 . . * 

discusses prostitution, 346 
. drinks cocoa, # i9, 336 
felled by a soldier, 309, 335 
imitates a Paris guide, 328 
invites the journalists to 
drink, 18, 174 

is offended with Mulligan, 

95.^6, 333 * 

meets Bloom, 18, 66, 289 
meets Dilly. 227 • * 

plays hollow fifths, 58, 76 nT, 
308 

premises to take singing b 
lessons from Mrs Blqom, 
3^7 

receives his salary, 106 * 

visits Freeman ofnee, 18, 173 
visits bookstall, 226 
visits ‘nighttown’, 19, 308 


Dedalus, Stephen (continued): 
walks along Sandymount 
strand, 113-^8, 273 
walkaato Ecclej St., 19, 362, 

3&3 ' 

wears Mulligan’s shoes, ft4, 
174, 212 

Dedalus, Stephen, apparition of, 
315,325 

Dedannans, Irish colonists, 73, 74 
» Defoe, Daniel^ imitated, 297 
Moll Flanders , 382 
Demodocus, 238, 284 
Depping, G. B., Hutoire des Ex- 
peditions Mantimes des Normans, 
75 

De Quincey, Thomas, Opium 
Eater, imitated, 47, 290, 300-2 
De Wet, alleged alias of Varnell, 
349 

Dickons, Charles, imitated, 302 
Dignam, Patrick: 
his ^drunkenness, 384 
his funeral? 17, 67, 155-7°* 

232, 246, 333, 372 
his insurance money, 257 
his name reversed, 188 
Dignam, Patrick, apparition ol, 44, 
321 • 

Dignam, Patrick A1 o' si us, 162, 
230, 231 • 

Dillon, Atty, her long crossed 
• letters, 382 
Dillon, Mat, 243 
Dillon, Val, mayor, 224 « 

Dillon’s*auction rooms, 195, 332 
Dio boia, hangman God, 101 , 215, 
335 

^Diqjdorus Siculuf, 113 
Dipnysius of*Halicarnassus, 265 
<j(vorce, Mr Bloom’s views on, 
349* 35° 

Dixon, hr, apparition of, 323 
Dixon, surgeon, 299 
Djirba, Lotusland, 148 
Dlugacz, butcher, 132, 140 
•Dodd, Reuben* J., moneylender, 
J 5 8 

Dolan) Father, appantion*of, 327 
Dollard, Ben, 242, 245, 246, 250, 
252 
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Dollard. Ben, apparition of, 325 Dublin — Localities in and near 


Donegal, Irish beauty spot, 345 
Donohoe’s, Little Green gt., 271 
Doran, Bob, 5^56 ♦ 

Douce, Lydia, ‘bronze*, 240-2/ 
*246, 247, 250 n., 251, 252 
Dowie, Johij Alexander, 195, 234, 
3°5 * 

Dowie, John Alexander, appari- 
tion of, 70, 323 
Dowland, John, 350^ 

Dowson, Ernest, Cynara , echoed, 
386 

drinks, how to offer, name and 
accept, 267, 268 

Driscoll, Mary, apparition of, 320 
drowning, 122-4, 158, 227 
Drydcn,John, 119 
Dublin* 

compared with the Greek city- 
state, 28, 29, 259 n. 
cult of music by its citizens, 
237”9 

early history of, 765 77 
how to cross without passing a 
public-house, 13 1 
. in Viking times, 86 n. 
its night quarter, 309 
its water-supply, 36 
Localities in and near: 

All Hallovte Church, 17, 146, 
150 

Arbour Hill, 255, 257 
Ben Howth, see Howth 
9 Benson’s Ferry, 234 
Blackrock, 180 
Brunswick Street, 144 
Bull AJJey, 238 
Bullock Harbour, 297 
Butt Bridge, 341, 372 ' 

Cabman’s shelter, 19, 341 s ., 
35 1 

Capel Street, 224 * 

Cassidy’s, 133 
Castle, the, 28 n. 

Charlemont Mall, 367 
Clambrassil Street, 300 
Custom House, 234 
Dalkey, 107, 180, 343 
Dargle, the, 28 n. 

Dodder, the, 161 


(continijfd ) : 

Dohnybrook, 180 
Donohoe’s, 271 
Drumleck, 200 
Dublin Bay, 16 
Dublin 6 trand, 16 
Duke’s Lane, 203 
Dunsjnk Observatory, 220 
Eccles Lane, 132 
Eccles Street, 16, 63, 76 n., 
13 1, 138,223,224, 242,289, 
35<b 381, 382, 391 
Elvery’s elephant house, 28 n. 
Frederick Street, 36^ # 

Gaiety Theatre, 354 
Glasnevin Cemetery, 158, 
162-4, 232 
Goose Green, 204 
Grand Canal, the, 16 1, 367 
Guinnfss’s Brewery, 332 
Hammam, the, 147 
Holies* Street, 289, 291 
Hospitals: 

Lying-in, 18, 85, 289-303 
Mater Miseric ordiae, 95, 
289 n. 

Mercer’s, 233 

Howth, 77, 200, 273, 281, 326, 

345. 357, 386, 394 
Inn’s Quay Ward, 270 

* Irishtown Strand, 356 
Jammet’s, 80 
Kildare Stifcet, 381 
Kingstown, 180 
Kingstown Harbour, 94 
Lambay Island, 80, 81 
Leeson Park, 116 

Liffey, the, 22, 68, 75 n., 76, 
157,1*58,161,233,234,239, 
2805. 

^Lincoln Place, 147 
' Lion’s Head, 200 
Little Green Street, 271 
Lombard Street West? 246 
^oopline Bridge, 234 
Lying-in Hospital, 18, 85, 

* 289-303 
Marsh’s Library, 118 
Mater Misericordiac Hospital, 

95,-289 n. 
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Dublin — Localities hand ne^r 
( continued ) : 

Mercer’s Hospital, 2$ 3 
Merrion Square, 232 
Minis Bazaar, 233, 331 • 
fireworks at, 278 
Mountjoy Prison, 320 
Museum, 201, 204, 354 n., 
381 

National Library, 3 , 207-16 
North Wall, 234 
Old Royal Theatre, 237 
Old Woman, the, of JPrince’s 
Street, 28 n. 

Paftnerston Park, 180 
Phoenix Park, 176, 204, 343 n. 
Pigeon House, the, 120 
Prince’s Street, 28 n. 

Provost’s House, the, 204 
Rathfarnham, 180 
Rathmines, 180, IQ2 
Ringsend, 180 
Rotunda, the, 367* 

Royal Canal, the, i6j 
R utland Square, 367 
Saint Andrew’s Clyirch, 1 7 
Saint George’s Church, 136, 
363, 369 

Saint Kevin’s Parade, 132^ 
Saint Mary’s Abbey, 225 
Saint Michan, parish of, 270 
Saint Patrick’s Close, 1 18 
Saint Werbyrgh’s Church, 
158 • 

Sandymount Green, 180 
Sandymount Strand, 18, 116, 

273 . n 

Sandymount Tower, 180 
Sir John Rogerson’s Quay, 234 
Soutl# Terrace, 155 
Stony ^Batter, 255 , 

Sutton, 200 # 

Tyrone Street, 308 
Upper Rathmines, 180 
Vtco Road, Dalkey, 107 
Vinegar Hill, 204 
Wapping Street, 234 # 

Westland Row Post Office, 

*3> l 7> 36 , 

Westland Row Railway 
Station, 307, 30& 358 


Dudley, Lord, 233 
Dujardin, Edouard, L'lnitiation an 
Pechi ei <i /’ Amour s 24 
Les Ld&ycrs sont Cbupes, 23-5 
•Dulichium, alleged journey qf 
Odysseus to. 352 # 

Dumas, Alexandre, 215 
La Dame am CamtliStsps 1 
Dunne, Miss, typist, 224 
Duval, Auguste, 355 
• 

• 

Earth, the, its shape and move- 
ments, 392 
Eblana, 80 
Eckhart, M., 56 
Edom, 133 
Egan, Kevin, 120 
alleged expedition of Odysseus 
• to, 352 * 

Eglinton, John, 185, 363 n. 
debates in the Library, 207, 208, 
212-14, 220 
EgyK 74 

Eidothee, # ii4, 120, 125 
Elijah , skiff, 234, 353 
Eliot, T. S., Waste Land , 123 
ElpcnOr, 1 6 1, 162 
embryology, 302, 303 
Emmet, Robert, 30, 167, 168, 
232, 257 

Endor, witch of, iTh n. 
epiphanies, Stephen’s ambition to 
* write, 1 19 
•Epps’s cocoa, 366 
Eratosthenes, 90 
Eremctn, son of MilM, 74 
Eric, King of Denmark, 81, 82 
Eskimos, 371 • 

Eucharist, the, & lotus symbol, 146, 
/ * 47 > 150 

.Eumaeus, 351 
Euripides, 163, 259 n. 

Europa Point, 345 
• Eurymachus, 387 
death of, 362 
Eve, 54 

Fag^ M., Sermons , 309 . 

Falkiner, Sir Frederick, recorder, 
apparition of, 320 
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Fallacies in J. F. Taylor’s*speech, 
183 n. 

Fanning, Long John, 231. 232, 
246,265* / 

t Farrell, G. B.^O’C. F., 230, 232 * 
Fatherhood, see Paternity 
Faust, see Goethe 
Fdret, C.*T*., I 9 Arc d’Ulytse, 125 
‘Fcrgusson, Miss’, ’Stephen’s sup- 
posititious fiancee, 336, 350 
Fermoy, the Book of, 185 
Figgis, Hodges, the* virgin at his 
window, 1 16 
Finucanc, Doctor, 321 
Firbolgs, the, Irish colonists, 73 
Fitzgerald, Thomas, the silken 
knight, 80, 12 1, 225, 270, 


Fitzgibbon, Mr Justice, 176, ip2 
Fitzharris the Invincible, 343, 344, 

347, 35i f 

Flaubert, Gustave, Madame Bovary , 


393 

Tentalion de Saint Antoine, 313-15, 
332, 333. 

Flora, a prostitute, 70, 308 
florin marked by Mr Bloom, 367 
Flotow, Friedrich von, Martha, 
37-9, 243, 252 * 

‘Flower, Henry’, see Anthonyms * 

‘Flower, Henry*, apparition of, 325 

Fludd, Robert, 60 

Flynn, Nosey, 200, 232 

Foley, vocalist, 237 

Fojrest, Mrs. Liana, 270 

Fort Camden, 353 • 

Fort Carlyle, 353 
France, Anatole, 2 1 
Freud, S., 46 * 

Frocdman, Francis, chemist, 36a 


Gaea-Tellus, Mrs Bloom ^ char- 
acter as, 32, 389, 390 
Galatea, 200, 326 
Gallaher, Ignatius, 19 1 
Galsworthy, John, 21 
Galvani, Luigi, 33 
Galway, .74 < 

Gann, Joe, hanged, 257 
Gardner, Lieut, 380 


Garryoweit, a mongrel, 255, 256, 
261^265,266,276 
gas-jet Speaks, 334 
Gauthier, Thdophile, 126 
Geafy, James, sexton, 163 
George IV, 345 
Geraldines, #84, 231, 332 
giants, legends of, 389 
Gibbon, Edward, imitated, 299 
Gibraltar, 74, 1 36-8, 3^5, 377, 38 1 , 
382, 391, 395 

Giltrap, grandpapa, 266 n., 276 
Giugliiji, 237 

Glynn, Joseph, apparition of, 323 
God, a noise in the strdsf, 47, 58, 
110,111,294 

Goethe, J. W. von, Faust, 19, 3x3, 

373 n. 

Wilhelm Meister , 219 * 

Goldsmith, Oliver, imitated, 299 
Gomorrah^ 133 
Goulding, May, see Dedalus 
Goulding,** Richard, 36, 80, 118, 
217 

visits the Ormond Hotel, 18, 242, 
249, 252 . 

parodied by Simon Dedalus, 1 18 
Goulding, Walter, 118 
Grant, Ulysses, his visit to Gib- 
raltar, 382 

‘Gray, Dolly’, apparition of, 335 
Greece, Irish colonists from, 73, 
74 . 

Greek city-statA compared with 
Dublin, 28, 29, 259.n. * 

Grey, Gregor, 176 
Groves, Captain, 394 
Guadalquiver, the, 75 
Gumley, corporation watchman, 

• 342 • 

Gummy Granny, 64 n v 133 
bfifigs the milk, 96 
Gnmmy Granny, apparition of, 
100, 335 

Gunn, Michael, 354 
gypsies’ cant, 126, 127, 213 


Haines, an Okford man, 16, 7 1 , 96, 
' 121, 207, 208, 223, 230, 289, 
307 
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Haines, offers to collect Stephen’s 
sayings, 97 

Haines, apparition of, 3ft® 
‘Halcyon Days’, apparition of, 326 
Haliday, C., The Scandinavia# King - 
dom of Dublin , 73 n., 86 
Hamlet, see Shakespeare 
hangman, applications for the post 
of, 256, 257 

Hardenbtfrg, FriedricR von, see 
Novalis 

Hardy, Thomas, Tess of the D' Urber - 
villes, 20 

Haroun al Raschid, 1 2 1 
Hartnfofin, Albert, Unlersuchungen 
iiber die Sagen vom Tod des 
Odysseus, 67, 332 n., 363 n. 
Magic , 67 

•Hathaway, Ann, 212, 213, 247 
Hauptmann, G., Der Bogen des 
Odysseus, 356 n 
Hayes, Catherine, 23^ 

Hegel, 26 n. * 

Helen, 109, 11.7, 361 ^ 

her preference for Paris, 79 n. 
Hely, Wisdom, Mr Bloom’s former 
employer,. 196, 241 
Hengler, Albert, his Circus, 134, 

343, 367 . . . 

Hennessy, E. P. F. R. P y appari- 
tion of, 335 

Henry VIII, 298 • 

heraldry, 126 f • 

•Herbert, George, Jacula Pruden- 
* tiury, 94 n. 

Hercules, no, 137, 164, 271 n. 
Hercules, Pillars, of, ^74 
Hermes, 31 1, 386 
Hermes Trismegistus, 32, 54, 60 
Herodotus, 86, 1485 386 * * 

Hester, 393, 394 * 

high grade, a hat reference? 36 • 

Hogan, sculptor, 183 n. • 
Holyhead, Mr Bloom’s longest, 345 
Homer, 10, 1 1, 42, 52 n., 53 n., 61, 
63, 79 > 85-90, 1 08, 1 1 3, * 37 > 
148, 149, 179, 204, £ft 7 > 2 47 > 
262-4, 310-12, 329 m, 35 1 » 
352, 362 

place-names m, 88 • 

vocabulary of, 85,, 125 


Hooptr, Paddy, 176 
Horne, Sir Andrew, 291, 293 
Horns, 53, 177 

Hours, Dance of, see Ponchielli 
. Hughes, Kev Johnf S J., 284 
Hynes, Joseph, reporter, 160^16$ 
visits Kicrnan's bar, 255-9, 2G1, 
266-8 1 

• 

Ialou, garden of, 1 17 
Ibsen, his*bjg hat, 167 
The Wild Duck, 48, 165 n. 

Icarius, a Lacedaemonian, 388 
Icarus, 21 1, 271, 328 
impersonation and other mis- 
demeanours compared, 373 
Improperia for Holy Week, 295, 
296 

India, 388 
Ino, 286 

Ii^vincibles, the, 243 n. 

Ireland, ingratitude of, toils great 
• men, 30, 295, 296 • 

Ireland’^ Eye, 77 

Irish Censorship Bill, defines in- 
decency, 31 
Ishtar, 391 n. 

Isis, 177 

Ithaca, 2ft n., 98, 99, 351 

Jaf, Dr, Les Talouagss, 354 n. 

Jaffa, 356 \ , 

• jailbreaking and other misde- 
meanours compared, 373 
Jasop, 228, 230 • 

jaftnting-car, Boylan’s, 37, 39, 241 , 
242, 245 

Jerome, Moiyit, 159 
•Jerusalem, 371 
/Joachim Abbas, 1 18, 227 
John the Baptist, 372 
Jous®e, Ahbi, 124 
Joyce, James: 

his gift of minstrelsy, 238, 239 
his gramophone records: 
from Ulysses, 177 n. 
from Work in Progress , 239 n. 
his use of silent monologue, 20, 
23-8 

influence of Shakespeare on, 23 
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Joyce, James {continued): • 
influence of Vico on, 389 
Anna Livia Plurabelle, see Work in 
Progress « • 

Chamber Made, 238 • 

Qub liners: 

The Boarding House , 29 n., 147 
The fiend, 135, 238 
Grace , 144, 156* 159 
Ivy Day in the Committee Room , 
160 • 

A Little Cloud , i}6 
A Mother , 383 n. 

Two Gallants , 1 76, 342 
The Mookse and the Gripes , see 
Work in Progress 
Pomes Penyeach , 42 
Portrait of the Artist as a Young 
Mai^ ll > x 5 n *> 20 n., 29, 

3°> 34, 35, 44 n., 47 n., 68/72, 
75 n., 93, 98, 99, XI 9, *55, 
208, 218, 223, 296, 305 m, 
307 n., 315 n., 327, 366, 

Tales told of Shem aryl Shaun , see 
Work in Progress • 

Ulysses: 

an aesthetic image of the 
world its aim, 33 
alleged obscenity of, 31-4 
alleged obscurity of, 9 « 

alleged pessimism of, 20, 220, 
221, 394 

analytic table, 40 t 

animation of inert object^ 
in, 89, 90 

f date of composition, 30 
dialects used in, 85 • 

Homeric discipline of, 42 
influence of % on English 
literature, 9 # 4 * 

language of, 19, 84 V 

names, importance of, in, * 
138 0 

realism of, 19 # 

relation to politics, 30 
rhythm of, 35-42 
sentiment, deflation of, n, 
21, 22, 30, 34, 47, 72 
structure of, 9, 15, 16, 30-42 
time* occupied in writing, 
10 


Joyce, James — blysses {continued): 
unity of place and time in, 
ad 

Work inProgress 22, 28 n., 31 n., 
49, 50, 69 m, 76 m, 84, 157, 
205, 233, 234, 239, 280, 315 n., 
355 n., 383 

Joyce, P. W., History of Ireland, 
73 

‘Junius’, Imitated, 299* 

Juvenal, 21 

Kallidike, 371 

Kalpe, 137, 138, 388 * ' 

Karma, 54-9, 1490., 201 
Kearney, Kathleen, 383 
Kearns, Anne, 184 
Keary, F., The Vikings , 80 • 

Kellchcr, Corny, undertaker, 223, 
229 

rescues Stephen from the police, 

309, £36, 341 

Kelleher, Corny,, apparition of, 

33 I# , 332 

Kelly, Mary, 270 
Kelly, Michael, 238 
Kennedy, Mina, ‘gold’, 240, 242, 
. 246, 247, 249 g., 250-2 
Kernan, Thomas, ‘ commercial 
traVcller, 44 n , 159, 231, 232, 
•234, 252 

Keniay, Thomas, appal ilion of, 
322 V 

Keyes, Alexander, licensed victu- 
aller, 173, 181, 186, 208 
keys, crossed, 173, 186 
Keys, HouSe of, 173 
Keyserling, Count, 57 
* kidney, Mr Bloom’s brerkfast, 16, 

X 3 X „ 
bought,^ 1 32 
burnt, ?34 
cooked, 133 

Kiernan, Barney, bis tavern, 18, 

• 255-69 

< king’tf sons, Irish, 80 
Kinsereth, Lake Tiberias, model 
farm, 132 

Kitty, a prostitute, 70, 308 
Kruger, Paul, 380 
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Labl&che, vocalist, 23# 

‘La Flora, Don Miguel de’, Ivirs 
Bloom’s supposititiolu fiance, 
382 

‘La Flora, Don Poldo de’,* alias 
Leopold Bloom, 384 
Lamb, Charles, imitated, 300 
Lambert, Edward, 173, 175, 225, 
226, 231 

visits the Ormond Hbtel, 249 
visits Kiernan’s bar, 258, 259,. 
268 V 

Lamos, 202, 204 % 

Lampetie, 291 

Landoi* W. S., imitated, 302 
Larbaud, Valery, quoted, 10, 23, 
35 , 39 

Laredo, Lunita, Mrs Bloom’s 
• mother, 138, 386 
latchkey,* Mr Bloom’s, 36, 363 
Ledwidge, William, vocalist, 237, 

354 * 

Leinster, 73, 80 •* 

Leitrim,* 13 1 * # 

Leixlip, 77 

Lemon, Graham, 195 , 

Lenehan, parasite, 68, 176, 177, 
181, 190, 224, 241 
visits Kiernq/i’s bar, 258, 360, 
268. 


lotus, flic, 53, 143-53 
name applied to various plants, 
148, 149 

Lourdes f ^47 * 

•Lout, .Sir, 125, 126! 389 
Love, Rev Hugh C., antiquarian, 
84, 226, 230, 231 • 

Love, Rev. Hugh C* tipparition 
of, 332 * 

Loyola, Ignatius, 212 
Lucian, 93* 

luck, the wftite flower of, 318, 

33 ^ 

Lucretius, 390 n. 

Lynch, 35, 70, 290, 298, 307, 308, 
317, 318, 321 

compared by Stephen to Judas, 

367 

Lypns, Bantam, 147, apo, 204, 
260 

Lyster, librarian, 207. 219 
Lytton, E. G. E. L. Bui we r-, 
.Lord Lytton, Eugene Aram, 382 


Maas, Joseph, vocalist, 237 
Macaplay, T. B., Lord, imitated, 
302 

MacCabe, florcnce, 184 
•M’Conifer of the Glands, 270 


Leonard, Patrick, 204 
Lestrygonians, the, 195-205 • 
L£vi, Eliphas, 56 • 

fegwis, Wyndham, 25 

Time ajid the Western Man, 313 
library, Mr Bloom’s, 370 
Libya, alleged journey of Odysseus 
to, 352 

Lidwell, George, solicitor, 247, 


252 * • 

Limerick, 73 » 

limerick, Mr Bloom’s, 504 • • 
lions, *390 • 

litany of the Daughters f 5 f Erin, 


3*5 

Lochlanns, the, 
74 , 75 


Irish 


colonists, 


Locke, John, 26 n. 


London, 212-14, 2! 8, 219 
lottery, royal Hungarian, 257, C58, 


322 


MacGormack, John, 238 
McCoy, C. I\, borrower of valises, 
. 144-5, 165, 224, 232 

►McCoy, Mrs, concert singer, 144 
MacDowcll, Gertrude, 18, J31, 
270, 273-84 

MacDowell, Mr, drunkard, 284 
MacHugh, Professor, 173-6, 182, 
183, 187, *89 

‘M’Intosh,*Dash’, 164-7, 352 
Al’Intosh, Dash’, apparition of 
i 6 5 , 322 , 

MacLir, Mananaan, founder ol 
the Manx nation, 185, 186 
MacMahon, M. E. P. M., 335 n., 
‘MacTrigger, Mr a missionary, 
204 N 

Maeterlinck, Maurice, 57, 58 
Magee, see John Eglinton 
Maginni, dancing master, appari- 
tion of, 329 
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Mahommed, his consideration for 
a cat, 150 

Maimonides, Moses, 47 n., 54, 106, 

366 ; 

•Malachi, 75 n. • 

Malahide, Lords Talbot de, 342, 

34 4 _ 

Malahid<* me road to, 1 2 1 
Mallarm^, St^phadc, 23 
Malory, Sir Thomas, imitated, 294 
Man, Isle of, 1 73 # J 

Mananaan MacLir, founder of the 
Manx nation, 185, 186 
Mandeville, Sir John, imitated, 
293 

manvantara, 45, 49, 1 19 
Maple, Miss Blanche, 270 
Marcellus, Pope, 69 
Mario, «i tenor, 187, 237 * 

Marryat, Frederick, Japhet in 
Search of a Father , 99, 209 
Martello tower, 16, 19, 62, 64, 65, 
94) 274 

Martinique, Saint-Pierre de, 355 
Martyn, Edward, 238 * 

Marx, Karl, 53, 261 
Mass, Black, see Black Mass 
Mary, the B.V., 53, 273, 281 
maternal love, 215, 357 
Matcham's Masterstroke , 135, 249* 
Maurois, Andns, 21 n. 

Mauthner, Kritik der Sprache, 52 n. 
May’s band, 135, 330 
mayhem and other misdemearN 
• ours compared, 373 
Melampus, 166 » 

Melanthius, death of, 81 
melon, 121^ 132, 208 
Memphis, 1 20 n. • * 

Mendelssohn-Bartholdy, Felix, *53, ' 
261,350 \ 

Mendelssohn, Moses, 366 
Menelaus, 109, 1 13-15, 1*7, 136 
Paris preferred to, 79 n. * 
Menton, John Henry, solicitor, 
161, 164, 197, 349 
Mercadante, SavCTio, 53, 261,1 

350 

Meredith, George, 216 / 

Merim^e, Prosper, Carmen , 214 
Merry, W. W., 136, 202 


Meru, Mcfunt, 152 
Messina^ 87, 217, 218 
metenfpsychosis, 113, 134, 196, 
201, 280, 366 
dfscussed, 43-50 

Meyerbeer, Jacob, Les Huguenots , 
350 • 

Michel, Dan, Agenbite of Inwit , 
101 n. 

Milesians, the, Irish dolonists, 74 
Miletus, 86 
Miller, Joe, 190 
Miltoi\ John, 127 n. 

Lycidas , 123 

Minos, 79 • * 

Minos of Crete, 382 n. 

Mirandola, Pico della, 119 
Mitchelstown, 268 
modesty, statue of, at Sparta, 388* 
Moisei, Mrs, 203 
Molloy, J 4 J., 177, 181 
Moore, George, 216 
Ave, Salve, Vale , 238 
Moore, Thomas,* 257 * 

Moors, 75, 76, 395 
morris dance, 75, 106, 331 
Moses, 176, 177, 181, 192, 271, 

356 n., 366 
Mullaghmast, i8g 

Mulligan, Buck, 16,' 19, 47, 62, 65, 
69, 71, 88 n.,99, 101, 102, 1 18, 
• I23> 1 57. I99> 207, 208, 218, 
2*3, 289, 307, 333 n., 354 n., 

357 * 

bathes, 97 , * 

borrows Stephen’s handkerchief, 


94 . 

borrows twopence for a pint, 


97) 99 

• debates ih the Library, 215 
his shoes borrowed Jby Stephen, 
* *24,174 

•offends Stephen, 95, 96,* 333 
Mulligan, Buck, apparition of, 333 
Mulligan, Dr, apparition* of, 323 
Mullingar girls, their thick ankles, 
297 n. 

Miflvey, Lieut Henry, 382, 388, 
394 ‘ 

Munchausen, Baron, 352 
Munster, .73, 80 
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Murphy, Martin, 256* 

Murphy, W. B., A. B. and Pscud- 
angelus, 128, 343-^ > 

Murray, Red, 187, 237 
Murry, Middleton, 313 
Murska, lima de, 237 
musical intervals: • 
fifths, 58, 76 n., 251, 308 
octaves, 58, 76 n., 252 
thirds, f36, 251 * 

V 

Nannetti, Councillor, ^business 
manager of the Freeman , 173, 

17$' 

Naples, 264, 371 

Nathan, a returning prodigal, 71, 

. 145 

hation, definitions of a, 259 
Nausicaa, 82. 147, 274-84 
Nausicaa episode, Girins Magazine 
language of, 84 
Naxos, 291 ^ 

nectar, Replaced by electricity, 326 
Neleus, 166 

Nelson, 331, 332 . 

his blind eye, 265 
his monument, 178 
Nemedians, the, Irish colonists, 
73 ’ 

Nepaul, 53 

Nestor, 50, 107-10 * 

Newman, J. H., imitated, *302 
Newspapers an® Periodicals: 
Candid^, 26 
Echanges , 11 
Express , The , 186 9 

Fortnightly Review , The , 1 1 
Freeman's Journal and National * 
Press* The, 173, 244 
Irish Independent, Tha, 186, 256 
Irish Times , The, 146, * * 

Kilkenny People, The, 18, ^3, *95, 
208, 209 

Littie Review, The (New York), 

2 3 . 

New York World , The, 170 ♦ 

Photo Bits, 134, 140, 326 * 

Revue de Genive , Li, 1 1 
Sporting Times , The, 31 * 

Star , The , 176 


Newspapers and Periodicals 

(1 continued ): 

Telegraph , The, ^vening paper, 
*73 % , 

Tit-Bits , 133 * 

Transition, 11, 22 n., 31 * 

Iripos , The , 350 n, 

Nietzsche, Friedrich, 1 ^£10 j/vyicA 
Zarathusrfa, 97, 304 
Nile, the, 1 14 
nine men"? morricc, 75 
Nofcrkophtan, 113, 1 14, 120 n., 
124 

Nolan, John Wyse, visits Kicrnan’s 
bar, 258-60, 268 

Nolan, John Wysc, apparition of, 

322 

Novalis, 69, 71 

numbers, importance of, fn Ulysses, 
76 n. 

Nuvoletta, a raindoud, 22 

1 

• * 

O’Brien, Vincent, apparition of, 

323 * 

O’Connell, Daniel, 30, 109, no, 
159, 164, 183 . . 

O’Connell, John, cemetery con- 
servator, 159, 163, 164 
•O’Connor, T. P., 176 
O’Donnell, Duke *f Tctuan, 335 n. * 
Odysseus, n, 21, 2811., 99, 107,^ 

• 131, 13b, 148, 161 n., 162,% 

* 164, 167, 178, 202,* 204, 228, 

262, 263, 283, 284, 286,4291, 
# 293 n., 301 n., 31 1, 312, 329, 
35 L 352 , 353 n. 

Ogygia, 63, 75, 136-41 
O’Le^y, Cao#, 353 
Jllavs, Irish, 77, 78 
Olympus, Mount, 152 
O’Malley, Grace, 345 
O’Mofloy, J.J., 174, >84, J 86, 189, 
35 b n. 

visits Kiernan’s bar, 258, 265, 
266 

omphalos, tire, 60-5, 15 1 
Opikoi, the, 265 
opi^n, 311 n. 

oratory, its three branches, 182, 
183 
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Ormond Hotel, the, 18, 25, 37, 38, 
240-52, 300 

O’Rourke, Larry, licensed victu- 
aller, 131’ #* 

O’Shea, Kitty, 109, 139 

thought by Mr Bloom to be 
Spanish, 349 
Osiris, 177 * 

Osvalt, Esther, hdr equipedality 
with Stephen, 124 
Ovid, 127 n. $ • 

Ars Amatoria , 290 
Metamorphoses , 328 


Palestrina, Missa papae Marcelli , 69 
Palestrina Choir, the, 238 
Palles, Chief Baron, 18 1 
Palmer, Airs Bandman, 145 , 

Pan, 1 1 7, 386 

pandybat, recalled by Stephen, 
327 

Paracelsus, 53, 115 . 

parallax, a cryptic word, 43, 195, 
196, 30 L 3 68 

Paris, 16, 120, 21 1, 219, 305 n. 
Paris guide imitated, 328 . 

Paris of Troy, preferred to Mene- 
laus, 79 n. 0 

Parnell, Charles Stewart, 109, 164 
his betrayal, *29, 30 
his return discussed, 160, 348, 
349 ) 355 ) 357 

thanks* Mr Bloom, 349 «■ 

Parnell, John Howard, 231 
Parnell, John Howard, apparition 
°f, 322 

parodies or imitations in Oxen of 
the Sun episode, 290, 291 



Pater, Walter, imitated, 34, 302 
paternity, 60, 66-72, 101, 207, 215, 
289 < 

Patrick, Saint, 77 
Pausanias, 202, 387, 388 
Penelope, 98, 99 n.,'138, 140, 141, 
350 

her fidelity discussed, 386-^J 
Pentonville prison, 257 
Pepys, Samuel, imitated, 297 


Perejil, island, 137 

Peru, home of maneaters, 344 

Petronitil, 390 n. 

Phaeacia, 281-3 
Phaefhusa, 291 
Pharos, 113, 120 

Phoenicians, the, 86-8, 382 n., 
39i n » 

Photius, 69 

Photo Bits ’illustration, 1*34, 140 
Photo Bits illustration, apparition 
of, 326 
Phylace^ 166 

piano-tuner, blind, 242, 243, 245, 
246, 250 • # 

befriended by Mr Bloom, 201 
Piccolomini, Maria, 237 
Pico della Mirandola, 1 1 9 
Pillars of Hercules, the, 74, 137 • 
Pisgah Sight of Palestine , A, see 
Stephen Dedalus, his Parable 
of the Plums 
Pitt, Willizftn, 62 
Plato, 2^ n., 60 • f 

Platonism, 9 
Plotinus, 348 n. 

Plumtree’s Potted Meat, 32 
poaching and other misdemean- 
„ ours compared, 373 
Polybi^is, 148 
Polypheides, 166 
Polyphemus, 11 

Ponchielli, Amjjcare, Dance of the 
Hours , 135, 136, 140, 329-3 r 
Pons, Emile, Swift , Les, Annies de 
Jeunesse , 34 n. 

Pontonous, f 284 

Pope, Elegy to an Unfortunate Young 
Lady , 189 

Porphyry,- On the Case of the 
Nymphs, 52 n., 29i f n., 292 n. 
Portugal, ,294 
Poseidon, 185, 284-6 
postcard, picture, from Bolivia, 
344 

potato, preservative against plague, 
3^,131,201,321 
potzftoes, as diet, 195, 205 
Poulaphouca, Irish beauty spot, 
v 345 

Powell, Jcxtfe, see Mrs Breen 
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Rossini] Gioacchimo, Stabat Mater > 
35 ° 


I^wer, John, 232, 267*268 
attends Dignam’s funeral, 155, 
157 

pralaya, 45, 46, 49, 1 19 
Prodigal Son, the, 71 
professional story-tellers, 77, 78 
Proserpine, 164 * 

prostitution, treatment of, by 
novelists, 20, 21 
Proteus, 1/3-28 
Proust, Marcel, 331, 355 n. 
Prouti, 1 13 

Psyche, 1 16, 122 * 

Purefoy, Mina, 18, 197, 198, 249 
delivered of a son, 64, 289, 297 
Purefoy, Mina, apparition of, 64 
Purefoy, Theodore, philoprogeni- 
tor, 304 

Pygmalion, 200, 326 
Pylos, 108, 1 66, 167, 352 
Pyrrhus, 105, 106 > 

Pythagoreans, 76 n. 

Quakerlyster, librarian, 207, 219 
Queenstown Harbour," 251 
Quintilian, 184 


Rostand, Edmond, Qumteder y 56 n. 
Rothschild* 372 j 
Rubio, Captain, 382 
Rubio, Mrs, 382, 393 * 

Ruby, the Pride of the Ring , 43, 134 
Rumbold, H., masfa? barber, 
applies foV hangman’s post, 
257 

\ Rumbold, H. ,apparitionof, 3 1 3 n., 
321 

Ruskin, John, imitated, 302-4 
Russell, G. W., ‘A.E/,46, 48, 183, 
198 

debates in the Library, 207, 208 


Sabellius, African hercsiirch, 69, 
215 n. 

sagas, makers of, 78 
SaiAt-Fiacre in Horto, 270 
Saint-Pierre de Martinique, 355 
Salmon, Do, 204 
Samuel, ifci n., 372 
San Francisco, 305 
Sandaw’s exercises, 133 
Santiago, postcard addressed to, 


Ra, tho sun-god, 120 n., 177, 
330 

Rabelais, 11 
race-horses, 108 , 
ribce-meeting, visfon of, 329 
racing, sep also Ascot and Throw- 
away 

Raleigh, Sir Walter, 2 $9 
Rathcoffey, 226 

red, the colour of the Aeolus 
episdie, 187, 188 J 
Rhadamanthus, 115 > 

rhetoric, the art of the journalist, 
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Rich, Penelope, 192 
Riord&n, ‘Dante’, 29, 366 
Robinson, Crabb, 127 n. 
Rochford, Thomas, his mechanical 
invention, 224, 225, 229 * 
Ronan, Miles V., 9? 

Ronda, 395 * 

Rosevean , schooner, 128, 234, 353 


344 » 

'Santorin, 179 
sardines, 293 * 

Sargent, Cyril, 106 

Sayce, A. H., Introduction to the 

* Science of Language , i 6 n. 

Scamander, 125 * 

Scepjtrc, a race-horse, 258 
Schopenhauer, Arthur, 26 n. 

Scott, Sir Walter, 18^ 

Scudey, Mount, 87 

' Sjcylla, 87, 88, 207-20 
tScythia, Irish colonists from, 73, 74 

* Sean Bhean Bhocht , 64 n. 
selenography, Mr Bloom’s view of, 

> 369 

seven, virtues of this number, 363 
Shakespeare, John, 214 
, Shakespeare^ William, 48, 57, 58, 
84 

hH influence on Joyce f 23 
his return to Stratford, 71 
, his songs, 350 
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Shakespeare, William, hi? use of 
rhetoric, 184 
Anthony and Cleopatra , 2 1 3 
Cymbeline, 2 1 a # * 

JHamlet, 23, 32, 48, 100, 124, 127,' 
*28, 139, 145, 168, 183, 207- 
20, 230 

King Leaf , # i 85, 2 1 3, 2 1 6 
Othello, 75, 213, 2f4, 328 
Pericles , 213 
Richard III , 216 • 

Romeo and Juliet , 1 20 
Taming of the Shrew , 2 1 3 
Tempest , 213, 216, 219, 338 
Troilus and Cressida , 213, 216 
Twelfth Night , 2 1 3 
Two Gentlemen of Verona , 219 
a/w/ Adonis , 2 1 3 

Winter'* Tale , 213 t 

Shakespeare, William, apparition 

of, 71, 72, 328 

^shaving bowl, 65, 94, 102 1 

•Shaw, G. B., 47 n. « 

Pygmalion , 255 « 

Sheares, the brothers, 25^ 

Sheba, Queen of, 314, 315, 328 
.sheets, the, Mrs Bloom’s platform 
in Ulysses , 140, 149 
Shelley, P. B., 53 % 

shells, 1 1 1 

* Sheridan, Margaret, 238 
Sicily, 291, 296 n. 

«*3idney, Sir Philip, Arcadia , 216 • 
Sidon, 87 * 

Silken Thomas, 80, 12 1, 225, 270, 
345 

Silver King, the, 372 
Simnel, Lambert, 80, 12 1 
Sinai, 177 * 

Sinbad, 354, 371, 375 • 

Sinico, Mrs, 161 
Sinn Fein motto, the, 62 
Sinnett, A. P., Esoteric Buddhism , 
45 n., 48, 62, 1 19 
The Growth of the Soul , 44 n., 55 n., 
67, 70, 183 

Sir Lout, 125, 126, 389 
Sisyphus, 162 

Sitric Silken-Beard, 77 / 

skalds, 78 

Skin-the-Goat, 343, 344, 347, 351 


Slievemarg^i, 80 
Sligo, 73 

Smith, Toad, hanged, 257 
soap, 147, 201 
Odyssey of, 364, 365 
Sodom, 133 
Solomon’s Seal, 51-9 
Songs, Operas, etc.: 

Croppy Boy , The , 245 
Dance of the Hours , 135; 136, 140, 
4 329-31 

Dio possente , 244 n. # 

Dolly Gray, 335, 388 n. 

Dolores , 388 n. 

Even bravest hearts may swift, 244 n. 
Girl I left behind me, The, 213, 
388 n. , 4 

Hugh of Lincoln, 366 
Kerin s t du das Land?, 149 * 

Leah, 145 

Love's Old Sweet Song, 133, 242, 
278 n '279, 370, 381 
M’appan? 37, 39, 243, 24411., 300 
Montana, 344 • * 

Martha , 37-9, 243, 252 
Missa pafine Marvell 1, 69 
My Girl's a lorkshne Girl, 233, 
308, 325 n., 329, 331 
0 *d Mary Ann, 47. % 

Rose of Castille, 176, 190,. 251 
Seaside Girls, 37, 38, 48, 135, 244, 
3oo, 330 

She is jar Jrom tjie land, 257 
9 Twos rank and fame, 249 • * 

When first I saw, 37, ,39, $43, 
244 n., 300 
Spain, 74-6 % 

Spallanzani, Voyages, 180, 217, 
218 

Sparta, 38$ * • 

spectacles, Stephen’s, 3^7 
% SpenCct, tjerbert, 35 
Spinfca^. Benedict, 53, 261, $15 
• Stanhope, Mr, 394 
stars, new, portending births of 
* Shakespeare, Mr Bloom and 
« otftcrs, 369 

Steely Sir Richard, imitated, 298 
Stephens, Jamds, conspirator, 198 
Sterne, Laurence, imitated, 298, 
299 - 
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Stockholm, 343 % 

Strabo, 87, 90, 137, ibo 
Stratford, 218 * • 

Stratton, Eugene, 225, 233 
Stravinsky, I. F., 23 * 

Stromboli, 179-81 
Strongule, 180 , 

Stuart, Leslie, Flotodora , 247 n. 
suitors, slaughter of the, 362 
Sullivan, John, the renowned 
tenor, 238 
Supple, Bertha, 275 
Sweets of Sin , 37-9, 226, 2^2, 241, 
242, 280 

Sweny, ^chemist, 147, 365 
Swift, Jonathan 11, 84, 118, 119, 
305 n^ 329^^0^ 
his influence on Ulysses , 33 
• Discourse on the Mechanical Opera- 
tion , & 

Polite Conversation , 41, 304 n. 

Tale of a Tub , 186, 1^7, 215 n. 
imitated, 297, 298** 

Synge* J-*M., 208 # 

Syrians, the, 391 n. 


Taafe, 335 n. 

Talbot, Katharine, wife of P. fyf. 

Corley, 342 t 

Tammuz, 391 n. 

Tara, 76, 183 
Tarentum, 1 05 # 

Tauromenium, 2^1 
Taurtts, 201 n. 

Taylor, John F., his extempore 
speech, 176, 182, 183 
Teiresias, 167, 371 
Telegonus, 386, 387 
Telemachift, 98-1 oof 1 66, 167*, 
339 n.,^52, 387 » 

telephone, the, 46, 61, 62*109, a 17 
Tell, Wilhelm, 344 
Tellus, worship of, 390 ^ 

Tennyson, Alfred, Lord, Enoch 
Arden , 353 
The Lotus-eaters , 15 1 
Morte d* Arthur , 117 * 

Terence, quoted, 29 
Terence, a barman, 267, 268 t 
Terenure, 243 


Thebes* (&gypt), the Paris of the 
Achacans, 120 n. 
Theoclymenos, 166, 167, 332 
vision ; . ' 

Thresprotia, Odysseus, m, 37: 
Th^venot, Jean de, 179 
Thibet, 53, 371 

Thorer, a well-inforAdd pirate, 
81 • 

Thoth, 120 11, , 210 
Thoth, Book <^f, 113, 1 14, 124 
Throwaway, a race-horse, 147, 
200, 201, 258 

Thunder, clap of, 15, 101, 124, 
293* 294, 296, 304 
Tiber, the, 22 

Tichbourne, Roger Charles, 354, 
355 

tide^, symbolism of, 113, *22 
Tictjens, 237 

TTlsit, Jessie, murdered, 257 
Toft*s whirligig, 331, 332 
Tolsfcn, Leo, 21 
Tomkins, Tiomas, 350 
Tone, Wolfe. 30, 257 
towers, allied in Ulysses with birth 
oi^remcarnation, 63 
towers, round, 64, 274 
see also Mytello 
Trafalgar, 175 

Traherne, Thomas* 54 n., 56 n., 
62, 65, 1 17 

Tmps-charla, Co. Limerick, 73 
«Trebelli-Bettini, 237 ® 

Trieste, alleged murder at, 345 # 
Tweedy, Brian Cooper, 74, 138, 

* 39 * 377 * 379 * 394 w . 
Tweedy, Marion, see Marion 
Bloom • 

Ttfigg, Lizzie, typist, 198 


Ulster, f3 

•Unity of time and place in Ulysses, 
28 

Uranus, 390 


Vale\fine, Heresiarch, 69. 
Valentino, Rudolph, 237 
Valery, Paul, 58 


4*5 



INDEX 1 


Veil, symbolic use of, 12$, 138, 
140, 141 

Vinus Magique* 303 
Verschoylc, Mg- and Mr^/270 
Vcuillot, Louis, 126 
viceregal progress, 18, 231, 233, 
240 

Vico, G. B \*Scienza Nuova , 49, 50, 
107 

his views on language, 124, 125 
his accoupt of giai#s, f 389 
Vidocq, E. F., 355 
vikings, 73-82 

Vincent Ferrer, Saint, his code for 
brothels, 309 

Virag, Lipoti, Mr Bloom’s grand- 
father, apparition of, 324, 325 
Virag, Rudolph, Mr Bloom’s 
father, 362 

his change of name, 15 1, 371 
his death, 1 57 

* Virag,' Rudolph, apparition' of, 

* 3*8 

Virgin Mary, the, see Mary 
Vladivostock, 305 % 

Wagner, Richard, 240, 248 
Der Fliegende Hollander , 128, 354 
Die Meistersinger, 240 
Der Ring des Nibelungen , 240. 334 
Tristan tmd Isolde , 141 n. 
fC Waite, A. E., The Occult Sciences, 
337 n. 

Walker, Johnnie, 18 n. 

Wallace, W. V., Maritana , ^44 
Walpurgis-night, 19, 313, 331 
Walsh; A., Scandinavian Relations 
with Ireland, 76 


Warbeck, ferkin, 12 1 

Ward, Goulding’s partner, 242 

Warlock,* Peter, The English Avre, 

Warner, Lewis, his cheerful win- 
dows, 232 

Wells, H. G.. The War of the Worlds , 
229 

Wetherup. Mr, his ‘feed the brute* 
policy, 175, 205 n.* 

/Wexford, 74, 76 
Whitman, Walt, 219 » 

Wicklow, 76, 144, 345 
wild geese, 307, 335 
Wilde, Oscar, 47 n. 

The Portrait of Dorian Grey„ 48 
wind, pervades tne Aeolus episode, 
186, 187 

Winkle, Rip van, 353, 355, 356 nt, 
37 1 ? 390 

Wittemberg, 214 

wonderworker, a thaumaturgic 
remedy, 36 

world’s .twelve worst boohs, the, 
322 

Wylie, Reginald, ,275, 276, 277 


Xaxitippe, 213 


1 

Yeats, W. B,, Countess Cuthleen, 336 


Zoe, a prostitute, 70, 308, 312, 313, 
32 1 -3, 367 

reads Stephen’s hand, 115 n., 

00*7 
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